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FUCK, MARRY, KILL PART TWO

Danny thinks things are finally settling down. Sure, he still has that beautiful Russian spy to deal with, but at least the cops are leaving him alone. And now, he can feel things heating up with the beautiful virgin, Piper.

Or maybe he’ll go for her beautiful roommate, Cora, who is technically a crossdresser and not really a trans girl at all—but she passes with flying colors. And then there’s Petra, the secretly-trans supermodel who has a curious interest in Danny.

So maybe things aren’t totally settled down. Maybe Danny still has some hard choices to make—choices that will be especially hard when the mysterious killer keeps taking girls out of the picture.


CHAPTER I

Piper ended up skipping on the party that night. Instead, she decided to spend the night at home while Cora went out. She asked me to stay with her. “It’s so embarrassing,” she said. “I mean—I hardly know you. But I need someone here with me, and I don’t really know who else to ask.” The death of her old friend had her feeling distraught. She told me that she hadn’t spoken to Iris in many years, so it seemed a bit weird that she was so upset.

Then again, when I found out that Lori died, I was upset too—more upset than anticipated. And it was fair enough: Iris was killed by a murderer. She was young, only twenty-one-years-old; she had a lot of her life still ahead of her. And it sounded like Iris had a big impact on Piper’s life.

“I’ll stay as long as you want,” I said to Piper, even though I knew I had to be up early the next morning for Lori’s funeral. It was already midnight and Piper was still crying and telling me about Iris. Now, I felt like I knew Iris better than I knew Piper. I knew that Iris loved metal music, and was the bass player in a relatively successful death metal band. Piper showed me one of their little concert videos, and it was actually pretty good. I wasn’t a big metal fan.

Piper told me that Iris loved horror movies, and owned over eight hundred DVDs. I didn’t even know people still owned DVDs.

As it got later, Piper started telling me more intimate details of her late friend. Her face turned dark red when she told me about the time that Iris hooked up with their fifty-year-old math teacher, Mr. Hanson. Apparently, another teacher walked in while Iris was sitting on his face, on the floor, while jerking off her cock onto his chest. According to the story, Iris didn’t even stop when the teacher walked in; she kept beating herself until she came on the poor fellow.

I’d never seen a red as deep as the red on Piper’s face. “Iris had a lot of stories like that,” she said.

“Did you ever hook up with her?” I asked.

And then I saw an even darker shade of red, breaking the previous record. Piper looked down at her feet. “Me?” she said. “No, no. I mean—Iris offered once… to let me practice on her. She said that, uh, it would help me when I eventually was with a guy.”

“Practice?” I said. Now I was turning red. Piper’s sheepishness when talking about sex was somehow contagious.

“You know—she offered to let me suck her… her thing.”

“Her cock?” I said.

Piper blushed and bit her lip. She nodded her head. The word ‘cock’ apparently made her uncomfortable.

“Are you a virgin, Piper?” I asked.

Her eyes glistened and she smirked nervously. She shrugged her shoulders and gently pulled on her brunette braids. “Maybe,” she said.

“Wow,” I said. “I mean—you’re young, so it’s not that crazy. But… Wow.”

“Anyway,” she said, looking away from me, desperate to change the subject. “I didn’t take the offer, obviously. Plus she was supposedly really big. I don’t think I could have done it even if I wanted to.”

“What do you mean? How big was she?” I asked. I looked up at the clock. It was getting very late. The funeral was at nine in the morning, and I still had to iron my suit, shower, shave, and find my way across town for the service. But I was willing to skip out on some sleep to spend some time with a beautiful eighteen-year-old.

Piper started to tear up again. “I just miss her,” she said. “I’ve thought about reaching out to her so many times. I should have just done it. Now I’ll never get to talk to her again.”

I wrapped my arm around her and she leaned into me. I liked her soft, warm body. I liked how much she trusted me, even though she hardly knew me. I could see us cuddling like that in the future. Maybe I could spend my life with this girl.

I turned my head towards her and she tilted her head up to look at me. Our eyes met. There was a moment: my heart fluttered and her lips parted while her eyelids became heavy. We were about to kiss, then she leaned back. “Do you want to go for a walk? I think I need to get some fresh air,” she said, her voice hardly a whimper.

“Okay,” I said. When we stood up, I had to awkwardly pull up my crotch to rearrange my uncomfortable erection. I put on my coat and we went out for a walk. It was getting very late now: close to 1:00 AM. It was dark out. The night was lit only by orange streetlight. We made our way to the park. Piper had her little purse close to her side. It wasn’t the best part of town: with sirens constantly ringing off in the distance. Sketchy-looking men passed us in hoodies, hands stuffed in their pockets. Strangely, Piper didn’t even seem a little bit nervous.

“You don’t walk around here alone at night, do you?” I asked when we reached the park. There was a little bench. We sat down.

“Sometimes,” she said.

“You should be careful. There are a lot of bad people in this work,” I said.

She smiled, then she reached into her little purse and showed me her little handgun. It was hardly the size of her fist. “I’m not scared,” she said. “My daddy showed me how to use it when I was fourteen. We used to go to the gun range together—before he died.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

“He was old. He had me when he was sixty-eight, so it’s not like he never got to live or anything like that.”

“Well that’s good, I guess,” I said.

Then, we got to talking about Iris again. She told me about all of the times Iris got into trouble at school. Once again, I felt like I was learning way more about Iris than I was learning about Piper. Piper didn’t seem to have much to say about herself. Whenever I asked her to tell me more about herself, she would talk about school. Her stories all took place within the walls of the high school she went to. All of the characters in her stories were her fellow classmates. Her lack of life experience was becoming more and more obvious, making me wonder if she was maybe too young for me. I tried talking to her about music and movies, but she just got this glazed over look in her eyes, as if she’d never heard of the bands or movies I was talking about. Ten years is apparently a big age gap. Ten years was more than half of her life.

But maybe none of that mattered. Maybe we would find more common ground as we grew together. Maybe the only common ground we needed was sex. If the sex was good, nothing else mattered.

“So you’ve really never been with a man?” I asked.

She blushed again. “I’ve never found the right guy. Every time I think I’ve found a good one, he runs away when I tell him that I’m trans,” she said.

“I won’t run away,” I said.

She looked deep into my eyes. I watched as her irises sparkled. “You promise?” she asked.

I nodded my head. Then we kissed. Our lips pressed together and our hands moved onto each other. I felt her arms and her sides while she gently gripped my lats. I slid my hands down to feel her bum while I put a bit of tongue into her mouth.

She was fairly stiff, and I couldn’t help but wonder if this was the first time that she’d ever kissed a boy before. Just how inexperienced was she? And just how far could I get her to go tonight?

I put my hand on her thigh. I slid it up slowly, one little inch at a time, until my fingers were between her legs, under her skirt. I grabbed gently onto her package and massaged. She gasped and her eyes became wide. Had anyone ever touched her cock before?

She leaned her face away from me and looked down slowly, with parted lips and shocked eyes. She looked at my hand, which was fondling her cock. She didn’t say anything—she just sat in a frozen state of fear—or maybe it was excitement. It was impossible to know.

I used my fingers to pull her panties to the side, letting her cock fall out. She suddenly used her hand to cover herself, worried I would see her cock. I pushed her hand away, uncovering her semi-erect penis.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“Why are you sorry?” I asked, sliding my fingers around her little cock.

“It’s small. I’m sorry I’m not bigger,” she said.

“I don’t care about that,” I said. “It’s cute.” I pulled back her foreskin, exposing her small tip. I jerked her for a minute with my thumb and pointer finger while she sat in that frozen state.

Then she suddenly grabbed my hand, stopping me from doing any more. “Stop!” she said, closing her eyes.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I can’t do this. I—I want to wait,” she said.

“Wait for what?” I asked, trying to sound understanding and patient, even though I just wanted to flip her over and fuck her brains out on that park bench.

“I want to wait until… Until we’re married. I’m waiting for the right guy.”

“That could be a long time. I mean—I don’t really have the money for a ring or a wedding.”

She pulled her cock back into her panties and she fixed her skirt. “Then we can wait. We can cuddle. We can kiss. We can hang out. You can take me dancing. But sex will wait until we’re married.”

I bit down on my tongue. I was horny, and there was no way I could save myself for years while I tried to save up for a ring and a wedding. But I didn’t want to break her heart. I felt like I could break through to her. I could change her mind with a bit of time. Maybe by the third date, she wouldn’t be able to hold herself back. Eventually, she would cave.

“I should probably get some sleep,” she said, standing up suddenly. “I have somewhere to be in the morning.”

I cleared my throat and stood up, adjusting my erection once again. “Me too,” I said. So let’s meet again—maybe tomorrow afternoon. Are you free?”

“Sure,” she said. “Maybe we can surf TikTok together. I can show you my favorite Tokkers.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

She now looked perplexed. “TikTok? You don’t know TikTok?”

And it was a reminder of just how little we had in common. “Can I walk you home?” I asked. So we held hands on the way back to her house. We shared a small kiss at her door. Then, I rushed home, scared to be alone in that sketchy neighborhood.

It was 3:00 AM when I finally got into my bed, and it was 6:00 AM when my alarm went off. I got up slowly, rubbing my eyes and groaning as I sat up in my bed. I showered. I must have stood for an hour under that hot water—until the water just wasn’t warm anymore. Then, I shaved, ate some breakfast, and ironed my suit. I nearly fell asleep a few times as I stood over that ironing board.

I needed to catch up on some sleep. I felt like I hadn’t slept properly in weeks, and the exhaustion was starting to take a toll on my body. It was 8:15 AM by the time I was dressed and ready to go, and the funeral was exactly forty minutes away, giving me just five minutes of wiggle room.

I hopped into my mom’s car and I started towards the other end of the city, in rush hour traffic. I stopped for a coffee on the way, and then I found myself pulling into the parking lot of the funeral home at 9:05 AM. The doors were already closed and I could hear the sound of the organ as the service was underway.

I tried sneaking in as quietly as possible. I took a seat in the back row; I had to slid in front of two people to get to that empty chair. They both groaned as I bumped them, but it wasn’t my fault that the seats were so close together.

Anna was walking up the little stage as I sat down. She was the one who delivered the eulogy, and her little eulogy was actually pretty good: well written and very heartfelt. I have to admit that even I shed a tear while listening to her stories about Lori.

I couldn’t stop looking at the photo of Lori that was next to the casket. I couldn’t understand how they thought it was a good idea. In the photo, Lori was wearing a sexy dress, showing off her cleavage. She was all dolled up, with plump cock-sucking lips and flashing desperate-to-be-fucked eyes. The photo would have been more appropriate as a Tinder profile photo—and maybe that’s where they found it. But for a funeral…

People took turns talking about how great Lori was. The sound of weeping never stopped in that large room. Lori was loved by many—especially by the trans community of that city. She was something like a celebrity: one of the first out-in-the-open trans girls. She was certainly one of the first truly convincing trans girls.

“Lori was trans before the word ‘trans’ was even a thing,” one speaker said while wiping her eyes. “She was trans back when they still called us all crossdressers. And in a way, she made it cool. She made me realize it wasn’t weird or creepy or lame to want to be a woman.”

Many of the girls who took the stage were hot. Lori had some truly breathtaking friends. The horny devil inside of me wanted to fuck every last one of them.

Finally, they asked us all to clear out of the room. Drinks and appetizers were being served down the hall in the meeting area, so that’s where everyone went. They allowed private goodbyes: one person at a time. And people were allowed to take as long as they wanted, so I spent a lot of time waiting around with all those beautiful trans women in that waiting area.

I recognized one girl. I’d seen her on TV, on some ad for some makeup product or another. I was pretty sure I’d seen her on the cover of a number of magazines as well. Now, she was dressed in a black dress, which didn’t cover the sides of her breasts or even the middle of her breasts. It was short and cut down the side, like she was going to a red-carpet event right after that funeral.

She caught me looking at her, and I was too captivated to look away fast enough. She smiled and my heart fluttered. I was able to move closer to her a bit later, when she was grabbing a bite to eat at the appetizer table. “Were you close with Lori?” I asked.

She looked up at me slowly, with a warm smile. “I was,” she said. “And you?” She had a cool voice: soft like silk, and strangely inquisitive.

“When I was younger,” I said. “She was a great person.”

“She was the greatest person,” she said.

“I’m Danny, by the way. Nice to meet you,” I stuck out my hand. She shook it with a smile on her face.

“Nice to meet you, Danny,” she said. But she wasn’t giving me her name. I could tell that she was out of my league, and maybe she could tell too. It was obvious that she was used to rich boys. She smelled like a million dollars. I knew nothing about fashion, but somehow, I could tell that the dress she was wearing was worth at least two thousand dollars. And the glittering necklace around her neck was surely made with real diamonds.

“And you are?” I asked.

Then she looked surprised, taken aback. She shook her head slightly and then she laughed. “I’m sorry. I’m Petra,” she said. “I just assumed…”

“Assumed what?” I said.

“Sorry. I don’t want to sound big headed. I assumed you recognized me.”

“I’ve seen you in an ad, I think,” I said. “You’re an actress, right?”

She grinned, looking like she was trying not to roll her eyes. “I’m a model,” she said. “Though I’ve had a few offers for acting gigs. My agent represents both.”

“That’s cool. So are you, like, famous or something?” I asked.

“Or something,” she said with that confident grin. She thought everything I was saying was hilarious, like I was so out of touch. And maybe I was out of touch. Piper certainly made me feel like I was completely out of touch.

And this girl wasn’t too much older than Piper—certainly closer to Piper’s age than mine.

“Ms. Valentine,” said a meek-looking man. He was holding a phone and approaching Petra cautiously. “Sorry to bother you, but there’s an important call for you. It’s your agent.”

“Excuse me,” Petra said to me with that smile. She took the phone and walked out of that room as if she was walking down the catwalk: one foot in front of the other.

I looked around the room and noticed that it was much quieter now. Most of the people had taken their turns saying goodbye to Lori. Now, only a few stragglers were left mingling.

“Does anyone else want to say goodbye to Lori before we prepare her for burial?” asked an older gentleman. There was a silence in the room, so I decided to take my turn. I followed the older man down the hall, back to the room where Lori was resting. He walked away when I entered the room, leaving me alone to say goodbye.

I looked down at Lori and felt a terrible sadness. She looked so peaceful in that box, but her skin was so pale, even with the makeup they put on her. She’d always been such a vibrant person, so it was weird seeing her so still.

I felt some tears coming, so I decided to walk away from the casket. I wasn’t done with my goodbye just yet, but I needed a moment to process. I walked over to the window and looked out at the parking lot. More people were leaving. The parking lot was almost empty now. I took a deep breath and wiped the tears from my eyes with the sleeve of my shirt. Then I looked back and saw Anna walking up to the casket.

“Oh, sorry,” I said.

She jumped and looked over at me. “Oh—no, I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t know anyone was in here.”

“I was just about to leave,” I said.

I paused for a moment. Anna was looking especially stunning, with her blonde hair tied into a braided updo, and her face looking professionally made up by a makeup artist. She had long flicks of eyeliner and rosy red lips.

“You can say goodbye,” Anna said, moving aside. “I’ll leave for a minute.”

“It’s fine. You can be here while I say goodbye,” I said. I went up to the casket, stopping next to Anna. I could smell Anna’s perfume now: a sophisticated smell of roses and cedar. I looked into Anna’s eyes and gave her a small smile before looking at her sister again. “She was a great woman. I’ll miss her, even though I hadn’t seen her in a while.”

“I’ll miss her too,” Anna said.

Then, Anna started to weep. I looked at her again, seeing how sad she looked. Then I walked up to her and wrapped my arm around her. She buried her face into my shoulder. I hugged her tight. I let her cry for the next few minutes.

“She told me to come out to you,” Anna said suddenly.

“Lori did?” I asked.

She nodded her head and wiped her eyes. Now, she was looking into my eyes. Her makeup had run a little bit, but she still looked stunning. “Before you moved away, Lori told me to come out to you. I was too afraid to do it.”

“I wish you would have,” I said.

“Why is that?” she asked.

I stood still for a moment, still holding her in my arms. That amazing smell was making my heart beat fast. “Maybe I wouldn’t have been so quick to leave then,” I said with a nervous little laugh.

Anna’s eyes flashed and a whimper left her mouth. She closed her eyes and leaned forward, and I did the same. We kissed. It felt so wrong. I suddenly had the image of Arnold in my mind. I was kissing Arnold, technically. It was the same person: the same body and the same soul. But now, Arnold was wearing makeup and women’s clothing and going by a different name.

But that thought wasn’t enough to break me away from her. Her lips were so soft, like little cushions. Her fingers gripped me tight, digging into me passionately. Her tongue pierced my lips and explored my mouth, and I accepted it, tying it together with my own tongue. I moved my hands up and down her soft body, feeling her curves.

Maybe this is what Lori wanted. Maybe this was why she died; they say everything happens for a reason, and maybe her reason for dying was to bring me together with Anna.

I felt her shaft throbbing against my body as I pulled her close to me. I couldn’t help myself: I pulled up her dress and fished her cock out from her panties, so it was in the open. I pulled back her foreskin and I let it press against my body as I went back in to kiss her again. Now, the skirt of her dress was draped around her cock. She had a big dick: thick and curved, with big veins and a bulbous tip. She liked when I touched it. She liked it even more when I reached around and gently stuck my finger into her asshole. She giggled when I pushed that finger deep, and then she clenched my fingers with her tight rectum, giving me a teaser of what I would get if I stuck my cock in that same hole.

I looked into her eyes again. She was smiling. Her cheeks were red with naughty embarrassment. This was so taboo, but it felt so right at the same time. I turned her around and bent her over her sister’s casket. I lifted up her skirt and tugged down her panties. I used both of my hands to spread her butt cheeks open, and then I dropped to my knees and I licked her hole. I ate her out for the next minute, and then she said, “We need to hurry before we get caught.” And it was a good point; we were lucky we hadn’t already been caught.

So I stood up and whipped out my erection. I slid it between her butt cheeks, making her moan. She reached back and grabbed it out of my hand, clutching it tightly before sliding the tip down to her hole. “Just fuck me,” she whispered. Then, she jammed my tip into her slutty hole. She clenched hard and then she released, letting me slide in deep. My cock made saliva gush out from her tiny asshole as I pushed in deep.

She used both of her hands to clutch the casket for support. She spread her legs wide and stood up on her toes. Her back curved inwards in a cute way. I grabbed one of her carefully wrapped braids and pulled her head back as I pushed in deep. “It feels so fucking good,” she whispered. “Oh God, I’ve fantasized about your fucking cock for so long.”

The comment put me off slightly, taking me by surprise.

Then she looked over her shoulder, into my eyes. She had a naughty smile on her face. “Remember when we had that sleepover, and you got your dad’s whiskey bottle? Your parents were out of town.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Remember how drunk we got when we were playing video games?” she asked.

Now I was gently pumping her while she talked to me. She had a very taboo look in her eyes.

“I remember,” I said with a nervous laugh.

“You passed out and I sucked your cock,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “I went up to your parents’ room and found some lingerie—probably something your dad bought for your mom. It was actually pretty cute. Well, I put it on and I put on some of your mom’s makeup, and then I came down and I sucked your cock while you were passed out on the couch. You actually got hard and you actually came.”

“W—What?” I said, laughing nervously. Was she messing with me? I remembered the sleepover: drinking and passing out. But I didn’t remember the other part…

“Yeah,” she said with a cute giggle. “I took off your pants and I sucked you until you came in my mouth. Your cum was so fucking good.”

Now, I was a bit afraid. Maybe Anna was a bit crazy. Maybe she was a bit more than I could handle. Now, she was pushing her butt into my lap, making me fuck her faster. The casket was rocking back and forth, and I was worried it was going to fall and her sister was going to tumble out.

“Just be careful,” I said, grabbing her hips to stabilize her.

“Fuck me harder,” she said, rocking even harder. She was being reckless. Her horniness was overwhelming. And I couldn’t stop thinking about what she had just told me: sucking me off while I was unconscious. I couldn’t decide if I was angry about it, or just shocked. Did it turn me on? I had no clue.

“Come inside of me,” she said.

“Just slow down, Anna,” I said, looking over my shoulder, worried someone was going to come in and catch us.

“Every time a guy fucks me, I think about you,” she said. “I even say your name when guys are pumping my little asshole. It makes some guys really awkward, but I don’t give a fuck. I moan your name when I come.”

I tried to ignore the weird, uncomfortable things that she was saying.

“Just fuck me. Fuck my brains out. Fuck me like a slut. Make me come. Oh God, I want you to make me come so fucking badly. Fuck me harder, Danny!” She pushed her bum back so hard that I nearly fell off of that stage. I gripped her tight and closed my eyes. I pumped her hard, the way she wanted to be pumped. She groaned loudly, rolling her head from side to side.

“I’m coming. Oh God, Danny—I’m coming. Oh, Danny!” she said, and that’s when I noticed that she had grabbed onto her cock and she was jerking herself. Now, she was spewing cum all over her sister’s casket. I paused as an awkwardness washed over me. Maybe the most awkward part about it was that I was so turned on. Her craziness was a little bit sexy, but I knew it wasn’t right; I knew it was far, far from being right.

While she was finishing, I came. I pushed deep into her rectum and I unloaded inside of her. She gasped and trembled all over. She moaned so loud that I had to look back to make sure we didn’t have an audience.

And we did have an audience: an audience of one. Piper was standing in the middle of the room, staring at us with wide eyes and parted lips. Now, she was starting to tear up. “Piper, wait!” I said. “It’s, uh, not what it looks like.” But it was exactly what it looked like.

She wiped her eyes and turned around, running away.

“Piper!” I called out as I tried to pull my cock out from Anna’s asshole—but I was still coming. I shuddered with euphoria and humiliation, and then I stuffed my cock into my pants awkwardly.

“How do you know Piper Murphy?” Anna asked as she stepped forward, seemingly unfazed by being caught.

“It’s a long story,” I said.

“You guys aren’t, like, dating—are you?” she asked.

I paused. I wasn’t sure how to answer the question. I didn’t want to lie, and I wasn’t sure if we were dating. “She’s just a friend,” I decided to say, opting to lie.

“Let me taste my asshole on your cock,” Anna said suddenly, with a devilish look in her eye.

“How are you still so horny? We were just caught!” I said. “Aren’t you embarrassed?”

“Just let me suck your cock,” she said. “Let me taste it. Please.” She dropped to her knees and grabbed my thighs.

“Anna, stop,” I said, stepping back. She nearly fell onto her face.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” she asked.

“I just don’t want that right now,” I said.

“You can choose right now: me, or Piper Murphy. Who are you going to choose, Danny? We were meant to be together—just admit it. We were best friends growing up. What’s a better love story than that?”

“I just need to go, Anna,” I said. I looked down at her as she sat on her knees. Now, she looked more like Arnold than she had since we reconnected. Her hair was messy from being pulled on, and her makeup was smudged. From that high angle, I could see all of those old boyish features. I could see the young man that I spent so much time with as a kid.

I climbed down from that small stage and headed for the door.

“Fine! Run to her! Just don’t come running back to me!” Anna yelled from her sister’s cum-covered casket.

I ran to find Piper, but I couldn’t find her anywhere. I didn’t even know that she was going to be at the funeral, though she had told me that she had something in the morning, and every other trans girl in that province was at that funeral, so I probably should have assumed.

I looked everywhere in that building, but she was gone—nowhere to be seen. I felt so stupid, and so embarrassed. Now, it seemed like I’d gone from having two really sweet girls in my life, to none. Anna was batshit crazy, and Piper would probably never talk to me again after seeing me with my cock deep in Anna’s slutty asshole.

I decided to leave before things got too awkward. People were looking at me strangely, as if they knew what happened. Maybe Piper told them before she left, or maybe everyone just heard everything. Anna wasn’t exactly being quiet.

It was a long, awkward drive home. I felt so ashamed of myself, and I felt like many of my childhood memories had been swept away in an instant. I would never look at the times I spent with Arnold the same way ever again—and we spent a great deal of time together as kids. Though maybe I could learn to accept Anna’s craziness. Maybe I could accept her craziness as sexy and look past it. Maybe it was weird that she moaned my name when she was with other guys, but maybe that was also a bit of a compliment.

No, no—it was just insanity. I had to stay away from her. She needed to figure herself out.

I was halfway home when I got the weird sensation that I was being followed. It was just a little tingle at first, and then it started to become a full-blown dread. I kept checking my rearview mirror, but it was hard to recognize any of the cars behind me. I tried turning off the main road, going down small roads until I was the only car on the street, but that horrible feeling just didn’t go away. Finally, I turned into the parking lot of an old, quiet park. I got out of my car and looked around, but I was all alone. Maybe a ghost was following me. Maybe Lori’s ghost was now haunting me for messing up her casket. Maybe she was angry with me. Maybe she was going to haunt me for the rest of my life.

I went for a walk into the woods, happy to have some fresh air in my lungs. I needed some space from the world. The past few days had been so insane. Now, I just needed some cool air and some quiet—and that’s exactly what I got for the next ten minutes.

But that peaceful quaintness soon came to a quick end. After stopping to look at a stream for five minutes, I turned around and saw Piper standing behind me, holding out her little gun. It was aimed directly at my chest. I froze and felt my skin turning white. “W—What are you doing, Piper?” I said.

“You promised me you would wait for me,” she said.

“D—Did I?”

“You told me you wanted to marry me. You told me that you loved me.”

“I never said that, Piper,” I said, trying to back away slightly. But her hand was trembling; she was seconds away from pulling that trigger. “There was a misunderstanding. But listen! I do like you. I do want to work things out with you.” I tried to force a smile. “I, uh, do l…” I couldn’t say the L-word, even if it meant saving my life. “I like you a lot.”

“Why did you do it?”

“It was a mistake,” I said. “We’re old friends. I was consoling her, and then one thing led to another.”

“You fucked her. You could have stopped yourself, but you didn’t.”

“I’m sorry, Piper. You’re right. I should have stopped myself. It will never happen again. Please don’t kill me. They’ll put you in jail. It’s not worth going to jail over. I mean—you hardly know me. You don’t even know what I do for a living, and I don’t really know what you do. I want to date you, but we’re not exclusive yet.” I couldn’t tell from the tears in her eyes if I was helping myself or making my situation worse.

“You betrayed me,” she said. “You humiliated me.”

“It won’t happen again,” I said.

“You’re right,” she said. “It won’t.” She pulled up the gun, turning her aim from my chest to the middle of my forehead. Her hand was trembling. Maybe she would miss with her shaky grip. But she probably wasn’t going to miss.

I closed my eyes and awaited my fate.

Bang!

The gunshot echoed through that little forest. The shock of the blast made me wince. I was waiting for the pain to set in, but it didn’t come. I slowly opened my eyes. I blinked a few times, and then I noticed her body on the forest floor. She was limp, bleeding from a hole in her head. “P—Piper?” I said. Did she shoot herself? Did she commit suicide because of me?

“You should be more careful, love,” said a Russian voice. I turned to my right and saw her in the woods, holding a long rifle, equipped with a sharp, shining bayonet. The wood on the rifle had an orange finish, and it looked like something the USSR would have used in battle.

“Did you… kill her?” I said, almost too shocked to be able to produce words.

“Yes, I did. I kill her. Is this problem for you?”

“Why? Why did you kill her?” I asked, now trembling all over.

“Why do you ask why? She was about to kill you, so I kill her first. It’s not so complicated, really.” She was wearing a tight black top that was pushing up her soft breasts. It was a bodysuit, tucked into a pair of tight denim shorts. I couldn’t understand how she didn’t have a tennis-ball-sized bulge in those shorts with that giant piece of meat that she owned. I hadn’t forgotten that massive chunk of cock.

“No,” I said. “I mean, why were you here? Why do you have that gun?”

“I follow you,” she said bluntly.

“Why?”

“Because I need you with police,” she said. “You are—how do you say in English? —informant. You are informant. I follow you since last night. I see girl has gun, so I go home, get my gun. Then I follow, very careful. I see she now follows you. You understand, love?” 

She walked up to me, propping her gun against a tree before putting both of her hands on my sides and looking into my eyes. “Love, you need relaxing. Sit down here on log. Don’t be so shaken. It’s just dead body.”

I sat on the log, and then the petite Russian beauty sat down on my lap, both legs hanging over my right side. She put an arm around my neck and looked deep into my eyes. “Are you afraid of me, love?”

“No,” I said, lying.

“You are scared I will kill you?” she said.

“No,” I said, lying.

“I won’t kill you, love. You look too cute in panties to kill,” she said with a big smile. She giggled and bit her lip, and I couldn’t tell if she was kidding around. “But love, maybe you can do something for me: think of it like a favor. You go home tonight; you shave your legs for me. It’s just small favor, for me.” She ran her fingers down my leg. She smelled like vanilla and gunpowder. “And don’t worry about her. Her cock was too small for you.” She took my hand and pulled it down between your legs. “You want big girl, like me. You like to suck cock, you can suck my cock whenever you’d like, love. What do you think of blonde?” She ran her fingers through my hair. I was terrified, and aroused. My heart was swirling with confusion.

“Blonde?” I said.

“Your hair is already so light, love. Grow it long and we will bleach.” She ran her fingers through my hair again. “You will be beautiful blonde. After all this is over, we go together, to Siberia. I have cottage there, on little lake. I take good care of you.”

“O—Okay,” I said. And even though she seemed borderline insane, I found myself considering the things she was saying. Maybe living away from this crazy world, in a cottage with a beautiful Russian bombshell wasn’t such a bad life. I’d never thought about cross-dressing before, but if that’s all she wanted from me, then I could certainly squeeze into some fishnets and heels for her. It seemed like a small price to pay.

“You should go now, love,” she said. “I have to deal with this.” She kissed me gently on the lips. I slowly walked away, not sure how I was supposed to be feeling. I could feel her watching me, but I didn’t look back.

I couldn’t believe Piper was dead. And was her death going to complicate my already complicated situation with the police?

Now that the funeral was over, I wasn’t sure what to do. I was supposed to be heading home, to go back to work. Instead, I was stuck in that town, waiting to be told I could go home by the police. What if their investigation took weeks? What if it took months? I couldn’t just stay in that city. It was obvious that that city didn’t want me sticking around.


CHAPTER II

I got a phone call two days later. I didn’t recognize the number, and I didn’t usually pick up the phone when I got calls from unknown numbers. But now that I was a suspect in a criminal investigation, I had to be a good boy. I had to answer every call and be completely transparent.

“Is this Danny?” a soft, feminine voice asked.

“This is Danny,” I said. I recognized the voice, but I’d met so many people over the past week that I couldn’t quite place her.

“Are you sitting down right now?” she asked.

“Why?” I asked. I was terrified I was about to be told that my mother was dead. “Who is this?”

“This is Cora,” she said, and it took a moment for me to remember Cora: Piper’s stunning roommate. Just the mention of her name made my heart flutter as a smile wiped across my face. And I will admit that while I was picturing her in my mind, I’d completely forgotten that I watched her roommate die just two days earlier. “I have to tell you something. Piper was found dead this morning.”

I paused for a minute, trying to muster up a tone of surprise. “What?” I said softly. “Dead? What do you mean, dead?” I had to be careful not to lay it on too thick.

“Her body was found in the woods, about ten miles from town. Someone found her while watching their dog. She was shot—someone shot her.” I could hear Cora tearing up. “I just—I don’t understand why anyone would kill her like that. And—And I know you and her were dating. I mean—I don’t know what you would call it, dating, a relationship, just friends—but I know Piper was really fond of you, so I had to call and tell you.”

“That’s just horrible,” I said. “I can’t believe it. Who would do something like that?”

“She left something for you,” said Cora. “I found it in her room. I think you should come pick it up. I think she would have wanted you to have it.”

“Okay. I’ll, uh, come by,” I said. My heart fell into my stomach. I didn’t want to be caught by the police again, snooping around Piper’s house shortly after she was found dead. I didn’t need to be implicated in yet another murder. So I cleared my throat and said, “Actually, maybe we could meet somewhere. Your place—I’m not sure I can see it right now. I think it would, uh, just be too sad.”

“I understand,” said Cora with compassion in her voice. “You poor thing. Maybe you can meet me at my school. I’ll give it to you there. I’m just heading there now and I’ll be done at three. Meet me there at three. I’ll text you the address.”

“Sounds good,” I said.

I was still waiting for the police to show up at my door. I had a bad feeling I was going to be arrested because of Piper’s death. I was worried they were going to find some evidence of my presence where she was killed. And if they did arrest me, would I tell them about Olya? Would I tell them the truth, that a mysterious Russian woman shot Piper dead while Piper was aiming a gun at my head? If I told them after being arrested, they would probably ask: ‘Why didn’t you tell us this after it happened?’ That was a question I wouldn’t be able to answer. I probably should have been telling them everything. But for some reason, I wasn’t. For some reason, I had my faith in Olya. I trusted her more than I probably should have been trusting her.

I stuck around my house that day, until 2:30 PM. I got no calls from the police, so I got into my mom’s car and I took off for the school.

It was across town, in a quiet suburb. Birds were chirping and the sun was warm. I parked down the street and walked across the long field. The place reminded me of where I went to school: it had a similar running track, a similar soccer field, and the exterior was done almost identically.

I walked through the front doors. I felt a bit awkward: a twenty-eight-year-old man in a high school, there to visit an eighteen-year-old crossdressing boy. And I had no idea if I was there to meet Cora or Cory.

“Can I help you?” a woman asked from a nearby administration office. The door was open. She was the only person around.

“I’m here to meet a friend,” I said. “She asked me to come and pick something up.”

“You can wait right there,” the woman said, pointing at a chair. “It’s still five minutes until school is over.” So I took the seat and waited patiently. I could hear her fingers pattering across her keyboard. I could hear the clock ticking. I could hear the principal in his office, clearing his throat every so often.

Finally, the bell rang, making me jump. The woman behind the desk grabbed a microphone and made an announcement to the whole school. “Don’t forget that tomorrow is the last day to get your forms in for the bake sale. If those forms aren’t in, you aren’t participating in the bake sale!” And then there was a rush of students, all headed for that front door, desperate to get out of that school so they could have an extra minute or two of freedom before their parents were home from work.

I stood up and walked up to the wall in the main hallway. I scanned the faces in the crowd, looking for Cora. I tried texting her: “I’m by the front door,” I said.

She didn’t answer. After five minutes, most of the students were filtered out. Now, there were only a few stragglers, rushing to catch their busses. I went outside and looked at the chatting clusters of kids. I couldn’t see Cora. Did she forget about our rendezvous? I went back inside and started to wander the hallways. I kept my hands buried deep in my pockets as I turned the corners. The place was like a maze, and it was becoming more and more eerie as it emptied out. Now, the odd pattering of footsteps was almost off-putting, mainly because I couldn’t see any jogging kids.

I stopped and looked at my phone again. I still had no reply from Cora. She must have forgotten, or she must have gotten wrapped up in something more important. I felt a bit annoyed, like she didn’t care about my time. But it’s not like I had anything better to be doing. I was just stuck in limbo, waiting for the police to tell me I could go home.

“Excuse me,” a voice said behind me. The voice was too mature to belong to Cora. I turned around and saw the woman staring at me: dark brown hair, tied into a tight bun on her head, tight white blouse, which was just see-thru enough that I could make out her red bra, and her pencil skirt, which was a grey-and-black plaid, complimenting her dark pantyhose and black heels. “Can I help you find something?”

I recognized her instantly. “Ms. Baker?” I said. Ms. Baker was a substitute teacher back when I was in high school. When I was in my senior year, she filled in for my math teacher, who fell ill with cancer. I had her for three months before graduating, and she was the teacher every male student wanted to fuck. Back then, she wore short skirts—shorter than any skirt worn by any female student, because as a teacher, she didn’t have to follow the student dress-code. She would wear crop tops and tall heeled boots. She came in on Halloween dressed like a Playboy bunny. She hated being called Ms. Baker, and always told the senior students to simply call her by her first name: Quinn. Now, she was older: ten years older, but still quite attractive.

She looked like she’d had some work done in an attempt to look younger. She was probably extra conscious of her age, constantly being around young women. Every year, she was one year older, and the girls in her care stayed the same age. Now, her lips were fuller (with injections) and her cheekbones seemed to be slightly higher (maybe a surgery). Her breasts were undoubtedly fake and very round, but still sexy in a milf kind of way. There was also a good chance that she’d had a nose job, and definitely a face lift. She was fighting the aging process tooth-and-nail.

“Daniel?” she said. Her lips curled into a smile. “Oh my gosh, Daniel! What are you doing here?” The sight of me seemed to fill her with an unexpected life. I couldn’t help but wonder if seeing me reminded her of a time when she was younger and tighter and perkier and hotter. Don’t get me wrong: she was still hot, just not in a fresh-out-of-college hottie kind of way. “And don’t call me Ms. Baker. You can call me Quinn.” She perked herself up and straightened her white blouse.

“I was just asked to come meet a friend of a friend, but I think she forgot about me,” I said.

“I thought you were living in Vancouver. Last I heard, that’s where you were,” she said.

“I’m still living there,” I said. “I was just in town for a funeral.”

“Lori’s funeral?” she asked.

“That’s right,” I said.

“I was there. I didn’t see you there,” she said. And I wanted to say, ‘That’s for the best’. Instead, I just smiled.

“Well it was great seeing you,” I said. “I should be going.”

“Nonsense,” she said. “Come into my classroom for a few minutes. Tell me what you’ve been up to. I never get to see students after their graduate. This is a treat for me.” And she wasn’t giving me the option. She went into her classroom, leaving the door open, so I followed. As I walked behind her, I saw her grab the waistband of her skirt and pull it up, as if she wanted to show off more leg—and maybe a bit of her bum. Her skirt wasn’t as long as it used to be. The blouse was possibly the biggest surprise of all; it wasn’t some slutty tank top or a crop top, like she used to wear to class. Maybe this school had different rules. Maybe she got into some trouble for dressing too slutty around kids.

“What are you doing for work?” she asked, sitting behind her desk. Then she pointed at a student’s desk in the middle of the front row. “Sit there.” I took the seat, feeling a bit silly behind the wooden surface.

“I’m doing marketing stuff right now,” I said.

“Artistic?” she asked.

“I handle the technical side usually, but I do approve the artist proofs,” I said.

“What do you mean by technical?” she asked, leaning forward. She planted her elbows on her desk and pulled them close together, making her fake breasts squeeze together, looking like they were going to pop out from that white top.

“I work with platforms and handle ad delivery. They all have different specs, so I have to do a lot of resizing and formatting. Then I create reports with the analytics. It’s boring stuff.”

“It sounds like math,” she said. “And you were always lousy with math.”

I laughed. “It is a bit of math,” I said. “And I’m still lousy with math.”

She opened her desk drawer and pulled out a sheet of paper. She stood up and walked it over to me. She slapped it down on my desk. “Fill out your name first, and the date, or you’ll get a zero.”

I laughed as I looked at the worksheet. I couldn’t tell if she was serious. It was a sheet of math questions: all algorithm examples, which were surprisingly confusing. “I can’t tell if you’re joking with me.”

“I’m not joking,” she said. “I always tell my students: if you can understand math, you can make any job easier. That goes for your job too, Daniel. You haven’t forgotten how to do it, have you?”

I felt my skin tingle. My skin turned red. “No, of course not!” I said, too embarrassed to admit that I really didn’t remember much from her class—or any of my high school classes.

“Then do the work,” she said. She walked back over to her desk. “You have twenty minutes. You can use a calculator. There should be one inside your desk there. The formula sheet is on the back.”

I laughed nervously, and then I watched as she hopped up onto her desk, dangling her long legs over the front of her desk. She crossed her legs slowly, teasing her white panties for a brief moment. I tingled all over, and then I turned to my work. I was so scared of disappointing her that I actually did it: I actually sat there for the next twenty minutes, filling out mathematical equations. I really didn’t know what I was doing, but it was coming back to me quickly. I fubbed my way through a few of the questions, and then I went back to fix a few mistakes.

But it was hard to focus now. Quinn was perched up on her desk. I swear she’d unbuttoned her blouse slightly since I’d entered her classroom. Her skirt seemed shorter and she kept re-crossing her legs, exposing her panties and the bulge of her pussy.

I felt my face turning red. Was she trying to distract me? Was she trying to seduce me? Or was I just an unfortunately horny man? My horniness seemed to get me into a lot of trouble, and now I had a feeling it was about to happen again.

“You look good, by the way, Ms. Baker,” I said, looking up at her with a smile.

“Don’t try to sweet talk me into getting a better grade,” she said with a narrow-eyed grin. “And don’t call me Ms. Baker. It makes me feel like an old lady.”

“Okay,” I said. “Sorry.”

“Finish your work. You have five more minutes.”

Then, she came up behind me. She leaned over my shoulder, engulfing me in her rose-scented perfume. It was the same perfume she wore when she was twenty-four and working as a substitute teacher. But now, somehow, it made her smell older. That perfume aged her. I felt her big tits graze my shoulder. “Are you showing your work, Daniel?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said.

“This here looks incomplete. I see you got the answer, but how did you get it?”

“With the calculator,” I said with a grin. Then she looked at me with an unimpressed smirk.

“Do you want a detention, smart ass?”

I looked into her brown eyes, and she looked into mine. Then I looked down at her plump lips. They may have been stuffed with filler, but I still wanted to feel them around my cock. I’d had a teacher fantasy for many years, and there was a good chance that it was because of Quinn.

I finished my test and she took it to her desk. With her back to me, she bent over her desk and started grading it. Now, I could see her bum, with her skirt hiked up so high. I could see the bulge of her pussy—though that bulge seemed a bit too big to be a pussy. Was she trans too? If she was, I would have even been surprised. I was starting to think that every single woman in that town was born a man.

It was two minutes later when she came back to my desk. “You passed, but barely,” she said, putting the test down in front of me. She’d written 55% with a red marker. “I think I need to give you homework.”

“I’m honestly surprised that I passed,” I said with a chuckle.

“Maybe you should swing by my place sometime for some tutoring. I want to see you getting at least 80% on these tests.” She looked into my eyes, and now I was about 80% sure that she wanted to suck my cock.

“Well I’m free all week,” I said, taking in another whiff of her perfume.

“I’m free Wednesday night,” she said. I wanted to get her sooner than Wednesday. Hell, I wanted to fuck her in that classroom.

“Wednesday night it is.”

She wrote her phone number on my graded test. “See you Wednesday,” she said, gently biting her bottom lip as she smiled. Was it a date or a one-night-stand—I wasn’t sure. Knowing Quinn, there was a good chance that she literally just wanted to tutor me. I could only guess.

I got up and left her classroom. I headed back to my car. As I stepped out of the school, someone ran up to me and tapped me on the back. I will admit that I almost screamed, knowing that there was still a murderer on the loose, and that murderer may have been Olya. I was always afraid of interacting with another woman and making Olya jealous. If she was a murderer, what would stop her from killing me in a fit of jealous rage?

But the tap on my back came from Cora, who was now standing in front of me with a picture-perfect smile and glowing eyes. “There you are! I was looking all over for you.”

“Hey Cora. I’m, uh, so sorry about your friend,” I said.

“It’s so horrible,” she said, suddenly frowning, looking torn up inside. “And I’m sorry. I didn’t know you two were so close.”

“Well, we weren’t that close,” I said. And then she looked confused—and almost offended. I didn’t want Cora thinking that I was close to Piper at all. I didn’t want the police asking Cora questions and then her telling them that Piper was in love with me.

“Well, she wrote this before she died,” Cora said, handing me a piece of paper. I unfolded it and read it there on the spot.

‘I’ve met the love of my life. I never knew that I could love someone like this, and it feels so great. I feel like I want to tell everyone in the world, but I don’t want to scare him away. I don’t want to make a fool of myself, so all I can do is write this letter and maybe one day I’ll show it to him. Danny is the greatest guy I’ve ever met. He’s so compassionate. He’s such a great listener. I think he loves me too, but I’m not too sure yet. If he doesn’t love me, I don’t know how I’ll be able to live. I just know that our souls are meant to be together.’

My stomach turned while reading the little note. Did she really love me like that? Did I really leave that much of an impression on the eighteen-year-old virgin? Or was she just having an emotional moment of lust when she wrote the letter? I hadn’t forgotten what she said to me before she died…

“It’s so sad that she’s gone,” I said. “I—I had no idea she liked me this much. We never even went on a real date.”

“She didn’t talk about you much, but she started acting differently after she met you. You left an impression on her, to say the least,” Cora said.

And maybe it was an inappropriate time to notice Cora’s outfit: a cute schoolgirl outfit, with a short skirt, tight blouse, and a black choker around her throat. I just couldn’t believe how beautiful she was—and she wasn’t even a girl. I don’t even know if she called herself a girl. Piper told me that she was just a crossdresser, and she often just went out as a boy. Yet somehow, she was more convincing and stunning than any of the transitioned trans girls I knew—and even more beautiful than any real woman I knew. She gently pushed back her long brunette hair from her face. “Well, I thought you should have the note,” she said. “And now you have it.”

“How are you doing?” I asked. “Are you okay?”

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I think I’m still in shock.”

“Well if you ever want someone to talk to,” I said with a warm smile.

“Thanks, Danny,” she said. “I’ve got your number. I’ll give you a call.”

“I’d like that,” I said.

“I should be going,” she said. “I don’t know if you’re telling me the truth about Piper—maybe you liked her more than you’re letting on, or maybe you really didn’t know her very well. But just in case you are feeling heartbroken…” She leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek, making my heart melt. “Hang in there. It’ll get easier.” She smiled and then she spun around in a childish sort of way before skipping off towards her little rusty car, which was parked across the street.

I was watching her youthful prancing when my phone rang: another unknown number. Now I was sure it was the police. They were either going to tell me I could go home, or they were going to tell me that I was now being investigated for Piper’s death.

I picked up. “This is Danny,” I said.

“Danny from the funeral, right?” a smooth feminine voice asked.

“Um, yeah. Who’s this?” I asked.

“This is Petra Valentine,” she said. And it took a moment for me to remember who that was. We had a brief meeting in the appetizer room, before the unfortunate incident by Lori’s casket.

“Hi Petra,” I said. “How did you get my number?”

“My people got it for me,” she said. I could hear the smile in her voice. “I have to ask you a question, because it’s been bugging me. Did you really not know who I was?

“I’m sorry, I don’t really keep up to date with that sort of thing, but I’m sure you’re very successful.”

She giggled, as if what I said was funny.

“It’s been almost four years since I met someone who didn’t know who I was,” she said.

“That’s great,” I said. “It sounds like you’re doing a great job with your career. That’s something to be proud of.” I wasn’t sure what else to say. She seemed like she had quite a big head. I’d seen her in one TV commercial on some late-night TV program. She apparently thought quite highly of herself—but she was beautiful, so I wasn’t about to dismiss her entirely.

“There’s a party tonight. You should meet me there. Unwind with me. I’m being paid to make an appearance there, but it would honestly be nice to have a conversation with a real person.”

I laughed. “Am I a real person?” I asked.

“More than you realize,” she said. “And don’t worry about paying. Tell the guy at the door that you’re there to meet Cary Mulgrave. It’s a code name, but the bouncer will know what it means. He’ll bring you to me.”

“Okay,” I said. “Well, I don’t think I have anything else planned, so I guess I can swing by.”

“Great. I’ll text you the details. And just do me a favor, don’t tell anyone that you’re coming to meet me. Let’s keep this lowkey.”

“Whatever you want,” I said.

After I hung up the phone, I decided to look her up. I searched her name on Google, and expected to find some Instagram page with 70,000 followers, or maybe a few articles about whatever makeup brands she represents. I wasn’t expecting to see as much as I saw. The search pulled up trailers for Hollywood movies, an IMDB page, tens of thousands of articles and interviews, YouTube videos, and a pinned description that read, ‘Petra Valentine is a supermodel from Toronto, Canada. In 2020, she earned over 35 million dollars, making her one of the top earning models of the year.’

She was actually a celebrity. I really must have been living under a rock. I looked through her photos and was amazed by how stunning she was. She looked superb on the cover of Sports Illustrated, wearing her tight blue swimsuit. She looked fantastic on the cover of Italian Vogue, and on the cover of French Vogue. There must have been five hundred photos of her walking casually with Brad Pitt. Apparently, people thought they were dating for the longest time.

So Petra wasn’t lying to me: she was the real deal. One article was about how she bought a twenty-two-million-dollar island resort with cash. I was stunned as I looked through the photos of the place.

I made sure I was looking my best when I went to that club. I had my hair slicked back, I put on my best shirt (which I ironed). I borrowed some of my dad’s cologne and a pair of his dress shoes. I was terrified of making a bad impression, and I couldn’t believe that she reached out to me and wanted to spend time with me.

There was a long line of people, all waiting to get into the club. With my hands in my pockets, I sauntered to the front of the line. “You have to wait in the back with all the other Petra fans, buddy,” said the bouncer. I looked back and noticed there were a few girls with shirts featuring Petra’s face. One girl was even holding a sign that said, “I LOVE YOU PETRA!” “C’mon, man, straight to the back,” the bouncer said, looking increasingly frustrated with me.

“I’m actually here to see someone,” I said. I strained to think for a minute. “Cary Mulgrave,” I said. Then the bouncer’s eyes became wide. He stared at me for a long time, looking me up and down. Then he opened up the door for me. “Follow me, sir,” he said. “Sorry if I was rude with you.”

It was treatment that I wasn’t used to. He took me down a locked hallway, which went up a long stairway. He kept looking back at me, looking me up and down, trying to figure out why the millionaire celebrity wanted to see me—and I was wondering the same thing.

“She’s just through this door, sir,” said the bouncer. He looked at me one last time, completely perplexed. I smiled at him and blushed as I went through the door. My heart was racing. I’d never met a celebrity before—at least not while knowing she was a celebrity.

The sound of club hit me like a train. The flashing lights made me wince my face. We were up in a private room, with a large balcony that overlooked a sea of dancers. The music boomed violently and colored lasers swung in every direction. The room was filled with food presentations and free drinks: mostly champagne bottles and vintage wine.

The brunette beauty on the couch turned to look at me: it was Petra. She smiled and rose to her feet, showing off her tight, expensive dress. “Danny,” she said. “You came!”

“I came,” I said with a blushing smile. She came up to me and hugged me. “Sorry the booth is smaller than I thought it would be.”

I looked around. I’d never been in a private room at a club before, but it was much bigger than I thought a private room would be. “It’s unacceptable!” I said, joking.

She laughed. “Let’s have some champagne.”

She walked over and popped a bottle. She poured two glasses. “Let’s cheers—to you, Danny.”

“To me?” I said.

“Yes. To you. My new favorite person,” she said with a big smile. We clinked our glasses together and sipped the champagne. It was so good—I’d never tasted anything so rich and full and crisp. Plato himself couldn’t have imagined a purer form of champagne.

I looked down her stunning dress, at her smooth legs. Her feet were clad in strappy heels, which were tall and skinny, showing off her golden toenails. And I couldn’t help but wonder if her nails were painted with real gold. I looked back up her curvy body. Somehow, she reminded me of Cleopatra, sparking with gold jewelry, and looking somewhat godly. Maybe it was the eyeliner, which had an Egyptian look to it.

“You look great,” I said.

“I came from a photoshoot. I don’t love the way they did my makeup,” she said.

“Well I like it, but I don’t know anything about that stuff.”

She smiled and giggled. “What do you know about, Danny?” she asked.

“Marketing,” I said.

“That’s funny,” she said.

“Is it?”

“Do you work in marketing?” she asked.

“I do,” I said.

“I’ve modeled for every major advertising agency in the world,” she said. “And you don’t know who I am?”

“Well I know now. I Googled you after you called me this afternoon,” I said.

She giggled again. She had a cute giggle. “You’re cute, Danny.” I loved her smooth voice. That voice carried so much confidence. She turned away from me and bit her bottom lip playfully. She walked over to the balcony. The crowd below suddenly erupted, screaming at her and cheering. She waved to everyone before blowing a kiss to the crowd. She picked up a microphone and said, “Are we all having a good time?”

The crowd cheered.

“Make your way over to the bar. The next shot is on me,” she said. The crowd erupted again. She waved and blew another kiss, and then she returned to me.

“There must be a thousand people in this club right now,” I said.

“Three thousand,” she said. “That’s the capacity.”

“So you just dropped at least ten thousand dollars on shots,” I said, amazed.

“Is that all?” she said with a grin. “What’s the point of having money if you aren’t going to have fun with it? Everyone got so crazy when I bought my little resort. But what else am I supposed to do with my cash? Hoard it like Kendall does? Invest it in businesses like Gigi does, so I can make more money? I don’t even like money; it just makes people horrible.”

“You could give it to a charity,” I said.

She giggled again. “You’re cute, Danny.” She had another sip of champagne. “I give plenty to charity and that’s where it’s all going when I die—don’t worry.”

“I’m not judging you; I was just making a suggestion,” I said, blushing.

“It was a cute suggestion,” she said. “What do you want Danny? If you could have anything in the world, right now, what would it be?”

I thought for a moment. “I don’t know,” I said.

“Pick anything. Think of something. What’s the first thing that comes to your mind. Now! Don’t wait another moment. You’re overthinking it.”

“I guess a girl,” I said, feeling that redness returning to my cheeks.

“Awe, that’s cute,” she said, biting the corner of her bottom lip. “You’re a hopeless romantic. I like that. Tell me what kind of girl you want.”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Yes, you do, you’re just afraid to tell me. Don’t worry, Danny. I won’t tell anyone.”

“I really don’t know. I feel like what I want changes every day. I can’t explain it. I feel like I have thirty voices in my head, telling me that I want different things.”

“You want a girl with a cock,” she said bluntly, staring into my eyes.

“W—What?” I said, feeling suddenly embarrassed. I looked down at the ground and smiled nervously. “I mean—I like trans girls. It’s a new world for me.”

“And you want a girl who lets you dress up, is that right?”

Now I felt my face turning white. “What?” I said. “No. I mean—I don’t do that. I’ve never done that.”

“Oh, Danny, you don’t have to lie with me. People lie to me all day, every day. I like you because you’re real and you’re honest—so be honest with me: just tell me what you really want.”

“I just want a girl—a nice trans girl maybe. I mean, she doesn’t even have to be trans. There’s this girl I met recently, and she’s just a crossdresser, but she’s cute. I don’t know—I don’t really know her too well, and it’s a bit weird because I’ve seen her around as a guy and I’m not sure how I feel about that. But… I don’t know why I’m telling you this.”

“You’re making me jealous, Danny. Is she cuter than me? Be honest.”

I laughed. “You’re both beautiful,” I said. “She’s definitely not as famous as you.”

“So she is cuter than me,” Petra said, turning her head away from me with joking frustration. “Show me a picture of this girl. I want to see who I’m competing against.”

“I don’t have a picture,” I said. “I don’t even know her last name to look her up.”

“So it’s not serious?” she said with a big grin. “And you never told me what she thinks of you dressing up like a doll.”

“I don’t dress up!” I said, feeling strangely awkward about that one detail, but not about the admission of wanting to be with a crossdresser.

“Liar,” she said with that grin.

“Why do you think I’m lying?” I asked.

She leaned forward and grabbed my pant leg. She pulled up, exposing my shaved legs. I blushed all over, forgetting that I shaved for Olya, who I hadn’t seen since the incident in the park with Piper. “I saw your bare ankles when you sat down,” she said. “Don’t tell me that you shave to be more aerodynamic in a swimming pool or something.”

“Someone asked me to do that,” I said.

“The crossdresser? Or someone else?” she asked. “Now you’re making me feel really jealous.”

“Why don’t you tell me about yourself?” I said, trying to change the subject.

“Well, Danny, I would let you dress up, whenever you want. I have a closet the size of a medium apartment, filled with whatever you want to wear, at my resort. Come there with me, this weekend. We can sit by the beach, swim in the pool. I want to get to know you. You fascinate me.”

“That sounds… amazing,” I said.

“Then we’ll go. I’ll have someone pick you up from your house. We’ll take my jet. It will be the most relaxing few nights of your life—I promise.”

“Why me?” I asked.

“Because you don’t know me, and that’s refreshing for me,” she said. “And because you like to put on lingerie, and I like my boys in lingerie. But be honest with me—is six inches enough for you? I have bigger toys if you want.”

“Six inches?” I said. And then, looking into her eyes, I realized she was telling me the size of her cock. My heart skipped a beat. “Oh. Yes—that’s, uh… that’s great. I mean…” I was suddenly at a loss for words, feeling overwhelmed and awkward as I stared into her beautiful supermodel eyes.

“I’m playing with you, Danny,” she said. “Come to my island to hang out. But we’ll take it slow and get to know each other.” She had a warm smile. She was a surprisingly sweet girl, and I appreciated that she just wanted to feel normal in a world where everyone knew everything about her. “I have to do my appearance. It will be an hour. You can hang out here or you can go down and mingle with the fans.”

She took a flute of champagne and headed down the stairs to go and meet her fans from a security-enforced distance. I lingered in that room for a few minutes, feeling excited and nervous. Petra wanted me to dress up for her, and I wasn’t sure what I thought about that. Olya wanted the same thing—but Petra had money. Petra had a private island and millions of dollars. A lot of my problems could be eradicated with millions of dollars.

But could I really go to her island? Would the police allow it? Would they even notice me missing for a few days? Would Olya let me go?

After twenty minutes of lingering around that empty room, I decided to walk up to the edge of the balcony, to see the dancers below. I watched them all dancing and drinking and mingling, and then I noticed a familiar face in the crowd: Cora, sticking out like a shining angel in a sea of average. She didn’t see me, but I wanted to call out to her. Even with Petra standing across the room, Cora still somehow beamed like a shining star. I still couldn’t believe that I was looking at a person who still went out as a guy from time to time.

I decided to go down to talk to her. I went down the long stairs and I went past the security men. I found myself in that deep sea of Petra Valentine fans. I fought my way through the crowd, looking for Cora. She was nowhere to be seen. The strobing lights made it difficult to see anything. All of the faces looked the same, and everyone was moving, shifting around, making me disoriented. I was losing track of where I was and where I’d been.

Suddenly, a girl bumped into me. She was dancing. She turned to me and smiled, and then she pressed herself against me, putting her hands on my hips. She started to sway to the music and I laughed. “Hi there,” I said politely. I tried to shimmy away, but she was set on dancing with me.

“You’re cute!” she yelled. “Dance with me!”

I didn’t want to be rude, so I danced with her. She was a great dancer—much better than me. She was good at leading the movements, and she was sexy with her short platinum blonde hair and her short plaid skirt. She had the cutest black stockings on her legs, which matched the black bow in her hair. She put her hands in the air and swayed like a belly dancer. Her body was mesmerizing. I tried to pull off a few of my lame dance moves, and she giggled. I had no idea who she was, but she was fun.

She put her lips next to my ear. “You’re cute,” she said. “I’m Luna.”

“Danny,” I said.

“I like you, Danny,” she said with a smile in her voice, then she turned around and pressed her firm butt against my lap. She started grinding and shaking her tush, rubbing herself against my cock. I felt my cheeks turning red. I cleared my throat. “You’re good at dancing!” I said.

“You’re fun to dance with.” I put my hands carefully on her hips, a bit worried she would get suddenly offended and push me away. Instead, she snuggled back into me, resting the back of her head against my collarbone. She swayed gracefully, grinding that ass into my lap, giving me a hard erection. I laughed nervously, sliding my hands up her body.

I knew I was getting too close with the stranger. I didn’t want Petra or Cora to see me with the girl, but I couldn’t help myself. She was dripping with sex and her body was straight out of the best porno videos. She took my hands and pulled them up to her breasts, making me squeeze them while she swayed against my body. “You cock is hard!” she yelled, making me blush all over.

Then she spun around and looked into my eyes. “Sorry,” I said about my erection. “I—I just couldn’t help it.” I felt horribly embarrassed—almost as bad as when I was caught fucking Anna over Lori’s casket.

“It’s a compliment,” she said. “You feel big.”

“Thanks,” I said, becoming hot.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and smiled as she peered into my eyes. She pushed her pelvis against my body and grinded herself. I felt her long, full snake—and I probably shouldn’t have been so surprised. That entire room was probably 90% trans girls and 5% closet crossdressing boys, and 5% women who liked wearing strap-on cocks. “I’m bigger,” she said with a wink.

Now I was hotter than ever. We kept dancing. She kept rubbing her warm meat against my body, and her skirt was doing a miraculous job of keeping it hidden—not that anyone could see much in that flashing, strobe-lit room.

I was losing track of time. I forgot why I was down on that dancefloor. I completely forgot about Petra, who wanted me to be her sissy boyfriend on her private island for reasons I couldn’t quite wrap my head around.

“I want to have fun with you,” she said.

“Yeah?” I said.

“But that’s it. Don’t get any ideas,” she said, peering into my eyes. I loved the way her dark eyebrows contrasted her near-white hair.

“Got it—just dancing,” I said.

“No, we’re going to fuck—but that’s it,” she said.

I felt my heart stutter. My lips parted and I tried to say something witty or clever to make myself sound cool, but I just stood there with a gaping mouth.

“Want to go now?” she asked.

“O—Okay,” I said. How could I possibly turn her down? She took me by the hand and led me through the crowd. She knew her way around that big club; she obviously spent a lot of time there. She brought me to the hallway to the bathrooms, but she took me to a different door, which went down a flight of stairs, into a cement basement. Now, I was worried she was going to turn around and stab me. It was dark and hot: insulated and humming with boilers and heaters and air cleaners and water tanks. She turned to me with that drunken grin on her face.

“I’ve been practicing something,” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked, nervous.

“It’s a trick. I’ll show you when we’re almost done,” she said. “I make a living showing my dick on a webcam. Does that bother you?”

“Uh, no,” I said. “I don’t care what you do.”

“Do you like my outfit?” she asked, picking up her skirt and spinning around.

“I do,” I said, still nervous and a bit confused.

“Do you want me to leave it on while we fuck, or do you want me to take it off?”

I stood in awe of the girl. She was a total slut, but I didn’t mind that. She made my cock hard and she was a nice distraction from all of my problems. I wanted to fuck her and she wanted it to be discreet and meaningless, so I wasn’t going to turn her down. I didn’t have to tell Olya or Petra or Cora or any other girl who might come my way.

“I’ll leave it on,” she said. “I can tell you like it.” Then she suddenly dropped to her knees and made quick work of my belt and fly. She pulled out my erection and started sucking it without a wasted second. I gasped and tensed up, not quite ready to jump into the action so quickly. But I guess she didn’t want it to be too romantic: no kissing, no snuggling, no fondling: just animal kingdom fucking.

She sucked well, using her throat to ensure every inch was accounted for. She used her tongue and slurped in a strangely graceful way. Each bob was meaningful and elegant. Her plump red lips felt nice and moist as she went up and down. She did this amazing thing: tickling my tip with the tip of her tongue, making me moan and stutter.

Then, as quickly as it began, she stood up. She pushed on my shoulders until I was on my knees, and she fished her long cock out from under her skirt. She pressed her tip to my lips. I hesitated for a moment, shocked by her size: it was nearly an entire foot long. I gasped, and then she used her thumb to pry my mouth open so she could stick her cock in. I closed my eyes and sucked. I wasn’t able to suck quite as proficiently as her: not able to get all ten of her inches down my throat, but I thought I did a pretty good job while her girth stretched my lips open wider. I bobbed my head and tasted her feminine cock, using my hand to stroke the veiny girth I couldn’t get into my mouth. I tried deep-throating her, and I gagged a few times. She giggled as if it was funny. “Your tongue feels good,” she said with a strangely blunt tone of voice.

Then she pulled her long cock out of my mouth and spun around, bending over a thick insulated pipe. She grabbed it firmly with both hands and perked her bum into the air. “Okay, now fuck me. You can come in me if you want. Just don’t come on my clothes.” I used my hands to spread her butt cheeks apart, and then she moaned loudly as I pressed my cock into her asshole. I pushed in deep, watching as her tight hole stretched wide. “Oh fuck, that feels nice,” she said, tilting her head back. It was like I was scratching a terrible itch that had been bothering her for days. I’d never seen a girl look so satisfied.

She bounced against my lap, getting every inch down her long asshole. She let me reach around to stroke her big cock. She let me rub her body and squeeze her small natural tits. She even let me pull on her nipples and tug on her hair.

“Come in me, Danny,” she said.

“Okay,” I said, dripping sweat in that hot boiler room. Her skin was wet with sweat too, but it looked sexy on her. Her wet blouse was almost see-thru now as sweat permeated it. Her thighs were literally dripping. It must have been over one-hundred degrees in that room.

But I liked the feeling of her sweaty ass pressing against my pelvis. I liked rubbing my hand down her sweaty cock, and I liked squeezing her sweaty tits.

I came inside of her and she moaned like she had just taken ten hits of MDMA.

Then she pulled forward and my cum oozed down her thighs. She spun me around and made me grab the pipe. She got up behind me and jammed her tip into my hole. I gasped and groaned, clenching firmly. But she pushed through the clenching and made me experience ten long inches—and she made sure to get them all inside of me. I could feel her tip pressing against my stomach, trying to burst out like the alien in the movie, Alien. I put my hand on my stomach and felt it. I had no idea if that was okay or not, medically speaking, but it felt too good to care. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the moment as that anal euphoria grew stronger and stronger. I wanted her to come inside of me. I wanted to feel her unloading her heavy cream inside of my stretched hole.

But she didn’t come inside of me. Once her moaning was loud and consistent, she pulled out.

“Watch,” she said. So I turned to her and watched as she sat down on the floor. She grabbed her ten-inch cock with both of her hands and she tugged it up, leaning down with her head. She pressed her lips around her own tip and then started to suck. She bobbed her head, slightly at first, and then she started to push her head down further and further. She was sucking her own cock, which I didn’t even know was possible. I watched with amazement: lips parted. I felt a bit unsatisfied, not getting to feel her ejaculation in my rear end, but this was good too. I watched her suck herself for a blissful minute, and then she gasped. She froze and sucked hard while her face turned dark red. For a moment, I thought she sprained something in her neck. Then, she suddenly turned her head up with her lips pressed tightly together. She stood up and walked over to me. She puckered her lips for a kiss, and I hesitated. I knew what she was doing and I wasn’t sure I was going to like it. But I kissed her. I opened my mouth and she opened hers, and then I got to taste what she was tasting: her cum.

It was a big load: thick and creamy and warm. She made sure it was all in my mouth before sucking some of it back into her mouth. She swallowed and then she said, “Swallow it,” so I did. She giggled. She used the tip of her finger to wipe the last drop of cum off of her erection. She brought it to her lips as if it was icing from a cupcake, and she licked it off. “That was nice, Danny,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said, amazed.

Then, there was a loud screaming coming from upstairs: many girls were screaming. The music stopped a moment later. I grabbed Luna, holding her tight against me. We both looked up at the ceiling. “What the hell was that?” she asked. The emergency lights suddenly came on, almost blinding both of us in that club basement. I used my hand to block the bright white light.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

We made our way upstairs. People were fleeing the club. Others were standing with white faces, hands pressed to their lips. “What’s going on?” Luna asked one girl, who was crying.

“Someone stabbed Petra Valentine! She’s dead!”

My heart plunged deep into my stomach. I froze.

“Get out of here!” said a bouncer who was rushing by. “Everyone get outside. It’s not safe in here. The police are coming. It’s not safe in here!”

We were all rushed outside. The rushing crowd ended up parting me from Luna. I looked around for her, and then I found myself looking around for Cora.

I felt awful for Petra; she seemed like a nice girl. But I have to admit that I was scared for myself: I didn’t need to be found at the scene of yet another stabbing. So I slipped away from the crowd. I found an alleyway and then I ran down it until I reached the next block where my mom’s car was parked. I got in and rushed away, feeling terrible for so many different reasons. I really needed to get out of that town.


CHAPTER III

I had a strange dream about a girl cuddling with me in my bed. She rolled over and we kissed while gently caressing one another. We didn’t end up fucking; instead, she snuggled her bum into my lap and I wrapped my arm around her. Then, I went to sleep with a warm young woman pressed against me.

And when I woke up, I realized that there was no dream. There was a girl in my bed with me. Her dirty blonde hair was in my face and her soft bum was still pressed against my lap while she snored cutely. I carefully took my hand off of her, not sure who the hell she was. Then, she snuggled back, tighter against my body, making me tense up.

She was wearing white lingerie: lacy and soft; it perfectly fit her tight body. I couldn’t recognize her from behind until I noticed a tattoo on her shoulder: something in Russian. And leaning against my nightstand was a hefty semi-automatic rifle. Olya had climbed into bed with me in the middle of the night.

I tried to take my arm off of her, but she noticed, waking up suddenly. She rolled over and glared into my eyes. She said something in Russian, and then I said, “Huh?”

“Sorry,” she said. “I say good morning, love.”

“Good morning,” I said, whispering. My parents were downstairs and I didn’t need them thinking that I had a girl over. I had enough drama in my life, and I knew that my mother had a strict ‘no hanky-panky under her roof’ rule. “What are you doing here?”

“I came to watch you but I was tired, so I sleep,” she said.

“Why are you watching me?” I said, letting my eyes look down her soft body. I liked her pale skin and her small perky tits. I especially loved her big plump lips.

“Give me hand,” she said. So I gave her my hand. She brought it down between her legs, under her lingerie. She made me grab onto her cock. “Just rub—help me to wake up, love.” So I started to gently stroke her and she smiled, letting out a cute elated moan. Then she kept talking. “I watch you for work. It’s just business love, don’t take it personal.” She moaned again while I stroked her impossibly thick cock.

“The police haven’t reached out to me since Kris died,” I said. “I really have nothing to tell you. Maybe you can just give me a phone number, and I’ll let you know when they tell me something—if they tell me something.”

“What’s the matter, love? Don’t you like my visits?” Her eyes widened and her lips became pouty. She was beautiful and that almost made up for the craziness.

“No, no—I love your visits. Uh, don’t get me wrong—I just… I don’t want to waste anybody’s time.”

She smiled. I was still stroking her hard meat under the covers. “If I’m not watching you, then what would have happened with the little girl?” she asked. “She would shoot you and then you are dead.”

“Right,” I said. My heart skipped a beat.

“This feels good. Please squeeze harder, love,” she said, and then she let out another moan as I clenched my grip tighter and pumped harder. “After this job, I will be done,” she said. “Retired. Finally out. We can go together, me and you, Siberia. You will love cottage. It’s so peaceful. The birds sing and the dogs play. Do you like dogs, love?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Russian dogs are best dogs,” she said. “More loyal than American dogs.”

“Okay,” I said, almost laughing. Strangely, I was starting to relax with her. Maybe it was her cock throbbing in my fist, or maybe I was just getting used to her strange, blunt personality. She didn’t scare me as much anymore. Now, I was 96% sure that she wasn’t going to murder me, and I was 75% sure that she wasn’t the one who killed Kris in that hotel room.

“Tell me what’s funny,” she said.

“Nothing’s funny,” I said, putting on a straight face suddenly. I kept pumping her cock.

“Don’t stop with this,” she said, closing her eyes and letting out a soft moan. She said something sexy in Russian. Then she opened her eyes and smiled.

“Thank you for shaving your hairs for me,” she said. “Your legs feel nice like this.”

“I’m glad you’re happy,” I said.

“You look so nice in lingerie,” she said with a smile. Then I looked down and noticed that I was wearing lingerie. Now I felt extra nervous that my mom was going to walk into the room and find me in bed wearing lingerie with a deadly Russian spy. She giggled. “I put on while you sleep.”

“How?” I said.

“Don’t mind how,” she said.

I felt myself blushing all over. I bit down on my tongue and then I remembered the previous night, and I remembered Petra. Was Olya at the club watching me? Did she see who killed Petra? Or did she have something to do with Petra’s death? “Last night,” I said. “Where were you?”

“This I can’t tell you,” she said.

“That Petra girl—the supermodel—do you know who killed her?” I asked.

“I just tell you that I can’t tell you,” Olya said, looking suddenly frustrated.

And her reluctance to say anything made me nervous. She told me that she wasn’t a murderer, but maybe she didn’t think that she was. Maybe she thought killing people was just business, and that it somehow wasn’t ‘murder’. Maybe the definition of murder was different in Russia. “She was a nice girl. It’s sad that she died.”

“She was ego maniac,” Olya said sharply, sounding jealous and making me even more nervous. “We have special word for girl like her in Russia.” She said the word, but I had no idea what it meant, and I was too afraid to ask. “Tell me, love—what did she want with you? Why did she invite you past her security men?”

“She just wanted to talk. I—I don’t really know because she died before we got a chance to actually chat,” I said.

“She probably just wants to use you, I’m sure of it. She sees an opportunity to get ahead. Don’t worry about her, love. You have me. Why have you stopped stroking me? Don’t you want me to come before I leave?”

I didn’t even realize that I’d stopped, so I started again: pumping her thick meat, even though it had gotten a bit soft since I was stroking it last. “Harder. Pump it harder, love.” She sounded angry now. I’d pushed one of her buttons.

And now, I was about 50% sure that she killed Petra in a fit of jealous rage. And if she was capable of killing Petra, did she possibly kill others? What about Iris? What about Kris? Was I jerking off a serial killer?

“You look so tense, love,” she said. “Relax with me. You want me to fuck you before I go? Roll onto stomach.”

“No,” I said. I knew it would be loud. I knew I would moan and scream uncontrollably as soon as her thick cock was inside of me, and I knew my mom would come running the second she heard anything. “Not right now. Let’s just… Let’s just be quiet for a bit.”

“It’s your decision, love,” she said. “Pump harder. I’m about to come for you.”

I moved my fist to her fat tip and I jerked her quickly while she moaned and clenched all over. She suddenly grabbed my other hand and made me stick a finger into her asshole. She let out a loud moan, making me look back at my bedroom door. Then I felt her gush against my lingerie-clad body. She was coming one of her massive cumshots. I couldn’t understand how she could produce so much goo. My bed was soaked and so was the front of my body. Now I would have to spend part of the day washing my sheets.

“I must go,” she said. “I will be back to see you. Soon—we will go to Siberia, me and you. You will love the dogs.” She smiled and then she kissed me on the lips. “And please, shave around your cock for me—and also your asshole and armpits. This is necessary. Before I return, please.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I didn’t want to do it, though I was starting to get used to being smooth and wearing lingerie. It really didn’t bother me like I thought it would, and some of the outfits actually felt kind of nice.

“Oh, and tell me: this old whore you are meeting tomorrow. You don’t plan to fuck her, do you?” Olya asked.

“Old whore?” I asked.

“Woman with bad nose job,” she said.

“Ms. Baker?” I said. My heart fluttered and I felt my face turn white. How did Olya know about Quinn? “I’m, uh, just meeting her to catch up.”

“She looks like whore,” said Olya with a jealous pout. “Do me a favor, don’t fuck her. She probably has infection like all old whores.” And it was hard to argue with her as she stood holding a large military-style rifle.

“Okay. Like I said, I’m just going to catch up with her.”

“Fine, if you must,” she said, rolling her eyes.

She left through my bedroom window with her rifle in hand, leaving me feeling extremely awkward—not helped by the thick cum all over my bed and chest, or by the lingerie that I couldn’t understand how it ended up on my body.

I was getting tired of wearing the same two outfits over and over. I figured if I was going to be stuck in town for much longer, I needed to find some new clothes to wear. So that afternoon, after I cleaned up my bed sheets and hid that cum-soaked lingerie, I went to the mall. I hadn’t been to that mall since I was a teenager. Now, it was bigger: twice as big, with a new giant food court and a movie theatre, and one of those gigantic fishing stores that was jammed with taxidermized animals.

I started my mall trip at the department store on the far end. I bought two plain T-shirts and a couple pairs of undies and some socks. Then I went in search of a pullover in the mall, and another dress shirt, since I only had the black one that I brought for the funeral. I decided to stop at the food court to grab a hot dog and a coffee, and that’s when I saw a familiar face across the hallway, checking out records in the record store: Cora.

She was all dolled up and looking cute in a 60s-style plaid skirt and a brown crop-top sweater. Her hair was tied into a perfectly straight ponytail, tied with a perfect bow. Other men were eyeing her up, completely oblivious to the fact that she was actually a boy.

I didn’t mind that she was actually a boy.

It was nice to see that she was okay. A part of me was worried that she was killed in the club along with Petra. I ate my hot dog and then I went over to the record store to catch up with her. She turned and saw me, and her face lit up with a bright smile. “Danny!” she said. She opened her arms and hugged me, and I hugged her back, taking in her amazing perfume.

“I’m glad you’re okay,” I said.

“Okay?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “You were at the club last night. I saw you there, before that girl was stabbed.”

Cora looked suddenly embarrassed. Her cheeks turned red and her gaze glistened.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Well, I used a fake ID to get in. I wasn’t really supposed to be there,” she said.

I laughed. “I don’t care about that. Do I look like a cop?” She smiled and looked down at her feet. I looked over and saw some jealous male faces looking my way. Every man in that mall wanted to be talking to that beauty, but I was the one making her giggle and blush.

“Were you there when the stabbing happened?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes for a long moment. “No, I was gone by then, but I heard about it in the news,” she said. “Can you do me a favor?”

“What is it?” I asked.

“Don’t tell anyone that I was there,” she said. “I really don’t want my parents or teachers finding out that I have a fake ID.”

“Sure, no problem,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. She was far too worried about that fake ID, but I didn’t want to make her feel stupid about it.

“So what are you doing here?” she asked, changing the subject suddenly, as if she wasn’t at all interested in talking about the murder of one of the world’s top supermodels.

“I’m just looking for a sweater—and killing some time. What about you?” I asked.

“I need to find a dress for Piper’s funeral,” she said, suddenly looking less bubbly and excited.

“Can I walk with you?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded her head. So we walked together. She went to pay for her record, and that’s when I noticed what she was holding. “Do you like that album?” I asked.

“I love it,” she said.

“Are you even old enough to know what that is?” I said, amazed. It was a Butthole Surfers album, which definitely came out before she was born—and it wasn’t exactly a well-known band—not even when they were in their prime.

“My dad listened to it when I was a kid. I love them. They’re so weird, but cool,” she said.

Then I noticed the other bag she was holding, from the bookstore. I asked her what she had, and she pulled out Hollywood by Charles Bukowski. I was stunned—it was one of my favorite books, and I’d never seen a person reading it before.

“There’s no way you’ll like that,” I said. I just couldn’t picture a beautiful young woman relating to the blunt and gritty writing style.

“I’ve read it before and I like it,” she said, now with narrowed eyes. “Why do you think I’m such a philistine?”

“I don’t. I mean—what’s a philistine? I just thought you would be more into Hunger Games and Miley Cyrus, or something.”

She laughed and shook her head. She started to swing her bags playfully back and forth, almost skipping as she walked. “You’re funny,” she said.

So we talked about Bukowski and then we talked about Vonnegut. Then, suddenly, we were talking about obscure punk bands from the 90s. She told me that she used to go as Ian Williams from Battles for Halloween, but nobody knew who she was. “Ian Williams! Do you even know who that is?!”

“Obviously,” she said. We went into a dress store that was packed with cute dresses. We kept talking as Cora made a pile of outfits she wanted to try on. A shop worker took her outfits to a dressing room for her.

Then, she said, “I think five dresses is enough to pick from. Should I go try them on?”

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll wait here.”

“Just come with me, then I don’t have to walk in and out over and over.”

“O—Okay,” I said. The dressing room was fairly big, but still intimate. There were mirrors all around, and Cora didn’t hesitate before stripping down. I guess she was technically a boy and this was no different from getting changed in a high school changing room with her male classmates.

I stood in the corner, tense, and not sure where to keep my gaze while she undressed. There were mirrors all around, so I could see her everywhere. With her back to me, she pulled down her skirt and pulled off her sweater. Now she was bare-chested, and it almost looked like she had a pair of A-cup tits, but that was probably just an illusion. I could see the bulge of her small cock in her panties: a tiny little knob making the cutest little bulge.

She grabbed the first dress and tried it on. She turned to me and spun around, letting the dress lift off the ground. “What do you think?” she asked.

“Maybe too whimsical for a funeral,” I said. “It kind of looks like something Stevie Nicks might wear.”

So she took the dress off. The next dress was tight and sexy. She wriggled into it and had to reach underneath the dress to fix her bunched-up panties. “Too sexy?” she asked.

“It’s pretty sexy,” I said. “So maybe.”

She looked in the mirror and giggled. “I’m even turning myself on,” she said.

I thought she was kidding until she took the dress off and her little bulge was bigger. She had half an erection now. I looked away swiftly, clearing my throat and pretending like I saw nothing. Then she tried on a cute little dress. It was a bit short, but not inappropriate. It had lace embellishments and it was cut to give more of a bust illusion. She did another cute spin. “What about this one?” she asked.

“I like that one,” I said.

She tried on the others, but they weren’t as good as option number three. I told her to try it on again at the end, just so I could see her undress one more time. And I will admit that I was tempted to make a move on her in that changing room. I had a feeling she would go for it. I had a feeling she would let me kiss her and maybe she would let me suck her cute little cock.

But I remembered that Olya was possibly watching me, and it was already bad enough that I was in a changing room with Cora. I didn’t want Cora to end up dead. Cora was too sweet to die. She was too wholesome, and too cool. I mean—she liked the Butthole Surfers, after all. I’d never even met a girl who had heard of the Butthole Surfers.

We walked together for the next hour. Now, she was helping me find a pullover. We kept talking and time got away from both of us. Suddenly, my stomach growled, letting me know that it was already dinnertime.

“Hungry, Danny?” she asked with a giggle.

I blushed. “I guess so,” I said. “How long have we been here?”

“I’ve been here since they opened,” she said. “I don’t know about you.”

“Want to get some dinner with me?” I asked. And as I asked, I felt nervous. I felt my heart pounding as a strong anxiety flooded through me. I was like a teenaged boy all over again, asking a girl out on a date for the first time. Was she going to say yes? Was she going to reject me? Would I be able to live with her rejection?

We got dinner together. I paid, and she ate like she hadn’t eaten anything but ramen noodles for the past eight months. I couldn’t believe how much she ate—she was so small. She looked up at me with a mouthful of mashed potatoes, and then she blushed. “What?” she said. “I’m sorry. I guess I’m hungrier than I thought I was.”

“It’s fine. It’s cute,” I said.

She smiled. We kept talking. Then, she surprised me by saying, “I can see why Piper liked you so much. You really are a great listener.”

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “I guess I’m not so bad.”

She told me the story of how she ended up getting into crossdressing. She said that she hadn’t ever told anyone before, except for Piper and her other school friend, Amy. Then, Cora disappointed me slightly by saying, “You know—you and Amy would make a super cute couple. She has a thing for older guys.”

“Oh yeah?” I said. But I didn’t want this Amy girl—I wanted Cora.

“She’s pretty cute. She’s really bubbly, and she talks a lot—but she’s fun. I think you would really like her.” Then, Cora suddenly got wide eyed and serious. “Oh—but you’re probably still getting over Piper, right? I’m sorry—I totally forgot.”

“Me and Piper were never really a thing,” I admitted. “I mean—she was a nice girl, but we only met a few times. I wanted to take her on a date but never got the chance to do it. I’m sad she’s gone, but… What can I say? I didn’t even know her. It’s weird to think that she was so into me.”

Cora looked at me as if she didn’t fully believe me, as if she thought that I was just grieving and in some sort of denial stage. There was nothing I could say that would change her mind. But I wanted her to know that I was on the market, and that I was interested in her and not this Amy girl.

“Well, Piper was a nice girl. I’m sure you would have fallen in love with her had you gotten the chance to get to know her,” said Cora with a warm smile.

“Maybe,” I said.

There was a long silence, and then our bill came. Once the bill was settled, we started walking home. I insisted on walking her home. “I don’t like where you live, if I’m going to be honest with you,” I said to her.

“Why not?”

“It’s not safe for a young woman,” I said.

She giggled. “You sound like my grandpa or something,” she said.

“Well, it’s true. People get killed here all the time.”

Then we saw a pub on the corner. “Want to get a drink?” she asked. My heart fluttered up near my throat when she reached out and grabbed me by the hand, pulling me to the pub playfully. Cora made me feel like a teenager, maybe because she was a teenager. But unlike Piper, we had a lot in common. We had so much to talk to, and the topics never seemed to run out. While we drank, we shared stories about our first jobs. Cora cleaned bathrooms at the mall, which was worse than my first job, making sandwiches at a Subway. “What was your worst ever job?” I asked.

“I got a job working at an adult toy store,” she said. “That was, like, three months ago. I was only there for two weeks before I quit.”

“Why was it so bad?” I asked.

“You don’t want to know,” she said.

“I really do,” I said.

She sighed and giggled. “Well, first of all, guys asked to fuck me on a daily basis, so that was weird. They weren’t exactly… cute guys, like you. These were old guys: big, hairy guys who didn’t get out of the house too much. Some of them smelled really bad. I was working one afternoon while this one regular was shopping for a DVD. He really liked the ‘teen’ section, and he always left with DVDs that had questionably young girls on the cover. Well, he was being really quiet, and I didn’t think anything of it. Then, I looked back to check on him, and then I saw him standing ten feet away from me, pants around his ankles. He was jerking himself off—and he actually came! I screamed and called the police. And then, after the police left, my boss made me clean it up. We didn’t have a mop, so I had to use paper towel, on my hands and knees. It was so gross.”

“That sounds bad,” I said.

“That wasn’t even the worst thing that happened there. Whenever I went to clean the bathrooms, I would always find dildos. People would sneak them into the bathrooms, take them out of their packaging, and then they would fornicate with them and leave them behind for me to clean up. I won’t tell you the worst thing I saw, because you would never be able to get an erection again if I did—but I did slip in a girl’s squirt once while trying to clean the bathroom—and don’t ask me how I knew it was her squirt and not just water or pee.”

“Okay, I won’t ask,” I said with a laugh. We ordered another drink and we kept chatting. I found it easier to stare into her eyes without getting flustered. She stared back into my eyes, and then I felt her foot brushing up against mine. Like silly teenagers, we were playing footsies under the table. She giggled and I found myself giggling.

“It’s getting late,” she said, looking over at the clock. “I’d better get home.”

“We should meet up again,” I said.

“When are you going back to Vancouver?”

“I don’t know. Soon, I think. Maybe a few more days—maybe a week.”

She looked sad now. I didn’t like seeing her sad, especially when it was my fault. I paid our tab and walked her towards her house. At her doorstep, she turned to me. “Thanks for dinner, and the drinks,” she said.

“Thanks for the company,” I said.

And then I went in for the kiss. It seemed like the perfect moment: every little detail was perfect, right down to the shimmering moonlight and the warm night air. But she dodged my kiss awkwardly, looking down at her feet.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she said, still sheepishly looking away from me.

“Are you okay? Did I say something wrong?”

“It’s just… You’re leaving soon. I don’t want to get invested right before you leave, you know?”

“I’ll come back. It’s not a long flight,” I said.

“But you won’t be here. I just—I can’t do that,” she said. “I think it’s best if we just stay friends.”

My heart fell hard into my stomach. “What if I moved back?” I asked.

Then she looked up at me. Her eyes glimmered with a sense of hope. And was I lying to her? Would I move back for her? Would I ever find a girl like her back in Vancouver? “Would you do that?” she asked.

“Maybe,” I said. Was I just trying to trick her into kissing me, or was I being serious? Was I ready to change my life dramatically just to be with a cute crossdressing boy? “Can I ask you a question?”

“What’s that?”

“Would you transition?” I asked.

“My parents wouldn’t approve of me being a girl,” she said. “And I have friends that would probably stop being my friends.”

“Well you have to do what makes you happy, no matter what other people think,” I said.

“I am happy,” she said. “I get to be whatever I want whenever I want. Maybe I’ll transition one day. Maybe I’ll just cross-dress as a boy whenever I go to see my parents. I just don’t know—I haven’t thought about it yet. Is that your ultimatum?”

“No. I don’t have an ultimatum. I’m just curious.”

“Well I don’t have an answer for you,” she said, looking back down at her feet.

“Let me see you again—tomorrow.” Then I remembered my date with Quinn. “Actually, let’s do the day after tomorrow. We’ll have drinks again and we’ll talk. Maybe we can go check out some other neighborhoods. We’ll see if there’s anything for rent—somewhere safer.”

“I can’t afford safer,” she said with a small laugh.

“What if we split it?” I asked. “Something to think about.”

Her eyes glistened again. And again, I had no idea if I was being honest or if I was just trying to get her to not reject me.

I didn’t get my kiss that night. Instead, I got a hug, and then she went inside, leaving me to walk back to the mall where my car was parked. It wasn’t far: a fifteen-minute walk, which gave me lots of time to process my new options: living in a Siberian cottage with Olya, having dirty sex with my old high school math teacher, Quinn, or getting romantic with the crossdressing Cora… How could I decide? It seemed like I didn’t have much time left to make up my mind.

I crashed when I got home: a combination of the built-up exhaustion and the liquor. And in the middle of the night, Olya came back. She slipped into bed with me. This time I woke up while she was pulling down my sweatpants to get me into something she wanted me wearing: a satin night dress. I felt her hands caressing me in the dark, though I don’t think she was sensually rubbing me as much as she was checking to make sure I shaved my armpits and my crotch, which I did earlier in the day.

She slipped under the covers and sucked my cock once I was clad in that pink nightie. She didn’t suck long enough to make me cum—just long enough to wish that she would suck me off completely before she snuggled up against my body. As I dozed back off, I heard the Russian beauty say, “I can suck you much better than pretty boy.” My skin tingled cold. She was cute when she was jealous—though a bit scary. Her body was warm, and it was nice to know that she wanted to be with me, in a weird way. I wrapped my arm around her and I squeezed her breasts as I held her tight. She whimpered and then she moved my hand from her breasts down to her cock. She just wanted me to hold her while she fell asleep, and I was happy to do it.

When I woke up, she was just climbing out the window. “Don’t you want to fool around?” I asked.

“I have no time for this,” she said, clutching her big gun. “And remember: please don’t fuck old whore tonight. I want you without disease. Ponimaesh?” I had no idea what that word meant, but I nodded my head. And just like that, she was gone.

I thought hard about cancelling my date with Quinn, but I just wasn’t able to bring myself to do it. I couldn’t stop fantasizing about her. She wasn’t exactly my type: she was almost ten years older than me and she had a lot of work done. I knew that we wouldn’t have a lot in common with our age gap—though I was feeling more open-minded now that I’d learned I had lots in common with Cora, and we had the same age gap.

I was afraid of what Olya might do. I knew that she was going to be watching and I didn’t want to make her angry. I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to control myself with Quinn—or maybe I was more worried that Quinn would force herself on me.

And then there was Cora. I was considering something very serious with Cora, and if I wanted to settle down and be serious, then why was I going out to meet a horny middle-aged woman who I hadn’t even thought about in a decade?

I knew the responsible thing to do was to cancel the date, but I didn’t cancel it. Instead, I messaged Quinn and confirmed the time and place. I showered and put on my nice clothes, and then I made sure that I was at Quinn’s door, right on time.

She opened the door with a big smile. She already had a glass of wine in her hand, and I could tell by the way she was standing—not quite firmly on the ground—that she was at least a few glasses deep. “Daniel,” she said. “Look at you, all grown up.” She smirked and bit her lip. “You look very handsome.”

I wanted her to invite me inside. I didn’t want Olya listening to us. It was bad enough that she was probably going to be watching through the windows.

Instead of inviting me in, she leaned against the doorframe and nearly spilled some of her wine. “You know, a part of me didn’t think you would actually come tonight.”

“Why is that?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Boys love to play hooky,” she said.

I laughed and looked back. Was Olya watching? If so, where was she? Was she up in a tree? Was she in one of the dark cars parked along the road? Was she sitting up on a rooftop with her big Russian rifle?

“Can I come in?” I asked.

“Of course,” she said, moving aside slowly. I brushed her large breasts as I passed her, and I think that was something she facilitated by leaning into me. She went and poured me a glass of wine. She was sexy: wearing her school teacher uniform, but now with her blouse tied up in a knot to show off her flat tummy. “Let’s sit down.”

We sat on her couch. Her house was nice: suburban and clean. It was too big for a single person to occupy, and I could sense that a man lived there; there were clashing styles: some rooms were shades of pink, some were shades of blue. Some furniture was classic, some was modern. Was Quinn cheating on her businessman husband right now? “Nice place,” I said with a nervous smile. I couldn’t help but look over at the many windows, wondering which one Olya was spying through.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I would sell it and move downtown, but my lawyer says I need to keep it for at least three more years unless I want to split the sale.” She sipped her wine and stared into my eyes. Apparently, she could tell that I had no idea what she was talking about. “It was a term in our divorce.”

“Oh,” I said. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Don’t be. Divorcing my husband was the best thing I ever did. He got old.”

I forced an awkward smile. Now, I was starting to wish that I would have cancelled. This wasn’t worth risking lives over. This wasn’t worth getting Olya upset over.

“Well, I just wanted to see how you were doing,” I said. “I’m glad to see you’re doing well.” I sipped my wine. It had a bit of a bitter taste to it. I suspected it came from a box.

“I’m doing wonderful,” she said, looking at my wine glass for a moment. “Can I top you up?”

I laughed. “I just had my first sip.”

“So yes?” she said, grinning. She grabbed a bottle and poured more wine into my glass, making it extra top-heavy. I was surprised to see a bottle and not a box.

“So what’s new with you, Ms. Baker—I mean, Quinn.”

“Nothing,” she said. “I’m still teaching, still making about the same paycheque even though inflation goes up about two or three percent each year. Still dealing with naughty boys on a daily basis.” She giggled. “Have you been practicing your equations, Daniel?”

“My equations? Was I supposed to be?” I looked at the window again.

When I looked back, she was finishing her glass of wine. She let out an elated sigh as she swallowed the last big gulp. “Of course—that was your homework.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I guess I forgot.”

“Want to practice them now?” she asked.

“Honestly, not really,” I said with a laugh. “Let’s just relax and catch up. Let’s not worry about math right now.”

“It’s important,” she said, looking strangely serious. I’d almost forgotten her ability to be suddenly intimidating. Maybe it was because she was too pretty to disappoint.

“I’ll work on them this week—I promise,” I lied.

She went to sip from her empty glass. The bottle was empty too. “There must be a hole in that bottle.”

“That’s it,” I said with a smile. She looked at me with a grin.

“Help me get another bottle down from my fridge,” she said. She led me to her kitchen and pointed to the fridge, where there was indeed about six bottles of red wine. I reached up and grabbed one. It was a tall fridge, so I had to strain slightly.

When I brought it to her, she took it and set it down. “Lift your arms,” she said.

“My arms?” I said.

“Yes. Lift your arms again,” she said with that look of expectation that teachers are so good at making. I hesitated for a moment and then I lifted my hands into the air. She pulled down the sleeves of my T-shirt and looked at my armpits. “You too, huh?” she asked.

Then I blushed, remembering that I’d shaved. “It’s just for swimming,” I said.

She giggled. She crouched down and lifted my pant leg. “I wouldn’t have expected it from you, Daniel,” she said.

I blushed all over, not sure what to say. I couldn’t tell her that a Russian spy was forcing me to do it.

“You’re in luck. Last year, they amended the school dress code. Boys can dress like girls now,” she said.

“I’m not really into that,” I said.

She waved me off and laughed. “Please, Daniel. Don’t lie to your teacher unless you want detention.”

I laughed. “Ms. Baker, you aren’t my teacher anymore.”

“Come with me,” she said. So I followed her through her house. She led me into her bedroom, making my skin tingle.

“Can you close the curtains?” I said.

She turned to me with narrowed eyes. “What gives you that idea?”

“Not that!” I said suddenly. “I just—the streetlights outside are so bright. They’re giving me a headache.”

“Don’t be silly,” she said, rolling her eyes. Then she walked over and closed the curtains, making me feel about 60% more relieved. “Happy?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said.

Then she walked over to her closet. “We’re going to have a pop quiz,” she said.

“Ms. Baker, I really don’t think now’s the time for that.” I seriously thought about leaving. Then, she pulled an outfit out from her closet: a schoolgirl costume, complete with a blonde braided wig. She tossed it at me.

“Go ahead. Get into your school uniform, Danica,” she said.

“Quinn, c’mon,” I said.

“That’s Ms. Baker,” she said, tilting her head up while standing tall. My heart fluttered. “You put the outfit on and then we’ll have a pop quiz. If you pass your quiz, I’ll think about sucking your cock. If you fail, I’ll have to punish you.”

I stood silently in her bedroom, overwhelmed with different feelings. I was embarrassed more than anything, but there was also some excitement and some curiosity. I cleared my throat and forced another awkward smile onto my face. “Do we really need the outfit?”

“Just put it on. I know you like it. Let’s not waste time with the lies. I’ve been a teacher for nearly fifteen years—I can spot a lie.”

I wanted to fight her, but I knew it was hopeless. I looked down at the outfit and then I groaned. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. It was fun with Olya, so maybe this would be fun too. At least the curtain was closed and there were no other windows in sight.

I took the outfit over to the bathroom and got changed while Quinn prepared my quiz in the bedroom.

I took off my clothes and started by shimmying into the white cotton panties. They actually felt quite nice, especially on my smooth, hairless skin. I tucked my cock back and then I pulled up the plaid schoolgirl skirt. It buttoned on securely and fit perfectly, covering down to the cusp of my butt and nothing else. Next, I pulled up the long white stockings. They also felt nice: soft and smooth, and just tight enough that they wouldn’t fall down. I slipped into the pair of black flats, which were also a good fit. I wondered if Quinn had schoolgirl outfits in all different sizes, or if I just lucked out and fit the one that she owned.

I put on the white blouse and sinched the little black tie. Finally, I put on the blonde wig, slicking back my hair first before getting the wig securely fastened. Amazingly, the wig looked realistic, and with a couple of pins, it was firmly in place.

I looked in the mirror and felt awkward. The outfit fit too well. It looked too good on me. No, I didn’t look quite as stunning as Cora, but I was starting to think that I could become a girl just like every other guy in that town. I was about to go out when I noticed the makeup on the edge of the sink. I grabbed an eyeliner pen and curiously decided to put it on, thinking it might impress Quinn. I secretly (or maybe not-so-secretly) wanted that blowjob. She had plump lips that were made for sucking cocks. And more than that, I wanted to fuck her big, fake breasts. I wanted to press my cock between her chest balloons and I wanted to pump until I was coming on her Botox-enhanced face.

I made cute little flicks with the eyeliner, then I put on a touch of lip-gloss, just to finish the look.

Maybe I wasn’t totally convincing and my makeup skills were questionable, but I had a feeling she would appreciate the effort.

I was nervous as hell as I reached for the door knob. I didn’t want Ms. Baker seeing me looking like a sissy. I already had enough embarrassing things happening in my life. But I knew that it was inevitable. I knew that she was either going to get what she wanted, or I was going to get nothing. And since I made the effort of driving across town, it only made sense to put in a bit more effort to get laid.

I stepped out of the bathroom, feeling hot and awkward as I reached down to tug on my skirt before it rose up to expose my panties bulge.

Quinn was sitting on her bed with a glass of wine (possibly a new glass of wine). She perked up when she saw me.

“Danica,” she said. “Don’t you look pretty! See? I knew that you were a doll. I don’t know why you bothered lying to me. I’m offended, to be honest.”

“I really don’t do this,” I said nervously.

“Please use a girly voice with me, Danica. That’s not up for discussion.”

I froze up and pressed my lips firmly together. I didn’t know how to speak with a girly voice, so it was just easier not to speak at all.

“Are you ready for your pop quiz?” she asked.

I nodded my head, feeling so vulnerable in that schoolgirl outfit.

She held up a stopwatch—the same one that every gym teacher in the country owned. She pressed a button. “Two minutes,” she said. “Starting now. You have to get me completely hard. If I’m not hard, then it’s a punishment. If you can pull it off, then maybe I’ll suck your cock.”

She reached down and lifted up her pencil skirt, showing off the big bulge in her lacy panties. She looked at the stopwatch again. “One minute and forty seconds. You’re losing time.”

I remained still for another five seconds while my brain processed the request. I had so many thoughts going through my mind, but I had no time to collect them. I sprang into action. I got on the bed, on my hands and knees. She leaned back onto her pillows. I pulled down her panties, letting her long snake fall out. She was big: bigger than me, bigger than Olya (but not thicker), and maybe even bigger than Luna. She was flaccid. Her uncircumcised cock was slumped onto her thigh, looking heavy and warm. I picked it up, feeling its impressive weight. A whimper left my mouth. I fondled it and squeezed her tip. I pulled back her foreskin before pulling my fist down into her shaved pelvis. She giggled. Her cock throbbed.

“One minute,” she said softly.

I had a lot of work to do in one minute. I pumped her soft cock for the next ten seconds, only getting her a tiny bit harder. Then I went in with my mouth. I picked up her shaft and stuffed it through my lips. I sucked. I could feel it getting harder, but it wasn’t fast enough.

I knew what I needed to do. I needed to arouse her beyond physical stimulation. I needed to turn her own visually. So I perked my skirted bum into the air. I curved down my back and I started to suck more gracefully. I reached a hand back and pulled my butt cheek wide. I pressed my fingers underneath my panties and I pushed a finger into my asshole, moaning.

Then she moaned, watching me while I abused myself. I kept sucking. Now, I could feel her getting harder faster. She was half erect, but I only had about twenty-five seconds left. I pushed my finger deeper and stuck in a second finger. I decided to spit out her cock so that I could sit on her lap and grind myself into her while staring into her eyes. I put my hands on her shoulders and rocked back and forth. I pouted my lips and I trembled all over as her long cock slid up in-between my butt cheeks. She moaned again. I leaned in and kissed her fat lips, sucking her bottom lip before putting my tongue into her mouth. Now, I could feel that she was rock hard and throbbing against my tush—just in time.

Her stopwatch beeped.

“I did it!” I said suddenly. “You’re hard. I got you hard!”

She stared into my eyes and shook her head. “But you broke character,” she said with a disappointed voice. “That’s an automatic fail.”

I covered my mouth with the palm of my hand, turning red all over. I wanted to beg her to change her mind, but another part of me wanted to be punished.

She ran her hands up my sides. She clutched my chest where my tits should have been. Then she brought her hands back down, sliding them around back to squeeze my ass. She pulled my butt cheeks apart. Then, she used one of her hands to pull her tip up to my butthole. I whimpered and she groaned, pushing into me.

I dropped my hands down onto her big, fake tits. They were harder than tits should be. I could feel her perky nipples, and I could feel where her implants started, almost against her chest wall. I didn’t mind.

She pushed her hips up, driving her cock up into my asshole. It was something I was getting used to—and something I was getting better at taking. I felt it sliding up through my anal cavity. Now I was sure that it was bigger than Luna’s cock—and thicker. But there was no cock thicker than Olya’s Russian meat.

I trembled all over, and then she commanded me: “Bounce, slut.”

I began to bounce. She looked down at my skirt, which was bouncing with me. She slid her hands under that skirt to hold onto my hips. Her fake tits didn’t move on her chest as the bed shook and rattled, but the bit of soft fat on her arms and stomach jiggled slightly. I kept bouncing, rising up and falling down, feeling every inch of that enormous cock as it explored the inside of my body.

“Don’t stop,” she said.

“It feels so good,” I said, trying to use a girly voice. And I wasn’t lying: it really did feel good. It felt better than anything. Pulses of warm euphoria were surging through me. I was tingling all over. My own cock was rock hard; it got out from under my skirt, but Quinn didn’t touch it. She looked at it and watched it, but she didn’t touch it.

“I’m going to make you come,” she said, but then she didn’t touch my cock. She held my hips tighter and drove her cock harder into me. She was hitting my sweet-spot, making that trembling more intense. My eyes were tearing up and I could feel my skin turning red all over. I clutched her tits harder, almost worried I was going to pop her implants.

“Oh God!” I moaned.

And then she really did it: she made me cum. My cock suddenly erupted, spraying her fake breasts and her lifted face. I gasped, looking down at my gushing rod. Quinn liked it. She smiled and laughed and used both of her hands to spread the cum all over her body.

She came a moment later, deep in my asshole. We both gasped, and then I fell, limp, on her cum-covered chest.

We stayed like that for at least ten minutes, until we both had our energy back. Then, she took me back to the living room and poured herself a new glass of wine. I told her that I needed to get home, but she didn’t approve of me leaving. “You’ll stay until the bell rings,” she said with a smirk. And I could tell by that smirk that she wasn’t done with me. She wouldn’t even let me change out of the schoolgirl outfit, or use my real voice. And strangely, I was getting used to that voice. The outfit was a bit too revealing for my taste, but she liked it. She couldn’t take her eyes off of me.

She fucked me again an hour later, on the couch in that living room. She ploughed me until my body was sore all over. And that wasn’t even enough for her. It was past midnight when she came back from the bathroom, sat down on my lap, and started grinding her cock into my chest until she was rock hard. She commanded me to turn over, and then she penetrated me for the third time that night. Her thirst for sex was unquenchable. She just couldn’t be satisfied. She would fuck me and then rest for an hour, and then she would fuck me again.

I was sore all over and out of energy. She was drunk and she didn’t care. “I really need to go,” I said. I was sticky all over with cum, and most of it was hers.

“Let me give you a parting gift—something for you to remember me by,” she said. Then she dropped to her knees and pulled my cock out from my panties. I was shocked when she was able to make it hard with her mouth. I didn’t think I was going to be able to get hard again after ejaculating the first time. She sucked me for the next thirty minutes, bobbing her head harder and harder, desperate to make me ejaculate. “Ms. Baker, I’m not sure I can come again. It feels good, but I think that’s all I have.”

“You have to come,” she said. “If you don’t come in my fucking mouth, then I’m failing you.” She had a frightening seriousness in her voice. Now, I wasn’t sure that we were still roleplaying. Now, I was pretty sure that she was just drunk and getting aggressive.

So I let her suck. I tried making myself come. I tried thinking about Cora and I tried thinking about Olya. But I just wasn’t able to make myself ejaculate again. It didn’t help that my legs and ass were so sore, or that my whole body was sticky. Being sticky is surprisingly distracting.

She sucked me for the next fifteen minutes, and then she stopped suddenly. She wiped her lips and pointed at the door. “Then go!” she screamed, offended and red all over.

“I just need to grab my clothes,” I said with a coy voice.

“No. Fuck your clothes. Get out of here. Go!”

I was too afraid of her to make a dash for my clothes, so instead, I made a dash for my mom’s car. I had more to drink that I should have, but I still drove home—even though I knew it was a terrible idea. I couldn’t leave the car there. I knew that she would smash it with a bat if I left it there. So I drove slowly and carefully until I was at my parents’ house. Then I snuck in quietly, terrified they would come out of their room and see me in that schoolgirl outfit, covered in cum. I even still had the wig on my head.

I went up to my room and quietly opened the door, slipping in before quietly closing it. Then I turned to my bed and saw her there: Olya, laying on my bed with an unimpressed look on her face. “I told you: she’s old whore,” she said.

I stood motionless, terrified she was going to kill me.

“Don’t just stand there, love. At least wipe off her old woman cum,” Olya said, tossing a towel at me.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“No you’re not,” she said. “You’re not sorry. I ask you for simple loyalty, and you go out and fuck old whore. Did you shave for me or for her?”

“I shaved for you!” I said, almost yelling before remembering that my parents were asleep in the house.

“I don’t believe you,” she said, turning her head away. “Go shower. Don’t come near me with her old woman cum all over you.”

I backed out slowly and then I ran to the shower. I cleaned myself up, and my heart didn’t stop pounding the whole time. I regretted what I’d done. Being plunged by Quinn was fun, but it wasn’t worth it. I knew it wasn’t going to be worth it, but I didn’t it anyway—and I was right.

I dried myself off and went back to the bedroom.

“And that costume is so cheap,” she said, motioning to the schoolgirl outfit that was now in my hands. “Not even good quality. I buy you good quality, love. Why do you run to old whore?”

“I said I’m sorry. I regret it. I really just thought we would talk,” I said. I knew that Olya knew everything. I didn’t know how she knew it, but I knew that she knew it.

“Tomorrow you get test,” she said.

“Test?” I said.

“For disease. God only knows. If you pass test, maybe I forgive you. Now, I’m angry. You’ve betrayed me.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t say sorry if you don’t mean,” she said. “Maybe Dmitry was right. Maybe you are better off dead.”

“Please don’t kill me,” I said.

“Please love, don’t start this nonsense again,” she said. “Lay in your bed.”

I crawled slowly into my bed. I thought she was going to execute me for a moment. She was staring at me with dark, furious eyes. But instead of murdering me, she climbed into the bed with me. She snuggled her bum into my lap. “Arm over me,” she said bluntly. So I put my arm over her.

“Don’t do this again,” she said.

“Okay. I won’t,” I said.

And then we went to sleep. When I woke up, Olya was gone. I started the morning off slowly, with a pot of coffee and a sit by the window. I took a morning shower after a short jog around the neighborhood. Then, I decided to call Cora, to see where she wanted to meet. She didn’t pick up, so I tried calling again—no answer.

I watched some television and then I found myself looking into apartment rentals in the city. I thought about moving. I knew that she wouldn’t entertain the idea of a relationship unless I moved to the city. I found a cute apartment near downtown that I knew she would like. I tried calling her again, but there was still no answer. I tried one more time fifteen minutes later.

Then, there was a knock at the door. I pulled the door open, expecting a delivery. Instead, I found myself face-to-face with Officer Terri Smith. She had two other cops with her. “Hi, Daniel,” she said.

“Tell me I can go home now,” I said.

“Unfortunately we can’t do that. We’re going to need to bring you back into the station for questioning. Please don’t make a scene. Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

“Are you serious?” I said. “You’re arresting me again? What are the charges now?” I followed the command even though I was furious.

“You’re a suspect in the death of Cory Tillotson.”

My skin turned cold. “Cora?” I said.

“Save it for the station,” Terri said as she pulled me away from my parents’ house, towards the police cruiser. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Was Cora really dead? If so, did Olya kill her?

TO BE CONTINUED…
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