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SHOW HER A GOOD TIME

Hank is the son of a famous billionaire and a wealthy entrepreneur. He’s also the brother of two famous reality TV stars. Nearing thirty, Hank has no achievements of his own, unless you count the ones he’s collected on his Xbox account. But he’s got no problem with that, until his father snaps one day and calls him a disappointment.

But Hank is given a chance to redeem himself. His father is working on a merger with the CEO of one of the biggest companies in Europe. And the CEO has a beautiful, busty daughter named Elsa, who happens to be about Hank’s age. All Hank has to do is take Elsa out and show her a good time. How hard can it be? It turns out pretty hard—once Hank discovers what Elsa is hiding between her legs.


CHAPTER I

At the time, we were like the American Royal Family, if there was one. We were more famous than the Kardashians and we had more money than the Waltons. We were at that level of fame and wealth where actual governments start coming to you to discuss politics. The president even invited my dad to the White House to discuss a secret military operation in Yemen—though I’m not really supposed to tell anyone that.

I suppose I shouldn’t say that we were the richest and wealthiest in America—my mom and my dad really deserved all of the credit. My dad started and operated the largest oil and gas company in the world, and my mom wasn’t just an incredibly successful entrepreneur, but she was also the heiress to a massive fortune—which happened to be from the previous record holder for biggest oil and gas company in the world. So we had a lot of money. My parents never told me exactly how much money they had, but I saw one website estimate about 310 billion dollars. So I could never really figure out why my mom kept refusing to buy me a new Xbox. “You don’t need it,” she said.

“But it’s free to you. Why do you care?” I asked.

She shook her head, as if I was the biggest disappointment in the world for not understanding. “When are you going to get a job?” she asked. “Then you can buy as many Xboxes as you want.” But it made no sense to me. Why would I get a job? Why would I go and spend my time interviewing for a position that would make me next to nothing in relative terms? Did my mom serious want me to spend a lifetime working at some pointless job to make what dad made in an afternoon? “I want to be a writer, mom. You know that,” I said.

“Okay, well when you sell a book, you can buy yourself a new Xbox.” But I had nothing to write about—at least not at the time. Not to mention, it was hard to write in our house. We had the film crew there at every hour of the day, filming their silly little reality show. My sisters were the stars of the show, but occasionally they wanted me on. I hated being on that stupid show.

And in case it wasn’t hard enough to focus with a crew of fifteen people constantly running up and down the hallways with big cameras and microphones, my mom was always entertaining high profile guests: celebrities and the occasional world leader. My dad would occasionally stop by with the guys from the office: fifteen dudes, all suddenly crowding around the pool, where I preferred the write. Sure, I could have gone into one of the thirty-three other rooms in the west wing of the house, but I’d never felt inspired in any of those rooms.

So most of the time, I did nothing. I played video games and sat by the pool. I spent at least an hour a day in my gym, making sure my body was in prime lady killing shape. At night, I would go down to the club and find myself a girl or two to bring home—to keep things interesting. That was one thing I was very good at: charming women.

I would even challenge myself: go down to the club in my most modest attire and try to bag a cutie without mentioning who I was or how much money my family had. It wasn’t always easy, especially when I was recognized from my sisters’ stupid television show. But even then, I was usually pretty good at convincing women that I just happened to look a lot like the guy from that reality show.

One year I ended up on one of those ‘hottest bachelors’ lists. I never understood the point of those lists. Was the idea to give hope to regular girls? I was number three on the list, behind Ryan Reynolds and Bradley Cooper. Though the author of the list seemed to think that I worked for my dad’s company. I didn’t. He never asked me to work for his company. One time I asked him if I would ever take over the company and he looked at me as if I was a lunatic who had just strolled in off the downtown eastside.

“You need to make your own legacy, Hank,” my dad said—and it was the same thing he always said, but he didn’t understand that the world was different from the one he grew up in. You couldn’t just go out and start an oil and gas company anymore. Everything worth anything had been invented, and Walmart and Amazon already had monopolies on everything. I asked him once if I could use his brand name to start a nightclub business—a sort of subsidiary company: the hottest nightclub in California. It would be so cool; people would come in from all over the world just to party there. He just called me an idiot.

Of course my sisters got treated differently. When they asked for their silly reality show, there was a camera crew in the house the very next week. When they asked if they could start their own makeup company, my dad had a team of cosmetic specialists in the living room, ready to design a whole line of makeup products. When they asked if they could start a clothing store, we suddenly owned prime real estate by the Santa Monica pier. When I asked for an Xbox, I got a book on how to craft the perfect resume.

So I don’t know why my parents were surprised when I decided to do nothing. I figured I would just bum around the house until they realized their own hypocrisy. I slept in every morning, spent my afternoons by the pool, and I spent my nights at the clubs. I learned to ignore the television crew and the visiting celebrities and my dad’s alcoholic co-workers. I put writing on the backburner. I had everything I wanted, and I was mostly happy.

But one day, my dad had enough.


CHAPTER II

I was having my third drink—or maybe it was my fourth—by the pool when my dad came home from a weeklong business trip in Florida. He had six of his closest teammates with him, all dressed in suits, ready to discuss some merger they all seemed to think was so important—even though they were merging with companies every single week. They all sat down across the pool from me. I watched them curiously. They all looked so anxious, as if this merger was the most important thing that had ever happened, but they always looked like that.

They were already the biggest oil and gas company by a long shot. At what point did they plan on sitting back to enjoy their accomplishment?

My dad looked especially exhausted, as if he’d been up for three straight days trying to close the deal—and he probably had. He looked old—much older than his fifty years. He looked older every year, and by older I mean exponentially older. His job was making him rot away. I’d heard him and my mom talking about it. She wanted him to retire, and he said, “Any day now.” But years had gone by and he was still working harder than ever.

I finished my third—or maybe it was my fourth—drink, and I decided I would go over and tell them to chill out. It seemed like a good idea at the time, but that was probably just the liquor boiling inside of me. Instead of walking, I slipped into a pink inflatable donut and I floated over slowly. The vice-president of the company first noticed my approach. He looked at me with a strange look on his face before looking back at my father. Then the president of the company noticed me as I stopped by the edge of the pool, just ten feet from the group of workingmen. “Hi Hank,” he said, and that’s when my dad looked over.

“Hank, what are you doing?” he said.

“I just came by to tell everyone to calm down. Just take a big, deep breath, and calm down,” I said with a big smile.

Now everyone was looking at me: at least ten men, working on a multi-billion dollar deal, staring at their boss’ grown son floating in a pink donut. “Hank, why don’t you go inside for a bit?” my dad said.

“But the weather is just perfect today. Why would I go inside?”

“I think you should go inside,” he said.

“You know what I think? I think you all need to relax and realize none of this crap matters. You spend every day trying to make these deals, but what difference does it make? You’re all rich, are you not? It’s not like you could possibly spend the money you have, so why do you keep trying to make more?”

“Hank. Go inside. Now,” my father said.

“I will do no such thing,” I said.

“Hank, please.”

“I have a pitch I want to make to you, and I want you all to keep an open mind. Are you ready? Night clubs,” I said. They were all staring at me with blank expressions. Most of their faces were white, as if I was standing in front of them while jerking off. “Night clubs in every major city. Get out of oil—there’s no more money in oil. You know how long I stand in line every night to get into the clubs? Well, not me, but regular people. They’ll stand there for hours. But if there was another night club they could go to—one that could fit all of them—”

“—Hank, that’s enough,” my dad said.

“No, listen to me: sometimes there are hundreds of people in these lines. I’ve never seen one-hundred people in line at a gas station—have you?”

Then, my dad snapped. “No one wants to go to your fucking night club, Hank, now go inside and play your video games or jerk off to porn or do something, just get the fuck out of the pool. Quit being such a disgrace.” And that was the moment I realized I was my father’s biggest disappointment. I was the family embarrassment. I could see in my father’s furious eyes that he wished I’d never been born. So I got out of the pool and I went straight up to my bedroom without saying anything else. My father’s employees were completely silent. I noticed one of them grinning for a moment before covering his mouth with his hand, so my father wouldn’t see.

None of them felt bad for me. They’d all been waiting years to hear my dad tell me off like that. And maybe they were right to enjoy my humiliation. They’d all worked their whole lives to earn what they had. I hadn’t worked hard at anything since I took my first steps at the age of ten months. I really was a disappointment and a humiliation.

I didn’t go to my room to play video games or to jerk off. I just sat on my bed and stared out into the mirror. I hated the man I was looking at. I hated my body—toned by expensive gym equipment. Real men earned their muscles by loading trucks and digging ditches. I just shuffled from my room to my private gym across the hall and pushed around weights while watching Girls Gone Wild on multiple television screens.

Did my sisters deserve the praise they got? Maybe they did, maybe they didn’t, but at least they were working—even if that work was handed to them on a silver platter. They were currently in Australia on a press tour for their latest makeup release. They were always flying around the world doing their little press junkets. I’m sure it was just an excuse to travel around the world and party with foreigners, but at least they were doing something. What was I doing? I was twenty-six, turning twenty-seven in a few weeks, and my only accomplishment was a number three spot on a hottest bachelors list—written by someone who thought that I was actually doing something with my life, no less.

I was worthless.


CHAPTER III

It was a few hours later when my father came up to my room to apologize. He was silent at first. I didn’t say anything either. He took a seat next to me on the edge of my bed and he stared down at the floor. “I, uh, didn’t mean what I said earlier today,” he said quietly, but I knew he was lying. I knew he meant exactly what he said.

I didn’t reply. I just sat in silence, still feeling his words lingering in the pit of my gut.

“You’re a good kid, Hank. You just caught me at a bad time.”

Still, I didn’t reply.

He looked at me as if he was waiting for a response. Then he looked around my room. My room was a mess. My clothes were all over the floor and my desk was covered in empty beer cans and video game boxes. My father’s desk was neat and tidy and covered in trophies and plaques and gold pens that were especially given to him by exceptional people. “Don’t you want to do anything with your life?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. My chain of nightclubs came to mind, but I figured he wouldn’t want to hear that. So I remained silent.

“You have to do something. You’re almost thirty. The older you get, the harder it gets to do anything. It doesn’t matter what you do, but you have to do something. You can’t seriously be happy sitting by the pool all day, right?”

I said nothing, and he finally took the hint. He stood up and walked to the door. I had a feeling my mom was making him apologize. There was a lack of sincerity in his voice and his actions. But why should he apologize? He just told me what everyone had been thinking for years—someone had to say it eventually. It was a shame no one said it sooner. I could still hear his voice in my head, echoing, ‘Quit being such a disgrace.’ I didn’t want to be a disgrace, but I didn’t know how to be anything else.

I watched him leave my room. Then I got a text message from my friend, asking me to hop onto my Xbox to play a few rounds with him and a few other buddies. But the thought of wasting another hour of my life playing some pointless video game was almost worse than hearing my dad telling me I was a disgrace all over again. So I ignored the text message. I turned out my light and I went to sleep—at least I tried to go to sleep. I’m not sure I got any sleep that night as I stared up at my ceiling, wondering where my life went so wrong.

I’d been given every possible opportunity. I could have been anything: an actor, a doctor—even the world’s greatest circus clown, if that’s what I wanted. I just had to pick something and commit myself to it. But I had nothing, and my dad was right: I was almost thirty. It was practically too late for me. No great artist waited until he was thirty to paint his first painting. No great actor woke up at the age of thirty and decided to give it a try. I was doomed to mediocrity at best.

I found myself in the kitchen early the next morning, making a pot of coffee before anyone was up. I looked at the clock. It wasn’t even 6:00 AM yet. I wasn’t just up—I’d already showered and gotten dressed. I usually didn’t get dressed until around 4:00 PM. But that day was different. I had no idea why.

My dad came into the kitchen at 6:15 AM. He jumped back when he noticed me, grabbing at his chest as if I’d almost given him a heart attack. “Jesus, Hank, what are you doing?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I just got up. What are you doing up?” I asked.

“I get up this early every morning,” he said.

“Really? Why?”

“For work.”

“You work this early?”

He stared at me with that all-too-familiar look of disappointment. “I have meeting at eight.”

“Cool. Who are you meeting?”

“This morning? I’m meeting with the executives of Lundin Petroleum. We’re hoping to finalize a major merger.”

“Cool. Like, London, England?” I asked.

“No, Lundin is a Swedish company. They’re one of the largest O&G companies in Europe.”

“Oh, sounds important,” I said. I poured him a coffee. He smelled it cautiously before taking a sip.

“This is good. Did you make it?” he asked.

“Yeah.” I could make a good cup of coffee. If there’s one thing you learn after about five hundred hangovers, it’s how to make a good cup of coffee.

“Good job,” he said. And I was fairly certain it was the first time my father ever said such a thing to me. And that realization only made me feel worse. I’d just received the first praise from my father, and it was over a cup of coffee. He drank the whole cup and then he poured the rest into a thermos. “I’ll see you tonight,” he said as he headed for the door.

“Okay. Let me know if there’s anything I can do for you,” I said. I’m not sure why I said it. Hearing it out loud, I couldn’t help but feel like I sounded completely desperate to make him proud of me. He didn’t respond. He just gave me a weird look and then left. I made a second pot of coffee, and found myself wandering around the quiet house.

The film crew showed up. They were going to be shooting scenes with my mom all day. They started setting up their lights and their camera equipment. I asked if I could help, and they all stared at me like I was speaking Mandarin. “No, that’s okay,” the producer said, so I just continued to wander the house. I found myself back in my room, cleaning up. And then I found myself on my computer—not playing games, but crafting a resume. I had to search ‘How to write a resume’ because I had no idea what a resume was even supposed to look like.

I printed it out and stared at it. The thing terrified me. Was I really going to go out and get some crappy entry-level job? What was I going to do? Work at Starbucks? Flip burgers? My family would be mocked if the media found out I was working some dead-end job for ten bucks an hour.

I didn’t go out right away. I decided to wait a day, to think it through. I needed to figure out my end goal. I knew I wanted to make my dad proud of me, but did I really think I could do that by trying to work my way up at a McDonalds?

My dad came home early from work that day. It was one of those rare afternoons where he had a smile on his face. He was whistling while he rifled through the fridge for a beer. “Make that deal?” I asked.

“Not yet. But we’re close. I can tell that they’re leaning towards signing.”

I smiled. “Well again, just let me know if there’s anything I can do to help.” A moment after I said it, I watched his eyes grow wide and begin to sparkle. He looked at me slowly with a smile on his face. I’d never seen that look in his eyes before. I’d never seen him so full of enthusiasm—at least not when talking to me.

“There is something you can do,” he said.


CHAPTER IV

The CEO of Lundin Petroleum had a daughter who was visiting from Sweden. “The man loves his daughter,” my dad said. “He even brought her with him to our last meeting.” In case I didn’t believe him, he showed me a group photo was taken after their big and apparently historic meeting. In the middle of the photo was a little brunette with shining blue eyes. She had nice big tits and a great figure. She was wearing a white fur coat that looked like it was worth more than the average American home.

“She’s a cutie,” I said. “Nice coat, too.”

“Her dad bought it for her before the meeting—that’s why he was late. The man will do anything for that girl.”

“Lucky girl…” I said. Apparently I would have been better off born a woman. My sisters got pretty much anything they wanted, and this Swedish honey got whatever she wanted, including a fur coat worth a few hundred thousand dollars. What did I get? Just dissapointment…

“Take her out and show her a good time,” my dad said. “Make her love our family. If she thinks her dad should merge with us, they will merge with us—no question about it.” He stared at me with a big smile and bright eyes.

“Sure,” I said while shrugging my shoulders. My dad was so excited, he zipped over to his office to set us up. And once he was out of the room, I cracked the biggest smile. Finally, I was going to do something to make my father proud of me—not just some measly cup of coffee, but I was going to seal the biggest merger in his company’s history. All I had to do was what I already did best: charm the panties off of some little brunette. How hard could it be? I just needed to make her like me—and just for long enough for her father to sign some papers.

I had to succeed. Failure wasn’t an option. If I let my dad down here, he would never look at me the same again. I could go out and start my own Fortune 500 company, but it wouldn’t matter. Now was my chance, and I couldn’t waste it.

Her name was Elsa, and we met up that night at a bar in Santa Monica. I was there early—almost an hour early. It was probably the earliest I’d ever been for a date (if you can really call it that), but I wasn’t going to take any chances. I even went out and bought a new suit, just for the occasion. It was custom Italian, like my other suits. I bought a new colonge and I trimmed my stubble beard so that it was the perfect amount of scratchy—women love a scratchy stubble beard.

Before she showed up, I ordered a fifteen-hundred dollar bottle of red wine. It was a bit fruity for my taste, but I had a feeling she was going to like it. I had a feeling she was the type that would like fruity cocktails while yellong ‘Yolo!” from a private yacht. I tried to find information on her before leaving for our date, but apparently she was an ellusive little billionaire’s daughter. I only found a couple of articles that mentioned her briefly, but the articles gave me nothing to work with. It didn’t help that she had a fairly common name: Elsa Sjodstrom, one of the most popular Swedish first names and one of the most popular Swedish last names.

She showed up wearing her white fur coat over a jet black satin dress. She had her hair done up professionally: braided and swirled into a perfect bun on her head. Her makeup also looked professionally done: perfect strokes of eyeliner giving her a sexy, mysterious look. She had a cute little nose and a cute smile. “Hank?” she said as she approached my table. I jumped to my feet.

“You must be Elsa,” I said, and I motioned for her to sit. “Let me pour you a glass of wine. It’s a 1996 Malbec from Italy. I think you’ll like it quite a bit.” I poured her a glass.

“And why’s that?” she asked.

“Uh, because it’s a nice wine. It’s smooth and a bit fruity.”

“Do I strike you as the smooth, fruity type?” she asked with a big smirk. She had a strong Swedish accent, but her English was perfect—almost too perfect. She stared into my eyes while she swirled her wine and took a sip. That smirk didn’t go away. “So you wanted to meet. And why did you want to meet?”

“Well, to be honest, my father showed me a picture you all took this afternoon. I saw you in the picture, and I just felt like I had to meet you. Thank you for meeting with me, by the way.”

She stared at me with that smirk, which grew slightly as if she could tell I was lying. It must have been obvious what I was doing. Surely she knew that she could control her father’s decisions to an extent, so she must have known that I was just trying to push her into making a decision in my family’s favour. She couldn’t have been so naïve to not see it. “It’s my pleasure. I’ve seen an episode of your show. I hear you’re quite the celebrity. I’m a bit of celebrity myself, back in Sweden.”

“Is that so?” I asked. “I mean—of course. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“Is that so?” she asked. “So you don’t think your fans would be too shocked to find out about our little date?”

I tried not to laugh at the thought of having fans. I knew that my sisters’ reality show was fairly popular, particularly over seas to people who had a silly of idea of what American life was. When I made my Twitter account a few years before, I got over a million followers in less than a month, without even tweeting anything. So apparently I had some fans, though I’d never actually met any of them—save for the occasional bimbo at the clubs. “If I have any fans, I think they would all be pleased to hear about our, uh, date.”

It was strange calling it a date. I wasn’t exactly a ‘dater’. I was more of a one-night stand kind of guy, with the occasional booty call. But Elsa apparently wanted to be my date, and if that would make my father happy, then goddamnit, I was on a date. I held up my glass. “Let’s cheers. To your family. I hope you’re all enjoying yourselves in my country.”

“Very much so,” she said. We clinked glasses and we drank. The wine really was too fruity for my taste.


CHAPTER V

Elsa was surprisingly fun. I planned on taking her to a few different bars, where I knew I could get her into VIP lounges. My plan was to impress her, to make her feel like a princess for a night, so she would rave about me to her father. I had my dad’s credit card, so there was no limit to how much champagne we could drink and how much fun we could have. But she didn’t want to simply go from VIP lounge to VIP lounge. She wanted to go bowling. So we went to the nearest bowling alley. It was busy, with a line almost to the door. I tried to bribe the guy at the desk into closing the place for us for the night, but he kept saying, “I’m sorry, sir, but I can’t do that. I just don’t have that kind of power.”

I asked to speak to his manager, and he said he was the manager. I offered him ninety thousand dollars to close the place for us, but he was too stubborn. So we played arcade games while we waited for our lane. At least I was able to bribe a little kid into giving up the Frogger game, because Elsa said she loved Frogger.

“In America, do you just throw money at everyone to get what you want?” she asked.

“Only on special occasions like this,” I said.

We took turns getting frogs across the road. She ended up mocking my poor Frogger abilities. She stood behind me and reached her arms around me to show me how it was done. She ended up doing the same thing when we went to play Big Game Hunter. She showed me the proper technique of holding the fake rifle, as if it was a real hunting rifle. “Maybe when you’re in Sweden, I can take you hunting on my father’s property.”

“I’m not big into guns,” I said.

“You will be,” she said with a big smirk.

We finally got our bowling lane. I was a better bowler than her, but I let her win after a few superior rolls. I even took an opportunity to show her the proper bowling technique, which was really just an opportunity to stand behind her and wrap my arms around her, so she could feel my muscles. All women love big muscles.

Afterwards, I tried to bring her across the street to a club that knew me very well—there was even a table in the back reserved for me every night. But she didn’t want to go to the club. Instead, she wanted to go get a slice of pizza from some fluorescent-light hole in the wall. The pizza was pretty good though, I have to admit. “If you don’t let me bring you to my places, how am I going to impress you?” I asked.

“And why do you want to impress me so badly?” she asked, that smirk making its triumphant return.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe because I like you,” I said.

“You like me? Like in what kind of way?”

I bit my lip. “I like you enough that I want to spend a ton of money on you.”

“Money doesn’t impress me. I’ve got plenty. You’ll need to do better than that.”

“So what impresses you?” I asked.

I have to admit, her little smirk was adorable. She was definitely a cutie—the kind of girl I would have picked up at a club and fucked at least once. And I had a feeling it wouldn’t be too hard convincing her to go to bed with me.

“To be honest,” she said, “you’ve already impressed me by taking me out. I’m really surprised you would put your reputation on the line like this. I guess you’re more sincere than I originally thought.”

I laughed. She seemed to think that she was more famous than she was in America. And she apparently thought that I was more famous than I was, too. She seemed to think that it would be some huge controversy if anyone saw us out together. But there was nothing interesting to see: a couple of wealthy young people out on a date. Why was that so taboo? “I didn’t think you would bring me anywhere with so many people around. Are you even a little bit worried about what they might think?”

“Not even a little,” I said.

I looked over. There were a few people looking our way, but there were always a few people looking my way. I was frequently featured on one of the most popular reality television shows ever made. People recognized me, even though I wasn’t one of the stars of the show.

“I don’t know if I believe you,” she said.

So I decided to prove it. I kissed her. I kissed her in front of everyone. A few people watched. A few people snapped photos with their cellphones. My heart trembled—I was probably crossing a line that I shouldn’t cross. I was just supposed to show her a good time, not convince her that I wanted to see her romantically. It was a big risk—with the potential to backfire horribly. What if I put her off? What if she expected an actual relationship? What if the merger between our parents’ companies didn’t go through right away? Would I be stuck pretending to be her boyfriend for the next month? Two months? The next year?

It didn’t matter. I would pretend to be her boyfriend for the next five years if I had to. I told myself that I would impress my father, and that’s what I intended to do. Even if I had to propose to the girl and marry her, I wasn’t going to let my dad down.

I looked into her eyes. She was blushing. Her eyes were glowing. She had tremendously soft lips, but she was a shy kisser, as if she’d never kissed anyone before. But surely that couldn’t be true. She was a twenty-something-year-old cutie from a liberal country. I wasn’t her first kiss. I wouldn’t be her first anything. “You really did that,” she said, her voice coy and cute.

“Yeah. So?” I said.

“I—I just didn’t expect that,” she said.

“There’s a really nice hotel down the street from here. I know for a fact the penthouse suite is vacant. Want to check it out?” I said.

“Sure.”

So I took her hand and we ran down to one of the nicest hotels in the city. I handed the concierge my credit card and three minutes later we were up in the penthouse suite, looking down at a glowing Los Angeles. “So how do you like America?” I asked.

She was looking into my eyes, her cheeks still red from our kiss. “Are you really sure about this?” she asked.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” I said. I was just happy that my charm was finally kicking in. She was falling for me. I had her right where I wanted her. Within twenty-four hours, she would be raving about me to her father and begging him to sign the papers for the merger. I would my father’s hero—the hero of his whole company. He would never look at me like some pathetic waste of skin again.

She walked up to me and looked up into my eyes. I slipped off her white fur coat and tossed it aside. Then I slipped off the straps of her little black dress. The thing fell immediately to the ground, exposing her push up bra and her little panties. We kissed. Her hands explored my body. I had to fight back the urge to grab her tits and squeeze them, or to reach my hand down and rub her pussy. I needed her to think that I was chivalrous and charming—not my usual womanizer self. And it was working.

As I ran my hands gently down her sides, she was already moaning slightly. I already had her on the verge of her first orgasm. “You’re very beautiful,” I whispered into her ear.

Then her hand pushed down the front of my pants. She ran her soft fingertips down the length of my cock. “You’re pretty handsome yourself,” she said. She let me kiss her neck. Slowly I moved my hands onto her tits. I fondled them gently before removing her bra. Her tits were slightly stiff—definitely fake, but they were good fakes. I had nothing against fake tits. I sunk down and sucked her nipples.

And then I stepped back to remove my shirt. As I tossed my shirt aside, she shimmied out of her panties. And her cock fell out. I stopped and stared at it for a moment, thinking it was a joke at first. “Is everything okay?” she asked.

I realized in that moment that she thought I knew all night: that’s why she kept asking if I was sure about what we were doing. She thought I knew that she was a tranny.


CHAPTER VI

My heart stopped beating for a long moment while I stood in disbelief. If felt like ten minutes of silence, but it was probably only a few seconds. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My date had a cock. Everyone in the city had seen us out together. People had been taking our pictures. It was only a matter of time before one of those people did a little bit of research and found out that she was a transgender.

And the worst part about it: I’d seen one of the articles about her being a transgender. When I was looking for info on her, a number of articles came up about an Elsa Sjodstrom being one of the world’s most famous trans chicks. I just assumed it was a different chick. I just assumed the daughter of one of the biggest companies in the world couldn’t possibly be a tranny. And I couldn’t believe that someone so cute could have a cock. But there it was: six semi-erect inches swaying gently between her legs.

I had to force myself to look up into her eyes. “Hank?” she said.

“Huh?” I said. “What’s up?”

“Is it okay? I thought you knew about me…” She suddenly looked heartbroken. I instantly imagined her going to her father with that same heartbroken look. And I imagined them getting on a plane back to Sweden without signing those papers. I had to go through with it. I had to bite my tongue and fuck the transgender chick from Sweden. My stomach turned.

“I knew—I guess, uh, I just didn’t expect you to be so… big,” I said, forcing a smile. “It just took me by surprise.”

“I’ve been going back and forth about whether I should go through with the full surgery. I haven’t decided yet,” she said.

I walked up to her, forcing my gaze up on her face. I wrapped my arms around her but tried to keep my waist far enough back so I wouldn’t touch it. How the hell was I going to do this? I forced myself to kiss her. “Do whatever you want,” I said. It sounded better in my head.

“You really surprised me tonight, Hank,” she said with her cute smile. I couldn’t believe that smile belonged to a biological man. And how long had she been a woman? Her whole life? Just a few years? Had it even been a few years? I could see her cock in the corner of my vision.

“Really?” I said.

“I think your family is really great,” she said. And my heart jumped back up into my chest. I just had to go through with it. I’d come so far. She was wooed. I’d accomplished my goal. My father was going to be so proud of me. I just had to get through one horribly awkward fuck. Maybe there was a pill I could buy in the morning to make me forget about the whole thing.

She put her hands on my shoulders as she looked into my eyes. Then, she started to push me down. I resisted at first, but then I thought about that pathetic man I stared at in the mirror the day before. I needed to do this. I couldn’t be that pathetic man for the rest of my life. I let her push me down to my knees. There I was: at eye-level with her cock. I knew what she wanted. I had to give it to her. I carefully reached up. My hand was trembling. I slipped my fingers around it and gently began to stroke it. It was warm and heavy. She was bigger than me, by at least a couple of inches.

But I knew she wanted more than a wank. She wanted me to suck it. So I took a deep breath. How bad could it be? I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. I leaned forward. I felt it sliding past my lips, onto my tongue, towards the back of my throat. I closed my lips around it and tried my best not to cringe. I was sucking a cock. I did my best to imagine her face, to remind myself that there wasn’t some burly dude’s cock in my mouth. At least she was cute. At least she had those beautiful eyes. And those eyes belonged to her—they weren’t from any surgery.

I sucked. What I couldn’t fit in my mouth, I pumped with my fist. She got hard fast. She squirted a bout of pre-cum onto my tongue. It was sweet. I tried not to gag. I accidentally touched her ball sack a few times while pumping her rod. Oh God, I was really sucking a cock!

“That feels so good,” she moaned. She slipped her hands into my hair. At least her voice was feminine. Her moans were hot. She looked like a chick, aside from that massive cock between her legs.

She stepped back and ran over to the bed. She took a seat and then waved me over with one of her fingers. She had her legs spread, her erection standing tall. It nearly touched her sternum. I couldn’t believe the size of it. How did she keep it hidden in her little dress? Did I just not notice the bulge? I went over and sunk back down to my knees. She pressed her cock forward, and I continued sucking. I just wanted to get her off quickly, so I could be done with it. I had a feeling the moment would traumatize me for the rest of my life.

She lifted her feet onto the bed and leaned back. “Eat me out,” she said. Her asshole was puckering in my face, just below her big ball sack. That asshole technically belonged to a man, and I was seriously considering eating it out. What other choice did I have? I couldn’t say no. I needed her to think that I was genuine, and not just someone trying to get into her dad’s inner-circle. So I took another deep breath and I went in. I pressed my tongue right up between her ass cheeks and I started to draw little circles around her puckering hole. She moaned gently.

I kept my eyes closed and tried to pretend like there was a pussy pressed against my face and not a ball sack. I kept pumping her cock while I ate her out. I just wanted to get her off so she would be satisfied, and we could move on. I could cuddle with her for the rest of the night—that was something I could bare. But this? This was torture. This was my worst nightmare: my tongue pressed into a biological man’s asshole.

At least I thought it was my nightmare. I wanted to be completely disgusted. But hearing her moaning while her toes curled against the bed sheets was incredibly hot. I started getting hard myself. Her cock felt strangely feminine. She was clean-shaven and smooth. She was uncircumcised, and her dick was even kind of cute in a weird way.

She stayed rock-hard the whole time I ate her out.

“Now fuck me,” she said, her cheeks dark red.

I slowly climbed up onto the bed, lifting and spreading her legs, getting myself up close. I looked down at her body, which was still beautiful, even knowing it belonged to a biological man. When I wasn’t focussing on her throbbing member, she was stunning. But it was hard to focus on anything else.

I pressed the tip of my cock up to her wet, puckering hole. “Ready?” I asked.

“Fuck me. I want you to fuck me so hard,” she said. Her Swedish accent was ridiculously arousing. I pushed my cock into her. She took it like a champion. She clenched a few times, but only for a few seconds. Otherwise, she let me sink in deep. I could feel the walls of her anus clenching and releasing along my shaft, like she was trying to suck it up inside of her. It felt good—really good.

I put my hands on her hips. Her skin was so soft. Her curves were so perfect. I started thrusting in and out of her.

I watched her face as she moaned and squirmed and smiled and bit her lip. She really was sexy. She grabbed my hand and brought it up to her face so she could suck my fingers. I slipped those same fingers around her throat—she liked that. She sucked my thumb while I pressed down on her throat and filled her ass with my cock. She started moaning louder. Her eyes were shining when they were open.

And then my eyes started to drift down—lower and lower. I found myself staring at her cock. I couldn’t look away. It was throbbing. Her tip was turning a shade of red. I could see her thick veins pumping blood through her member. It was incredible arousing and sexy. I couldn’t help myself: I reached down and held it, and I even started to stroke it. “Yeah, baby,” she said. “Jerk me off. Make me come.” I closed my fist tighter and I pumped faster. She loved it. I loved it. I couldn’t stop. I wanted to watch her come all over herself. I clenched tight and pumped fast and hard.

“Come for me, baby. I want you to come,” I said.

Her face was turning dark red. Her moaning turned into screaming. Then she burst—all over her fake tits. I’d never seen anything sexier in my life. The sight alone brought me to my own orgasm. We’d only been fucking for two minutes—and I’d never fucked a girl faster than ten before.

I rolled over next to her, exhausted as if we’d been fucking for the last four hours. She took a second to catch her own breath before rolling over and throwing one of her legs over mine. I could feel her ball sack against my thigh. “That was amazing,” she said before she started kissing my neck. I continued to catch my breath.

“Yeah,” I said. And then a moment later, I could feel my own cum on my thigh. I was oozing out from her butthole and dribbling down her ball sack. And I realized: I just fucked a tranny. I felt the colour drain from my face.


CHAPTER VII

I didn’t get much sleep that night. I’m not entirely sure if I even slept at all. When I woke up, she was in my arms, facing me, with one of her legs between mine. I could feel her warm bulge against my leg. It took a lot of will power not to push her back and sprint for the shower. I had to roll her off slowly, so she wouldn’t wake up, and I crept into the bathroom, and didn’t start the shower until the door was closed and locked behind me.

When I was finished, she was up, sitting naked on the bed. “Hey there,” she said as I stepped back into the bedroom our penthouse suite.

I forced a smile and said, “Good morning.”

Her cock was out, hanging heavy on her leg. It was hard to look at her without my focus being pulled entirely towards the beast. “Have any plans this morning?” she asked.

“I’ve got a few meetings,” I said, lying. I had no plans, as per usual. I just wanted to distance myself from her for as long as possible—preferably forever. I just needed my dad to sign those papers.

“What time?” she asked.

“My first one’s in an hour. I slept in.”

“I bet I can get you off in less than five minutes,” she said with a big grin. Her hair was messy and hanging in front of one of her eyes. She was as sexy as hell—at least she would have been had it not been for that throbbing cock draped on her thigh.

“I’d love that, but I really don’t think I’ve got the time,” I said. I started getting dressed. She hopped up to her feet and came over to me. I did my best to hurry, trying to make it look like I really was in a rush. And because I wanted to get out of there before she asked too many questions. I didn’t even know what I would tell her if she asked what the meetings were about or where I worked. I couldn’t tell her that I worked for my father, even though I didn’t. If she thought I worked for my father, she would know that the date was just a set up to convince her father to sign the merger papers.

I bent over to pull my boxers up. But before I could, she stepped up behind me. And I felt her warm throbber press up between my butt cheeks. Her hands caressed my hips. I froze, a coldness entering into my gut. “I bet you’d like being a bottom,” she said, spreading my butt cheeks slightly. She ran her thumb over my asshole. Then she reached around and slipped her fingers around my cock. At least her hands were amazingly feminine. They were small and soft—and I’m pretty sure there aren’t any surgeries to feminize hands.

“Maybe tomorrow night,” I said, turning back at her with a smile. “I really can’t miss these meetings. But I’d love to see you again.” I planted a kiss on her lips and then I reached down and ran my fingers along the shaft of her cock. “All of you.” I had to bite my tongue to stay in character. It was an uncomfortable touch but it was a necessary touch. I didn’t want her thinking that I’d just used her. I needed her to think that I really did find her attractive.

She reached down and closed my fingers around her cock. “You can have me right now. I bet you could make me come in your mouth in three minutes. C’mon baby, don’t leave me here alone and horny like this.” She had a strong grip, holding my hand on her cock. I could feel her getting harder. I could feel her veins beginning to pump blood. She wanted to come in my mouth? The thought nearly made me gag. There was no way I could take a load in my mouth and still stay in character.

“Let’s save it for tomorrow. The wait will just make it better,” I said, and I pried my hand loose and pulled up my boxers. I gave her another kiss on the lips, and then within a minute I was out of that hotel suite and on my way back home.

My dad was already at work when I returned home. I found myself pacing nervously around the house all day, stopping only to check the tabloids, to see if there was any news about me going on a date with a tranny. Nothing came up. Luckily, it seemed like none of the people who took our picture knew who Elsa was, or they didn’t care to go to the press with their photos. It was looking like I’d dodged a massive bullet.

My sisters were back from Australia. I didn’t realize they were back until the film crew showed up, around noon. They started setting up their lights and film equipment. “What are you guys doing here today?” I asked, seeing as my mother was out of town for meetings—real meetings.

“Shooting scenes for the show,” the producer told me. And I was worried they meant they were going to shoot scenes with me, and then my sister, Hailey, walked into the room, her hair a mess from her two or three hours of sleep. She dragged her tired feet over to the makeup chair and sat down without a word before the makeup artist started prettying up her face.

“Back already?” I asked.

She just groaned what I think was a ‘yes’. I asked her how her trip was, and when she was leaving again. I didn’t want her around the house while I was figuring things out with Elsa—I didn’t want her finding out that I was courting a transgender chick around town.

One of the camera operators started filming me while I talked to my sister. The sound guy dropped his boom over my head. They did this from time to time: filming while they set up for shots. They were being paid to get as much material as possible for the editors, and the editors often used our little personal conversations in episodes, to make the show seem more real. Sometimes they were sneaky and you wouldn’t even notice them shooting. Other times, like what was happening now, they got their cameras uncomfortably close, with their microphones inches from my lips.

I felt my phone buzzing in my pocket. I took it out without thinking much of it—assuming it was a friend who wanted to play a video game or go down to the mall. I opened up the message without even looking down at the phone—I was still chatting with my sister.

And then I looked down and saw a picture of a naked Elsa on my phone. She was still at the penthouse suite, standing in front of the mirror. She was fully erect in the shot, her tits nice and perky, that cute smile on her face. “In case you want to make a bathroom break,” the accompanying message read. She sent a little video next, of her gently stroking her shaft while biting her bottom lip. I closed my phone and stuffed it into my pocket in a millisecond. I looked behind me, to make sure the camera operator wasn’t standing there, catching it all on tape. Thankfully no one saw. But my phone continued to buzz. She was sending me more. And the shock must have shown on my face because now the cameraman was turning to face me, as if he was catching an important moment on film.

“I need to go take this,” I said, and I got out of that room as quickly as I could. I went up to my room and locked the door. Then I went into my bathroom and I locked that door, too. I unzipped my pants, letting my erection spring free. My hands were shaking as I began to stroke my cock. And with my phone open to the pictures she was sending me, I got myself off.


CHAPTER VIII

When my father came home, I ran down to the kitchen. He looked tired—unsurprising, seeing as he’d been working for fifteen straight hours. “So the merger—is it happening?” I asked before even saying hello.

He looked at me with a raised eyebrow for a moment and then he continued rifling through the fridge for a beer. “Not yet,” he said. “These things take time.”

“But Elsa—she put in a good word, right? Did her father say anything?”

He looked at me again for another long moment. “He wasn’t in today. He went out to Catalina for the day. And tomorrow I think he’s been invited to visit the set of some Ryan Gosling movie that’s shooting downtown.”

“What? So when will this merger be figured out?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Like I said, these things take time.”

I was going to have to string Elsa along for longer than I thought. I couldn’t keep lying to her and telling her I had meetings. She would catch on sooner or later, and then the whole plan would backfire. I had to commit. I’d come this far already. I just needed to keep her where I had her.

As if on cue, I got a text message from Elsa. “So I really want to check out this market on Main Street tomorrow. Will you take me?”

I dragged myself back up to my bedroom. I stared at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t let my father down. There would be thousands of people at the market—it was one of the busiest markets in the country. And they would all have their little cameras on their cellphones. But what other choice did I have?

I spent the better half of the next day getting ready for my market date with Elsa. It only took me about forty minutes to physically get ready—but it took much longer to get myself mentally prepared for the date. I ran through all the possible scenarios in my head: what if someone recognizes both of us? What if the media gets their hands on a picture of us together? What will I say once people start rumouring that I’m dating a transgender chick? Do I deny it? If I deny it, will Elsa disavow me and ruin the merger for my father?

I had to commit to the phony relationship completely, until those papers were signed and there was no turning back for her father—even if that meant lying to the tabloids and saying that I really did like this Elsa chick. But once that deal was signed, I could tell the world that I only did it to secure the merger. I could still salvage some of my pride. In a way, I was like a martyr.

I met Elsa at her downtown hotel. I waited for her in the lobby while she texted me, “Almost ready,” about six separate times. I was already getting looks from hotel guests who recognized me. It was obvious I was waiting for a date: I was dressed in a nice suit and I was holding a big bouquet of flowers. People were interested in seeing who the number-three hottest bachelor was taking out for the night. One little family of Chinese tourists even stopped to take my photo from across the hotel lobby. I forced a smile for their picture. It was going to be a long night.

Elsa finally emerged from the elevator. She was wearing a tight red dress that was cut amazingly short. I couldn’t figure out how her cock wasn’t hanging out—just one wrong step and it would be, by the looks of it.

Her face lit up when she saw me. Her smile was genuine. And I suddenly felt guilty. She really thought that I liked her. She really thought that I was romantically interested in her. And she was going to be seriously disappointed when she discovered it was all fake. But I guess that’s just business.

I opened my arms and she came in for the hug. “You look good,” she said. She smelled nice. Her hair was soft and her body was warm. I could feel her big tits pressing against my chest, and the thought of her big cock stuffed into her panties was already getting me aroused. I hugged her and planted a kiss on her cheek.

“You look better,” I said. “Shall we?”

She took the flowers with one hand and then she took my hand with the other. “We shall,” she said, and she started towards the door. And I could already see how busy it was out on the street. With her holding that bouquet and my hand, there would be no denying that we were on a date. There would be no speculation. The article wouldn’t read: Is Hank dating this chick? It would read: Who is this chick that Hank is dating?

We stepped outside. My body was tense. I had to bite down on my tongue to fight back the urge to pull my hand away. I could see my car parked on the street. We were going to walk down to the market, but I was tempted to drive the car—at least the car had tinted windows. I kept my face pointed towards the ground, so as few people would recognize me as possible.

“Is everything okay?” she asked.

“With me? Everything’s fine,” I said, forcing a smile. But it was getting harder and harder to force those smiles. I was starting to wonder if it was really worth it—if my father’s approval was really worth sacrificing my social status. My social status was all that I had. And what if my dad was wrong? What if Elsa’s approval didn’t affect her father’s business decisions at all? What if all of this was for nothing? The last thing I wanted was a disappointed father and a reputation as the guy who dates trannies.

I looked back at my car. It wasn’t too late to run over and get in. I could tell Elsa that I wasn’t feeling well all of a sudden. She might buy it. And if not, who really cares? My dad had all the money in the world—why did he need more? His company was more than big enough. Surely there were other ways to win his acceptance, right?

“Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked.

I bit down on my tongue. Now was my chance to get out—before some paparazzi recognized me. “I’m good. I’m just excited to hit up this market.” I held her hand tight and we continued down the street towards the market. I’d come this far. I wasn’t giving up now.


CHAPTER IX

I had to commit fully, so I slipped my arm around her back as we approached the bustling market. I made sure to smile for photos. I even kissed her on the cheek when I noticed one photographer raising up his camera. I knew that she could see the flashing cameras as well, so I figured I was making ground in proving my seriousness. But that cold lingering in my gut persisted: I still wasn’t sure whether I was doing the right thing, or if I was just tanking my social reputation.

“So do you live with your father, back in Sweden?” I asked.

“Yeah—and my mother. We own a big house just outside of Stockholm. You would love it. It’s four stories and made from old sandstone. It looks like a castle. I guess it kind of is a castle,” she said.

“It sounds amazing,” I said. “Have you and your father always been close?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “As close as any daughter is to her father,” she said. “Why?”

“Just curious. Is he home a lot, or is always travelling?”

She stopped and looked at me with a strange look. “Why are you so interested in my father?” she asked with a little laugh.

I laughed to ease the sudden tension. “I’m not. I’m just wondering. My dad’s always travelling. I hardly saw him growing up.”

“My dad travels a lot, but I usually travel with him. It’s a great opportunity to see the world. This is only the first time I’ve been to California, though.”

“And what do you think?” I asked.

“It’s okay. I’m glad I came though.” She looked into my eyes with the biggest, brightest smile. I gave her a kiss. And that swirling guilt returned to the pit of my stomach.

More and more people started noticing us. Fifteen seconds couldn’t go by without someone snapping a photo. A few girls came up asking for my autograph. The crowd at the market was becoming denser. My heart rate was starting to increase. There was a club just down the street. There was a VIP room in the back where no one would be able to see us. “Do you want to grab a drink? I know a place,” I said.

She laughed. “No, I’m having fun here. Why? Do you want a drink?” she asked.

I had to bite my tongue harder than ever. “No, I’m just making sure you’re okay,” I said. I was on the verge of having an anxiety attack. It seemed next to impossible to think there wouldn’t be a front-page article in the morning about my relationship with Elsa. If it wasn’t already too late, it was going to be in a matter of minutes. Just how badly did I want to impress my father?

I looked around. There was a group of paparazzi at the end of the market, scanning the crowds—surely they were looking for me. Word had gotten out that I was out with a girl. I made eye contact with one of the paparazzo. He pointed me out to his buddies and they started to make their way through the crowd towards us. I still had a chance to slip away. It wasn’t too late.

Elsa was looking at me with a concerned look. “Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked. “You look sick.” It was my chance to play sick, to excuse myself. I could run and hide in a public bathroom for the rest of the night—anything to save my dwindling reputation.

I looked into her eyes. And suddenly, all of my guilt and anxiety washed away. She was beautiful. I’d never denied that she was beautiful—and she was fun to be around. So why did I care so much about what she was packing between her legs? Why did I care what people thought of us together? She looked and sounded and felt and acted like a woman, so why was it so weird to consider her a woman?

“Are you having fun?” I asked.

She nodded her head, again with that adorable smile. That smile made my heart melt. No man smiles like that. No man is that beautiful. No man is that bubbly and fun to be around. She wasn’t a man, even with her cock.

Was I seriously so concerned over my reputation? Currently I had the reputation of a nearly-thirty year old guy who hasn’t worked a day in his life, who lives at home with his parents, who sleeps in past noon and spends days playing video games… Was that really something I cared so much about holding onto? I was already used to the torrent of hate on social media from strangers who knew nothing about me. I was already used to being called useless. What would change if my reputation shifted? Would the unprovoked hate really be any different? Would it really change my life?

“Can I kiss you?” I asked.

She bit the corner of her bottom lip as her cheeks turned red. “I don’t know. Can you?” she asked. So I leaned in and kissed her. And it wasn’t just a quick peck. Our lips locked and my hands slipped onto her sides. Her tongue penetrated my lips. So what if that tongue once belonged to a man? It didn’t anymore. Now it belonged to a beautiful little brunette with nice big tits and a cute personality. And besides—it’s not like the tongue of a man is even any different than the tongue of a woman. It’s just a mental thing at the end of the day.

I heard the snapping of the paparazzi’s shutters. They were taking pictures of us—pictures that would make the front of magazines in grocery stores across the country. And so what? Let them mock me. It was nothing new.

“Want to go rent that penthouse suite again?” I asked.

“Are you ready to be the bottom?” she asked with a big grin. My heart skipped a beat. I was ready. Hell, I was kind of excited—but still nervous. I took her hand and we ran away from that market, headed straight for that penthouse suite with the big bed—and plenty of towels.


CHAPTER X

We started our romp with some kissing, but it wasn’t long before we were both naked and rolling around on the bed. It wasn’t long before our erections were pressed together and one of my fingers was teasing the inside of her butthole. Neither of us could stop laughing, but I don’t think either of us had any idea why.

She wanted me to suck her nipples, and I didn’t hesitate. She moaned the second my lips were pressed against her stiff tits. I reached down and massaged her shaft while I sucked her beautiful breasts. I didn’t hesitate. It didn’t even occur to me that I was stroking a cock willingly. It just felt natural—more natural than any sex I’d had in my life.

She sunk down and sucked my cock. And my God, did she know how to suck a cock. She bobbed her head up and down, stroking elegantly with her tongue. I’d never been harder in my life. I nearly came in her mouth after just a couple of minutes. I had to stop her so I wouldn’t make a mess of her face. She laughed. I loved that laugh.

Then the moment came: the moment I was so nervous for. She flipped me over and spread my legs. I had my face planted into a pillow. I was ready to bite down, knowing it would probably hurt at first. She had a big cock, and my asshole had never been explored before. I took a deep breath as soon as I felt the tip of her warm throbber sliding between my butt cheeks. She ran her hands up and down my sides before bringing them down to my butt, to spread my cheeks. “You’re puckering,” she said with a little laugh. It was probably because I was nervous.

She bent over and pressed her tongue into my hole. She ate me out for a minute before pressing her tip into my puckering boy-pussy. “Are you ready?” she asked with a grin in her voice.

I nodded my head. I couldn’t respond with the lump in my throat—but I was more ready than ever. I took a deep breath and she started to sink in deep. Her cock was thick, stretching me wide. And it seemed endless. She sunk deeper and deeper and deeper, and just when I thought she was done, she sunk even deeper. I thought I could feel her pressing into my lungs—or maybe I was just short of breath from nervousness. “You’re so tight,” she said.

“Fuck me,” I managed to say before the euphoria began to overtake my body.

She started thrusting. She plunged with big movements, pulling herself out almost completely before coming down with her entire length. I loved the feeling of her ball sack slapping against me. I loved the way her hands planted down on my lower back, and the way her feet rested on mine, her toes curled with mine. “Shit, you really are tight,” she said again. I tried my best not to clench, but it was hard. It still hurt a little bit, but I knew that pain was temporary.

I was still rock-hard, my cock still throbbing. After just a few thrusts, I was in a complete state of euphoria. I caught myself moaning, but I couldn’t stop. I felt strangely emasculated, but I liked it. I liked being her submissive sex toy. I liked being dominated by her giant, throbbing cock. I wanted her to come inside of me. I wanted to feel her warm cum oozing out from my stretched-out butthole. And I wanted it now.

“Fucking come in me,” I groaned.

Her fingers dug deep into my back and she came down harder and faster. It felt so good—too good. Nothing should feel this good. My body started trembling. I didn’t want it to end, but I wanted to feel her warm cum so badly. I started clenching her cock every time it was inside of me completely, as if to try and hold it in for as long as possible. I loved the feeling of being stuffed, and I hated the empty feeling every time she pulled out. I wanted her deep inside of me forever, filling my void with her warm, throbbing meat.

I felt a warmth pooling around my crotch. I was coming. My cock was oozing cum all over the hotel bed sheets. Luckily there was another bedroom with another king-sized bed for us to sleep on. I could come on this one all I wanted.

“Fuck, you’re just so tight,” she said. And then I could feel her cock bloating up, throbbing harder than ever. She was about to unload. I was about to feel her beautiful orgasm deep inside of my body. And then I felt it. And I moaned louder than I’d ever moaned in my life. My whole body trembled and convulsed. She held me tight while she made sure my whole load ended up deep.

And then she rolled off and planted a big kiss on my lips. “I like you. A lot,” she said.

“I like you more,” I said.

“I doubt it,” she said with that cute smile.

“I love you,” I said. And then the room became silent. She stared into my eyes.

“I love you, too,” she said. And then we kissed again. And I meant it—I didn’t care whether my dad made his merger or not. I didn’t care whether the tabloids ran with their story. I didn’t care if I figured out what I wanted to do as a career before it was too late, because all I really wanted was to be with her.

But things have a way of falling into place. It was a week later—a week after the story hit the news, that the son of the richest CEO in America was dating a Swedish transgender chick—when Elsa’s father signed the merger papers. It was a big deal. My dad had never been happier, and he’d certainly never been happier with me. The president of his company came out and made a big angry statement about how horrible it was that I was dating a transgender. He lost his job the same day. And then I got a call from my dad, asking if I might be interested in assuming the role of president, to give the company a fresher face. I didn’t hesitate—I took the job.

It was a lot of work, but it turned out to be something I was good at. I just had to charm company executives all over the world, and that was something that came naturally to me.

I married Elsa just a year later. After hanging out during every spare minute, and having sex twice a day for ten months, we decided we had everything we wanted, so we made it official. And I didn’t even realize until a month after the wedding that I’d would one day be one of the five wealthiest people on the planet: between my parents’ fortunes and Elsa’s parents’ fortunes. But I didn’t care about that. I made plenty of my own money—and I used a bunch of it to start my own nigh club, which turned out to be amazingly successful. The biggest success was the fact that my dad was actually proud of me for making it such a success.

But none of that mattered. I could have been broke and living in a trailer in some small Arizona town—as long as I had Elsa, I was happy, and I had her. And a day didn’t go by where I didn’t show her a good time.

THE END
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