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Author’s Note

Love and attraction can spawn in the most random of ways. I think dreams can manifest more than just ideas, they can be portals to other realities, or process the briefest of glances. This story plays to that theme.

Given the subject matter and the way the Eurotrip comes together, I have formatted this book in a slightly different way. For me, I like this book because it plays to numerous themes but never goes too far into the impossible. It was fun to write, so I hope you like it as much as I enjoyed reading it.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when. Please review too! I love hearing from you.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I’m not really a social media person. I just can’t get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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The Dream

The sunlit streets beckoned with an air of mystery as she dashed along the steep stone-covered sidewalks, her laughter echoing through the air. Her jet-black hair cascaded behind her, swirling like a tempest in the wind, while the warm rays of the sun filtered through the delicate beige lace jumpsuit adorning her graceful form. A vibrant energy seemed to emanate from her very being, infecting the atmosphere with its contagious joy.

"You still haven't caught me yet, Jerry," she playfully taunted, her voice carrying on the wind, teasingly distant. "Which means you don't get me."

Determined and captivated, I pursued her, my voice trailing after her as I called out, "I'll catch you, and then we'll create a love that transcends time."

Yet, despite my fervent chase, every attempt to draw nearer to her only resulted in her slipping away, a tantalizing mirage always just out of reach. The labyrinthine streets, though oddly familiar, held an enigmatic quality that eluded my understanding. Where was I? Spain? Mexico? The mystery of my surroundings deepened, but one thing remained certain: I stood near the sea, its shimmering presence a constant reminder of its proximity.

As the vibrant scene dissolved into fragments, abruptly replaced by reality, I jolted upright in bed, the remnants of the dream still lingering in my mind. Confusion engulfed me as I glanced around my childhood room, the lingering presence of nostalgia mingling with the disorientation of my awakening. The poster of Megan Fox, a relic of bygone years, watched over me, reminding me that I was back in my familiar haven, not some distant Mediterranean hotel room. Reality had reclaimed its dominion, and I found myself retracing the path that led me here.

Mom's voice floated up the stairs, interrupting my thoughts. "Jerry! Breakfast is ready, honey. Are you coming down before your dad leaves for work?"

"Yeah, Mom, I'm coming," I replied, stifling a yawn, my mind grappling with the abrupt return to the mundane.

"He'll be leaving soon, Jerry. You should hurry," she urged, concern evident in her voice.

Before I could respond, a tense exchange erupted between my parents downstairs. My dad's voice pierced through the heated atmosphere, frustration seeping into his words, "Jesus Christ, Margaret, give the poor boy a chance to wake up. He only got home yesterday."

"Pardon me for wanting my boy to spend time with his father once in a while," Mom retorted sharply, her words laden with unspoken resentment.

"What's wrong with you?" Dad's exasperation colored his tone. "I'm just going to the plant for a few hours. I'm not disappearing off the face of the Earth."

"You could have a car accident, or a heart attack," she retorted, her voice trembling with an undercurrent of fear. "Look at all that fat you're eating."

The clatter of dad's dropped fork reverberated through the silence that followed. "Margaret, I don't have many exciting things in my life, and Lord knows I don't get anything from you anymore. Don't you dare ruin bacon for me."

"I'm not saying anything..." Mom's voice wavered, trailing off.

Frustration and weariness overcame me, and I buried my head under the pillow, trying to block out the noise and confusion that surrounded me. Was this what awaited me in the coming weeks and months until I found a job?

"It's time to take a year off and travel," my friend Kyle suggested, echoing my own desire for escape. He, too, had recently completed his studies in Social Studies and found himself in the same jobless predicament. "I'll come with you."

"But where would we go?" I pondered, feeling confined by the limitations of our small Colorado town.

"Europe," he proposed, his eyes alight with a sense of adventure.

"Europe," I repeated, the memories of my vivid dreams flooding my mind. "Yes, Europe! We should go to Europe!"

"Yeah, that's what I said," Kyle affirmed, bemused by my sudden enthusiasm.

That evening, driven by an insatiable curiosity, I found myself immersed in a quest for flight tickets. Spain, the recurrent setting of my dreams, initially seemed like the obvious choice, but the exorbitant prices dissuaded me. I entertained the notion of flying to London and embarking on a bus journey across the continent, but the thought of spending extensive hours confined to bus seats left me yearning for a more enticing option. Undeterred, I continued my search, determined to find the perfect opportunity.

Then, like a beacon beckoning me towards destiny, I stumbled upon an extraordinary deal. Business class tickets from New York to Prague, Czech Republic, for a fraction of their usual cost. The offer seemed too good to be true, and I scoured the fine print for hidden catches, only to find none. It was a golden opportunity, too enticing to let slip away. Without hesitation, I booked the tickets, resolute in my decision, and swiftly shared the flight details with Kyle through an email.

But now came the challenging part: convincing my parents to lend me the necessary funds to embark on this journey of self-discovery. As I broached the subject, I was taken aback by my father's surprising response. "Actually, son," he began, a hint of nostalgia coloring his voice, "I was a little surprised you didn't take a gap year before college. Your mother and I both did, and I can't think of a better idea. Exploring Europe will broaden your horizons, especially if you plan to pursue a career in politics."

I raised my eyebrows, initially startled by their unexpected approval. Yet, upon reflection, I realized that my parents had always been remarkably supportive, despite my failure to fully acknowledge it. Gratitude welled up within me as I responded, "Thank you, guys. This means a lot to me. It's truly awesome."

My dad, with a mischievous glimmer in his eyes, raised a finger, signaling he had a few conditions of his own. "The moment you return, you'll diligently search for a job," he declared, emphasizing his expectations.

"Deal," I agreed readily, eager to meet his challenge.

"You'll steer clear of drugs," he added firmly, concern lacing his voice.

"Deal," I confirmed, fully aware of the importance of maintaining a clear mind and focus.

"And remember, treat your money as if it were your own. Be cautious and think before you spend. People will try to take advantage of you out there," he cautioned, his protective instincts shining through.

"I understand," I replied sincerely, absorbing his wisdom.

In that moment, as if prompted by an invisible force, my father pulled me into an unexpected hug, our connection transcending words. Mom appeared, momentarily interrupting the poignant scene as she stepped out to collect the laundry, unaware of the tender exchange. With a finality that only a parent's embrace can provide, he whispered to me, "And promise me you'll find yourself a charming European beauty."

Laughter erupted from within me, a genuine and uninhibited expression of joy. "Got it," I assured him, a renewed sense of anticipation and adventure surging through my veins.

My parents' unwavering support, coupled with my father's lighthearted remark, ignited a fire within me—a determination to seize this opportunity and make the most of my journey. As I packed my bags and bid farewell to my childhood home, a mix of excitement and nervous anticipation filled the air.


Fun with Ricky, Tara and Svetlana

The day of departure arrived, and with each passing moment, my anticipation grew. The airport bustled with people, the scent of adventure lingering in the air. Kyle stood by my side, his own excitement palpable, as we navigated the labyrinthine corridors, searching for our gate. The overhead announcement echoed through the terminal, announcing the boarding of our flight to Prague.

Stepping onto the plane, I marveled at the plush seats and attentive service of the business class cabin. It felt like a world away from my small town life, a tantalizing glimpse of the possibilities that awaited me.

“Oh man, oh man.” Kyle laughed as we boarded the Delta connection to Prague.  “I can’t believe we lucked out on these flights.  How awesome is this?  Business class dude!”

The plane ride proved to be quite memorable, though not entirely for the reasons I expected. While Kyle remained wide-awake throughout the journey, I found myself unable to resist the temptation of sleep. My disappointment at succumbing to drowsiness was only matched by the vivid dream that followed.

Once more, I had a dream about the girl.  In my dream, I discovered myself inside a dimly lit, yet fascinatingly designed nightclub. Steampunk touches abounded with countless elaborate clockwork pieces and shining metal details. Amidst the darkness, a captivating figure moved gracefully through the crowd. Dressed in minimalist white attire consisting of a mini-skirt and matching crop top, they oozed a mesmerizing charm. Although I tried to get closer, I found myself stuck in place.

As they spun around, exposing a nearly invisible G-string underneath their skirt, reality blurred, and I acknowledged the startling fact. This ethereally beautiful being in front of me, whom I could not help but admire, was neither solely male nor fully female – instead, occupying a space between the conventional gender boundaries. Surprisingly, despite identifying as heterosexual, I felt drawn to them in ways that defied logic or explanation. Their uniqueness stirred up intense emotions within me.

My pulse quickening as the dream continued, I became increasingly aware of the intimate details of their body. Upon closer inspection, I noticed a distinct bulge within their tight briefs. That bulge denoted something usually hidden away, an attribute typically associated with maleness – a protrusion that piqued my curiosity even further. However, its presence didn't seem incongruous with their overall feminine appearance. Rather, it added another layer of complexity to their allure.

When I eventually woke up drenched in sweat, the aircraft had already started preparations for landing over Prague. Despite feeling somewhat confused and questioning my own preferences, I made a conscious decision to seize the chance for fresh experiences during my forthcoming stay in Europe. With an openness to new encounters and personal discoveries, I leaned back into my chair, eagerly anticipating what lies ahead beyond the iconic Czech architecture.

The hostel turned out to be decent enough, although I had hoped for a bit more privacy. Sharing a room with Kyle, his girlfriend, another girl, and the single girl, who seemed to have a never-ending supply of weed, made the experience much more enjoyable.

Our plan was to spend a week in the hostel exploring Prague before renting an apartment for a month. The apartment would serve as a home base for our travels outside of Prague to Poland, Germany, and Austria. It was amusing to see Kyle, who complained about the lack of privacy, getting along so well with the single girl named Svetlana. She was Russian and had a refreshing disdain for Putin. Svetlana had a carefree and open attitude, particularly when it came to public nudity. Our other roommates, Tara and Ricky, were from Holland. They shared the same open-mindedness about nudity and, well, they didn't exactly make an effort to be discreet during their intimate moments.

Tara and Ricky had this peculiar habit of using poppers during their encounters. Curious about it, I asked them about the purpose. According to them, it heightened sexual arousal and intensified orgasms. One evening, when I had the room to myself, I decided to indulge in some self-pleasure. In the heat of the moment, I noticed the bottle of Old Amsterdam and decided to give it a try. Following Ricky's instructions, I took a sniff from both nostrils before carefully replacing the lid. Within moments, I experienced an intense rush, accompanied by the pounding of my own heartbeat. Although the euphoria lasted only a brief moment, it was enough to enhance my climax.

Feeling a sense of camaraderie with Tara and Ricky, I decided to share my little adventure with them. "Hey guys, I hope you don't mind, but I tried your poppers," I confessed to them.

Tara smiled mischievously and quipped, "Oh, so you had a girl here?" She gave me a sideways glance, her cute blonde pigtails adding to her charm. Although she was a bit heavier than my usual preference, she had an inviting aura.

"Nah, I was alone," I replied, feeling my face flush with embarrassment.

Ricky said something to Tara in Dutch, which sounded like gibberish to me. "Air, huh, hu-huh, masturbeeranh, hu-huh-huh-chuhin," he mumbled, leaving me clueless.

"Aw, poor you. Find yourself a nice girl to give you some oral pleasure," Tara stated matter-of-factly.

"Well, sure," I chuckled.

"No, seriously. You should come clubbing with us tonight. I'll find you a girl, I promise," Tara insisted. "And if I can't, well... I'll take care of you myself."

Her offer caught me off guard, and I burst into laughter. "Wouldn't Ricky mind?"

Ricky called out to me, dismissing any concerns. "Forget about it, man. We only live once, right? It's just sex, no big deal. You Yanks take it too seriously."

It was undeniable. The United States had a negative and repressed view of sex, largely influenced by religion, in my opinion. As I observed Tara undressing to prepare for her shower, I momentarily glanced at Kyle, who had faded into the background of my thoughts. To my astonishment, his face displayed sheer shock. He alternated his gaze between Tara and me, the gears in his mind audibly turning. I silently pleaded for him to keep his thoughts to himself, but once Kyle fixated on something, there was no stopping him.

"With that in mind, Rick..." Kyle began, and Rick peered over the orange plastic partition, raising a curious eyebrow. He clearly anticipated the direction this conversation was headed.

"Kyle..." I muttered, hoping to discourage him.

"No, no. We're all free-spirited here, right?" he persisted.

"Right," Tara affirmed. "So, you want to have sex with me?"

"Well, actually, since we're all so open-minded, I thought we could all join in," Kyle proposed.

Now, Rick was no small guy. He exuded an intimidating presence, his muscles suggesting he could overpower all of us effortlessly. I cringed, anticipating Kyle's remark to result in a black eye, if he was lucky. Thus, I was genuinely surprised when Ricky grinned and replied, "Sounds like fun!"

Tara couldn't help but giggle as she swiftly discarded her panties. "Get to it, boys!" she exclaimed, eagerly envisioning the prospect of three men satisfying her simultaneously.

Suddenly, an "ahem" interrupted the charged atmosphere, and we turned to witness Svetlana, the attractive Russian girl, standing before us completely nude. A mischievous smirk played on her lips as she inquired, "And what about me?"

I exchanged bewildered glances with Kyle, Ricky, and Tara, all of them gaping in astonishment. It was Tara who took charge, organizing the proceedings. To cut the long story short, Tara and Svetlana engaged in a 69 position, while we took turns pleasuring both of them. Ricky even took a moment to record our escapades on his phone before emailing it to all of us. We indulged in two hours of passionate encounters, indulging in poppers and exploring all kinds of taboo activities with the two girls. It was an exhilarating experience, marking the beginning of a new chapter in my sexual journey.

That evening, we ventured out for a night of clubbing at a vibrant venue called Cross. My stomach growled with hunger, but I was assured that the club would satisfy my craving for unhealthy food, and it didn't disappoint. Devouring a ridiculously cheap yet delicious burger, we then descended into the club's depths.

As I entered the main dancefloor, a wave of familiarity washed over me. It struck me that this was the club from my dream. In that moment, a deep intuition stirred within me, whispering that I would encounter the girl from my dream tonight. I scanned the dancefloor, straining my eyes to discern the faces. I was certain she was nearby; I could feel it! She had to be here, but where?

"Here you are," a voice chimed, and I turned to find Kyle, holding two plastic beakers of beer. "I brought you a beer. At these prices, I can cover the whole night and still stay within my daily budget. And guess what?"

"What?" I replied, intrigued.

"The beer isn't watered-down piss!" he exclaimed, a hint of excitement in his voice.

"Nice," I acknowledged, gratefully accepting the beaker from his outstretched hand.

Shortly after, the others joined us, each holding their chosen drinks. Tara distributed little blue pills of ecstasy, and not wanting to dampen the mood, I decided to partake in one.

For the next half-hour, I immersed myself in the search for the girl of my dreams, saying little to my companions. Then, the drug's effects began to kick in, and it proved to be an uncomfortable experience.

"I think I need to sit down," I confessed, feeling an unexpected wave of shivers. The music became too loud, the crowd too suffocating. At times, it felt as though I was moving just a fraction faster than the world around me.

"Come on, babe," Tara offered, taking my hand. "I'll take care of you." She reassured the others.

We settled into a secluded enclave of suspended chairs, and she pulled me close, cradling my head against her ample D cup breasts. "First time, huh?" she inquired.

"Yeah," I admitted.

"You didn't have to do it, you know? No one would've judged you."

"I guess I'm still adjusting to the European mindset. American guys can be quite susceptible to peer pressure." Pausing for a moment, I added, "But something feels off. These drugs are having a different effect, aren't they?"

Tara chuckled. "Actually, no. The come-up can be a bit intense with these pills, especially for first-timers like you. Just sip some water now and then, ride it out. It'll last a couple more minutes, and then you'll start feeling different." She gently lifted my face, planting a deep, reassuring kiss on my lips. "Trust me," she urged, and I immediately did. In that instant, I saw her as someone I could trust with my deepest secrets. I should tell her everything! Oh, this track is incredible. Look at my leg shaking. Is it supposed to shake like that? What if it's nerve damage? Wait, she's actually stunning, and her kiss is extraordinary. I should confide in her about why I'm here. But what if she finds it repulsive? No, wait, we just had an intense sexual experience with multiple partners. I giggled. "Gang fucked," I mumbled, and Tara blushed.

"That was incredible, though," she confessed. "I want to do it again. Promise me we'll do it again!"

"I promise!" I declared, and we kissed once more. "You're so hot."

"And you are too."

"I dreamt about a stunning girl here in Europe, which is why I came. The dream girl..."

"Was it me?" she asked, hope lingering in her voice.

"No, it was a transsexual," I revealed.

"Oh, cool!"

"Right?"

"So, you're into that?"

"No, not at all! Can you believe it?"

"No!" she laughed.

"Me neither."

"So, who is this dream girl?"

"I don't know, but she's somewhere in this club. I can feel it."

"Could it be me?"

"You're not a transsexual."

"Ah, right. That's a pretty crucial detail."

"Is it?"

"I suppose so."

"Right. Damn, this track is awesome!"

"It's fucking unbelievable!"

"Let's go dance!"

"WOOO!!!" she squealed, and we darted down the stairs, returning to the pulsating dancefloor where our friends awaited. They embraced us warmly, joyful exclamations filling the air.

"We missed you!" Svetlana called out, her voice full of excitement.

"This is absolutely mind-blowing!" Kyle's voice rose above the thunderous beats of techno, his eyes wide with excitement. "We don't get music like this back in the States."

Ricky interjected, seeking to provide some context, "Actually, the DJ is from Detroit, where this music originated."

"SERIOUSLY?" Kyle and I exclaimed in unison. Overwhelmed with enthusiasm, we made our way to the front of the dancefloor and pointed at the towering black DJ behind the decks, shouting at the top of our lungs, "DETROIT FUCKING RULES!!" A broad smile crept across the DJ's face as he acknowledged our exuberance.

Returning to the group, we joined the others just as Ricky called out, "Don't worry, Jerry. If your transsexual dream girl is here, we'll find her!"

Kyle paused, his brows furrowed in confusion. "Wait, what did you just say?"

And so, I proceeded to recount the entire story to Kyle. While he was aware of my recurring dreams, he hadn't heard about the latest one. Surprisingly, Kyle remained remarkably cool about it, though it could have been the influence of the drugs. He pulled me into a warm embrace as we sat down together, sipping our beers after dancing non-stop for nearly two hours.

"Dude, you know I'm your best friend," Kyle reassured me. "We've known each other for years, and I would never judge you for anything. That being said, it could all be a coincidence. Maybe you stumbled upon a picture of this club in Prague before coming here, and it got lodged in your subconscious. There was a TV show recently about the ban on transsexuals in the military that Trump wants to enforce. Perhaps that played a role. All I'm saying is, don't read too much into this. If you do happen to meet the girl, great. If not, life goes on. We're still having an epic time."

A smile spread across my face as I nodded in agreement. "You're right. We are indeed having an unforgettable time. And holy shit, that fucking orgy!"

"Absolutely!" Kyle chimed in. "You know she wants to go for another round later?"

"Fuck yeah, man! Fuck yeah!"

"WOOO!!!" We heard a jubilant cry beside us as Svetlana landed on our group, joined by Tara and Ricky, who plopped themselves down opposite us.

"What were you guys talking about?" Tara inquired, curiosity dancing in her eyes.

"About fucking you again later!" Kyle boldly declared.

"I don't think I can wait until later," she laughed, a mischievous spark in her voice.

"I'm with you!" Svetlana exclaimed, pulling me up from my seat and urging me to follow her. We dashed off towards the restrooms, her hand tightly gripping mine. As soon as we reached the door, she swiftly locked it behind us, creating an intimate space. Without wasting a moment, she dropped to her knees, and my arousal was met by the warmth of her mouth enveloping my cock. The sensations flooded my senses, heightening the urgency and desire that coursed through my veins.

In a swift motion, Svetlana spun around, her panties sliding down her legs as she lifted her tiny mini-skirt. "Fuck me," she gasped, her voice heavy with need. And I obliged, thrusting into her with a fierce intensity, each impact echoing the raw hunger between us. For a blazing minute and a half, we became lost in a whirlwind of pleasure. Honestly, could anyone expect me to last longer under such intoxicating circumstances?

After our passionate encounter, she handed me her little pink lace thong, her gaze both playful and enticing. "You can keep these in your pocket," she suggested, and I gladly complied, accepting the delicate undergarment. "You can even give them a sniff if you'd like," she added, her teeth lightly grazing her bottom lip, a seductive invitation in her eyes.

I brought the lacy fabric to my nose, inhaling its sweet fragrance. "Lovely," I murmured sincerely, captivated by the mingling scents of arousal and adventure.

As I opened the door, a scene of pure hedonism unfolded before me. Kyle and Ricky were enthusiastically exploring Tara's body, their touch filled with unrestrained desire. "Fuck, yes!" they cried out, their excitement propelling them towards the restroom, hastily locking the door behind them.

Although I didn't find the girl from my dreams that night, I was enveloped in a euphoric haze, experiencing the most exhilarating night of my life. We danced until the early hours of the morning, losing ourselves in the pulsating rhythms that reverberated through our souls. And when the music finally ceased, we embarked on an intense journey of pleasure, indulging in the depths of our desires until the sun began to rise.

Such debauchery and uninhibited passion were beyond anything I had ever imagined, yet I felt grateful to have embraced this extraordinary experience. Two days later, Tara and Ricky would depart, leaving behind cherished memories. However, we extended an invitation to Svetlana, offering her a place in our apartment, and she joyously accepted, becoming an integral part of our shared adventure.


The Issue with Leather

Our stay in Prague extended from one month to two, as the affordable rent and our side gig of teaching English conversation allowed us to comfortably sustain our adventure. Kyle and Svetlana had become a semi-official couple, with me occasionally joining them in bed as a welcomed third wheel.

As time passed, it became apparent that the girl of my dreams was nothing more than a figment of my imagination. However, I had embraced the single lifestyle and relished in the freedom it provided. While I hadn't found a partner interested in settling down, I reveled in the independence and enjoyed exploring the city at my own pace.

Around the one-month mark, Kyle and Svetlana had a conversation where they shared their deepest fantasies. Although I wasn't privy to the details, it resulted in me playing a lesser role in their sexual escapades. Truth be told, it didn't bother me in the least. Gradually, I started noticing the faint sounds of whipping and Svetlana uttering commanding words directed at Kyle. Not one to be oblivious, I couldn't help but chuckle at the realization that they were engaging in a vibrant BDSM lifestyle.

Simultaneously, I observed Svetlana's wardrobe undergoing a transformation. PVC and latex garments made their way into her everyday attire. After a week of this noticeable change, curiosity got the better of me, and I decided to bring it up during breakfast.

"I must say, Svetlana, I'm quite fond of the PVC outfits, but wouldn't leather provide more flexibility?" I meant it as a playful jest, but she took my inquiry seriously.

"The issue with leather is that it can be quite expensive, not to mention the ethical concerns surrounding animal welfare," she responded, her tone conveying a genuine concern.

"I see," I nodded, understanding her point.

We sat in silence for a few moments before she continued, "My whips are made of leather, and so are the collars for my submissives." She nodded towards Kyle, emphasizing her statement.

"Okay," I replied, trying to absorb the information.

"Why? Are you interested in being my submissive too?" Svetlana asked, a mischievous grin dancing across her lips. "I wouldn't mind having two submissives."

Strangely, while the idea of indulging in kink sparked a fire within me, I couldn't envision it with Svetlana. Her natural inclination for dominance seemed too fitting, and I politely declined, "You're good, thanks."

We shared a fleeting moment of understanding, recognizing the boundaries that defined our interactions. The breakfast continued with light banter and the anticipation of another day filled with newfound experiences in the vibrant city of Prague. She pouted for a bit, then turned to Kyle.  “Eat breakfast bitch!” She screamed, slamming her hand on the table.

As we sat together, enjoying our beers on a relaxed evening, a question stirred within me. "So, whose fantasy was this whole BDSM dynamic, anyway?" I inquired, genuinely curious to delve into the origins of their newfound kink.

Kyle squirmed a bit, his discomfort evident. "Well, um, actually..." he hesitated, searching for the right words.

"Hey, mate, remember our conversation back at Cross? We established that we're open-minded and accepting of each other's desires," I reassured him, referencing our heart-to-heart chat at the club.

"Yeah," he admitted with a sigh. "It's kind of both of ours, to be honest. Svetlana mentioned that she had been in a dominant/submissive relationship in the past and missed it. And I admitted to her that the idea of it had always intrigued me and turned me on."

I found his revelation intriguing, considering the image I had of Kyle as the confident, assertive type. "Strange, I always imagined you as the naturally dominant one," I mused aloud.

A flicker of uncertainty crossed his face as he responded, "I am, well, I was, on the field and in other aspects of life. But with her, it's different. She has this natural dominance that draws me in, you know?"

I nodded, understanding his point. "She definitely exudes that dominant aura effortlessly. And I have to admit, it can be a little intimidating at times. Maybe it's the combination of her Russian accent and her assertiveness. I find myself a bit wary when she embraces that side of herself. I prefer the cute and cuddly version of her."

Kyle's expression softened as he countered, "But I genuinely enjoy her dominant nature. It's something that excites me and brings out a different side of our connection."

I chuckled lightly. "Well, good for you, mate. Everyone has their own tastes and preferences. It's all about finding what works for you."

With that, we clinked our beer glasses together, acknowledging the diversity of desires and the unique dynamics that exist within relationships. Our conversation shifted to other topics, the bond between us strengthened by our willingness to explore and understand each other's journeys of self-discovery.

As time went on, Kyle and Svetlana's BDSM relationship began to extend beyond their private encounters, gradually seeping into the public sphere. Our circle of friends became aware of their dynamic, and they even started attending fetish parties together. To allow them the space they needed, I found myself venturing out more frequently with other friends I had made during my time in Prague—both Czech locals and fellow Americans, though I leaned more toward spending time with the Czechs.

Then, one day, I proposed to Kyle that we embark on a week-long trip to Amsterdam. I knew he had been enthusiastic about the idea just a few weeks prior. However, this time, his response caught me off guard.

"I'll need to check with Svetla," he whined. "I think she might have work commitments."

"You mean Mistress Svetla," I retorted sharply, my frustration evident.

"Yeah, I mean Mis... for fuck's sake, Jer, I thought you'd be happy for me? I'm finally finding happiness and embracing my life. I'm sorry things haven't panned out for you, but don't blame me!" he snapped, his voice filled with a mix of anger and desperation.

"What happened to 'bros before hos,' Kyle?" I retorted, feeling a pang of hurt and betrayal.

"I can't help it if I fell in love," he responded, his tone softer, but filled with conviction.

"Yeah..." I trailed off, searching for a retort, but deep down, I knew I was being childish and selfish in my reaction. "Fine, I'll go to Amsterdam without you then. Screw it," I declared, slamming my bedroom door shut.

That evening, fueled by a mixture of anger and determination, I found myself standing at Prague's main train station. Without hesitation, I purchased a sleeper ticket to Amsterdam. I was resolute in my decision to embark on this solo adventure, determined to enjoy my time in the vibrant city, regardless of the circumstances. It was a time for me to explore and discover new experiences, even if it meant doing so alone.

Without Kyle, it was initially a letdown for the first couple of days. I then recalled that Ricky and Tara lived in Amsterdam, so I decided to contact them. They were ecstatic that I had come over.

“You have to stay with us,” Tara insisted. “Where are you staying?” I sighed heavily into the phone.

“Some crappy overpriced hostel.”

“No way. You're our guest. Come on,” she demanded and quickly rattled off her address for me to write down.

Tara greeted me at the door, her hands all over me. She was so excited to see me that she couldn't wait for me to get inside. But the moment I crossed the threshold, she grabbed me and stuck her tongue in my mouth. Her boyfriend, Ricky, watched us all with anticipation as Tara led us across their apartment to her bedroom.

She grabbed me by the arms and pulled me in close and crushed her lips into mine. I felt her teeth digging into my lip hard before she let go and began kissing down my neck, making it impossible for me to think straight. We stumbled onto the couch with me on top of her, fumbling to get my penis out of my jeans, and just when we had gotten the buttons undone she sat up and shoved me backwards, yelling something about getting a condom. It happened so fast that before I knew it she had climbed on top of me, straddling my hips over my thighs, then lowered herself onto my cock until she was sitting on it balls-deep inside her cunt. 

"Is this just a holiday fling then?" I chuckled as they lit the joint and offered it to me.

“Not for me." Tara asserted, her tone finally conveying some of the depth of feeling she was hiding. 

I glanced over at Ricky when she said that; his only reaction was to give a lighthearted shrug of his shoulders. "She can love more than one person," he told me. "It doesn't bother me."

"Are you seeing other women too?" I asked him.

"No serious ones, not right now."

I took a deep draw on the spliff just as they inquired about Kyle and Svetlana. “Well, they have been exploring the dynamic between them, and they came to the conclusion that it works best if she takes on the dominant role and he is submissive."

They both grinned with mirth. “Nice!” Tara exclaimed in awe.

"Yeah," I continued, "I may have been resentful because he's in a relationship and I'm not."

"You found me," Tara whispered seductively, restarting my libido with her soft caresses.

"That's not what I meant," I said as patiently as possible.

"Didn't you ever try to find a trans girl?" she inquired of me.

I shrugged noncommittally. "I wasn't really trying to date someone that way. I'm straight and yearning for children of my own."

"There are plenty of kids out there who need homes being raised, Jerry," Ricky pointed out. Tara sunk to her knees in front of me and swallowed my penis. She didn’t take it out of her mouth, but started moving up and down on the shaft, running her tongue along its underside. The head of my cock brushed against the back of Tara’s throat and I moaned; she was expertly hilting herself there now voluntarily. Rick had left the room quietly and closed the door behind him, so we were alone. Oh, this felt good. A few moments later, my orgasm approached apace, at which time Tara raised herself off my cock and placed it at her anus, closing her eyes, she lowered herself down gingerly. My erection jolted inside her warmth. Her wetness dripped all over my legs. “Oh yeah, that’s the spot. Now close your eyes and pretend you are fucking a tranny,” she whispered in my ear seductively. “I am your tranny now, and I have a big juicy cock. It’s hard; can you feel how hard it is?” she cooed into my ear as she bounced up and down on my dick. So hot; I loved this girl already! I rubbed her nipples with one hand as the other wrapped around my ballsack, providing some counterbalance for the intense pleasure rushing through me.

Again, my cock became even harder.  “Mmmm, maybe you wanna feel my cock up your arse!” She moaned, bouncing up and down on me faster now, rubbing her clit.  My cock twitching and growing. “Say it!  Say you wanna be fucked by your tranny.”

“I wanna be fucked by my tranny!” I gasped.

“Fuck!  Fuck!  Rick!  Rick!” She called. 

Eventually I found myself naked, kneeling on the bed. A drop of pre-come emerged from my dick and I licked it away. The door opened and Ricky walked in with a very hard, thick prick. He stroked it while walking to me. “What are you doing?” I gasped as he grabbed me by the hair and rubbed his cock against my lips. It was like I was dreaming as he pushed it into my mouth; it tasted salty and delicious. Tara moaned and came for a third time, climbing off me, leaving me hard, horny and incomplete; but none of that mattered because I had something in my mouth now. “Suck it and open your cheeks!” Tara ordered. My heart was racing with excitement as I sucked and spread them for him. “Oh yeah, good boy Jerry!”

“Fuck him,” Tara whispered into her boyfriend’s ear, loud enough for me to hear. I took deep sniffs of the poppers and turned around. He positioned himself at my rear and pushed. The poppers eased the initial pain and once he was all the way in, I found myself beginning to crave it more and more. This was amazing. I gave Tara the bottle of poppers and she held it under Ricky’s nose. I needed this.

“Oh fuck, yes Ricky, yes! Fuck me!” I cried out.

“Yes Ricky, yes! Yes! Fuck him hard! Rape him!” Tara screamed, herself close to another orgasm as she masturbated.

“I can’t hold on any longer.” Ricky groaned and then he pressed his hips forward one final time, his sperm shooting inside me in hot cum spurts. One after another until finally he pulled out of us both.

"Now finish in me." Tara told me, positioning her cunt under my cock. It only took a few short strokes before I could no longer hold back and with a final thrust I spewed all that I had left inside her quivering pussy. We lay there panting as we came down from our high when Tara told me: "That was the best sexual experience of my life."

"How long are you here?" Ricky asked me.

"Four more nights."

A knowing grin spread over his face as he said: "You're gonna be very sore next week." They both laughed as they rose to their feet.


It’s All About the Money

Tears, an unexpected sound, filled the air as I stepped foot inside my Prague home. It struck me as peculiar, but I couldn't ignore the weight of sorrow that permeated the atmosphere. Hastily dropping my belongings in the hallway, I embarked on a search for the source of the distraught cries. My path led me past Kyle and Svetlana's room, revealing a scene of disarray, with open cupboards and vacant drawers. It was clear that something had unraveled. There, in the midst of it all, sat Kyle on the floor of the sitting room, his anguished sobs echoing through the space, while he clutched onto a bottle of Jack Daniels.

Perplexed by the situation, I approached him, my concern growing with each step. "What's going on?" I inquired, taking a seat beside him and gently prying the bottle from his trembling hands, finding solace in its familiar burn as I took a swig.

Between choked sobs, Kyle managed to utter, "She left me."

My brows furrowed in disbelief. "Why?" I asked, my voice filled with genuine curiosity and empathy.

He shrugged, a gesture that conveyed his confusion and vulnerability. "She wanted to explore cuckolding. I thought it might be an adventurous experience."

"Cuckolding?" I repeated, attempting to grasp the concept.

His voice cracked as he explained, "Watching her engage in sexual encounters with other men, right in front of me."

"Ah, I understand now," I replied, a mixture of comprehension and unease settling within me.

Kyle continued his tale, recounting the events that led to this heart-wrenching moment. "She went out to a bar while I anxiously waited here. And then she brought home a man—a sophisticated Brit, dressed in a suit and all that. They spent the entire night together, fucking all night. The next day, they went out together while I remained here, left to clean up the aftermath. When they returned, they continued for round two. I don't know what they discussed, but somehow, he convinced her to leave with him. She came home yesterday, packed her belongings, and told me it was better for her to be with someone like Jason, as he had a promising future."

Absorbing the gravity of the situation, I nodded, silently connecting the dots. "In other words, she was enticed by his wealth?" I ventured to interpret.

Once again, Kyle shrugged, his demeanor reflecting a mixture of resignation and disillusionment. "I suppose so. It always comes down to money, doesn't it? These Eastern European women think we Americans are swimming in money. I just don't understand it."

As his words hung in the air, a heavy silence settled over us, punctuated only by the echoes of his fading sobs. The reality of the shattered relationship and the bitter sting of betrayal hung palpably in the room, casting a shadow over the once vibrant and carefree atmosphere of our shared Prague home.

The realization hit me like a sudden jolt of clarity—we had overstayed our welcome in one place for far too long.

"How was the 'Dam?" Kyle inquired, breaking the silence that enveloped our contemplative minds.

"Pretty awesome, man. I had a blast hanging out with Rick and Tara. They send their love," I replied, a fond smile tugging at the corners of my lips.

"Nice, thanks for passing on the message," Kyle responded, a hint of appreciation lacing his words.

"Let me tell you, I got high...like, a lot," I chuckled, sharing a knowing glance with him. "But it made me realize something. This trip opened my eyes, and I'm sorry about the fight we had."

Kyle's expression softened, his voice sincere. "Nah, you were right, bro. Bros before hos, remember?"

"No, it's not about that," I admitted, my voice tinged with remorse. "I should have been more supportive. We need to remember why we set out on this journey—to explore, to travel. It's time to leave behind the stagnant routine and embrace the unknown. Let's quit our jobs and hit the road, man. Let's drive, witness incredible sights, and experience life."

A wave of understanding washed over Kyle's face, and he reached out for a hug. It was a manly embrace, but my mind couldn't help but wander back to my encounter with Ricky, leading me to take a moment to appreciate Kyle's subtle scent. As we parted, we exchanged a few grunts in a typical display of masculinity, before standing up with newfound determination.

"I'll grab the laptop. Let's start planning," Kyle declared, his voice laced with renewed enthusiasm.

Hours flew by as we delved into research and discussions, ultimately settling on an exhilarating itinerary. Our journey would take us on a scenic route down to Greece, passing through captivating destinations such as Slovakia, Hungary, Serbia, and Macedonia. Each capital city held promises of adventure, albeit in varying lengths of stay. Bratislava warranted a short walk-around, while Budapest, Belgrade, and Skopje would each grant us a night to soak in their unique flavors.

"Dude, I'm gonna need my big suitcase back," I called out to Kyle as the sound of running water indicated his presence in the shower.

"It's in my room. I'll get it for you later," his response echoed through the bathroom door.

Deciding I could retrieve it myself, I ventured into his bedroom and opened the cupboard. There, amidst the clothes hanging out, sat the suitcase. However, upon further inspection, it became apparent that it held a trove of female attire—lingerie, makeup, even a mysterious black wig. Realizing that these must belong to Svetlana, I opted to wait until Kyle finished his shower before delving deeper into the enigmatic contents.

Settling on my own bed, I pondered the significance of the suitcase's concealed items. Svetlana had never worn a wig to my knowledge, unless it was part of the kinky adventures they embarked on together. Lost in thought, an hour slipped away, and I found myself holding the liberated suitcase, its previous contents of Svetlana's belongings carefully removed and stored elsewhere.

As the tires of our car whirred along the treacherous stretch of the D1 motorway, leading us towards Brno, my mind couldn't help but fixate on the enigmatic black wig I had discovered. There was a familiarity to it, a tugging at the edges of my memory, but I struggled to place where exactly I had seen it before. Logically, it shouldn't have mattered, yet a peculiar sense of curiosity lingered within me, refusing to be dismissed.

Bratislava greeted us with its unique charm. A juxtaposition of industrial pockets and an old town that exuded a sense of historical significance, much like Prague. Its influences from its close proximity to Vienna and Hungary were evident, adding an extra layer of cultural richness. Despite its smaller size, the town had its own allure.

It was amidst the winding streets of Bratislava that a question slipped from my lips, directed at Kyle. The reaction that followed caught me off guard. "Did Svetlana ever wear a wig?" I inquired innocently.

He halted in his tracks, his eyes betraying a flicker of fear. "What? No, why do you ask?"

Realizing that I needed to sidestep the question, I quickly interjected, "Oh, I found a long black hair in my suitcase. Not sure where it came from."

A hint of relief washed over Kyle's features as he offered a hasty explanation. "I don't know, maybe it got stuck to your clothes or something."

"Hmm, maybe," I replied, though an unsettling feeling settled within me. Something about his reaction felt off, leaving me with a lingering sense of intrigue.

Budapest proved to be a more vibrant destination. For dinner, we ventured into a medieval-themed restaurant, where sumptuous food was presented on gleaming silver platters, accompanied by the graceful movements of belly dancers. It was there that we crossed paths with a group of fellow Brits, bound for a strip club. Intrigued, I decided to join them, but Kyle, burdened by the recent heartbreak caused by fellow countrymen, was in no mood to partake in such revelry.

We whiled away nearly two hours in the dimly lit confines of the strip club before deciding to seek out a music club, hoping to encounter women who were not solely part of a performer-audience dynamic. Following a cobblestone street, we stumbled upon a pulsating venue emanating vibrant dance music. Laughably inexpensive entry fees secured our passage, and we stepped inside.

Once we crossed the threshold, the reality of the situation became apparent—a disco-like atmosphere reigned within. Women, tightly packed together, swayed and twirled on the flashing dance floor, their movements reflected in countless mirrors. It was reminiscent of how I imagined my parents' experience of clubbing in their youth.

Joining the gathering at the bar, we ordered gin and tonics, taking a moment to survey the scene before us. There was no denying the presence of an abundance of attractive women, unaccompanied by male counterparts. For us, it presented a tantalizing prospect—a greater opportunity for success in our endeavors.

After swiftly finishing our drinks, we made our way onto the pulsating dancefloor. Navigating through the sea of women, our reception varied, with some returning our smiles while others deliberately turned away. However, amidst this colorful mix, my gaze fixated on her—the embodiment of my deepest desires.

There she was, a tall, captivating beauty with lustrous black hair. Her smile radiated an aura of joy as she moved gracefully to the rhythm, reveling in the liberating ecstasy of dance. In that moment, her face seemed hauntingly familiar, reminiscent of the one that had frequently visited my dreams. With closed eyes, she surrendered herself to the music, blissfully unaware of the world around her.

Suddenly, her eyes fluttered open, scanning the surroundings until they met mine, and a grin adorned her face. But as quickly as it appeared, the smile vanished, replaced by a flicker of fear in her deep brown eyes. Before I could reach out or comprehend what had transpired, she swiftly darted away, fleeing through the exit and disappearing into the streets beyond. I attempted to follow her, my determination propelling me forward, but the dense crowd impeded my progress, and I stumbled, unable to keep up.

From street level, I caught a glimpse of her turning a corner in the distance. Desperate to catch up, I pushed my legs to their limits, driven by an instinctual desire to understand why she had run. Yet, amidst my pursuit, a realization washed over me—my actions could easily be misconstrued as those of a stalker. Doubts clouded my mind. Why had she reacted with such fear? Was it me?

Returning to the club, a bouncer intercepted my path, sternly demanding payment for reentry. Disheartened, I shook my head. "No, thank you," I muttered, turning away from the pulsing music and vibrant atmosphere. It was time to call it a night, to allow the enigmatic encounter to settle within me, its mysteries left unresolved.

The following day, during our drive to Belgrade, an undeniable silence hung between us. Lost in my own contemplations, I realized that Kyle must have been grappling with thoughts of Svetlana once again. Sensing his subdued state, I decided to break the silence and check on him.

"Are you alright?" I inquired, concern lacing my voice.

"Huh? Oh, yeah, um, I'm fine," he responded, his reply seemingly absentminded.

"Do you want to know what happened last night?" I continued, hoping to divert his attention.

He gulped, his gaze meeting mine. "Erm, what?"

"I met the girl of my dreams," I revealed, a mixture of excitement and disappointment tingeing my words.

His eyes widened in astonishment. "What?" he exclaimed, clearly taken aback.

"The girl, the one from my dream, she was at this rundown disco downtown. But before I could approach her, she suddenly bolted for some unknown reason," I explained, my voice tinged with a hint of longing. "Man, I wish you could've seen her. She's the most stunning girl I've ever laid eyes on."

Kyle's mouth hung open in awe. "Sh-she was truly beautiful?"

"Beyond belief. Flawless in every aspect," I confirmed, glancing at him curiously as I noticed a radiant smile stretching across his face. "What's got you all cheerful now?"

He shifted in his seat, his gaze fixed forward, and an unmistakable Cheshire cat grin playing on his lips. "Nothing, really. I'm just genuinely happy for you," he replied, a hint of mysterious amusement coloring his words.

Letting out a sarcastic chuckle, I replied, "Well, don't get too excited. She was in Budapest all this time, and I fear that our encounter was nothing more than a fleeting moment."

Kyle nonchalantly shrugged, his eyes glimmering with optimism. "You never know. Perhaps she's on a road trip too, and fate might just bring you two together again."

I scoffed, dismissing his suggestion. "Yeah, fat chance of that happening," I muttered, my tone tinged with resignation.

Belgrade, oh Belgrade! Where do I even begin? This city was beyond amazing. The food was fantastic and ridiculously affordable, but let me tell you about the girls... Oh my God, the girls! There was an overwhelming concentration of sheer beauty that it was almost painful to behold.

"But are they as hot as dream girl?" Kyle teasingly inquired.

"No way. Not even close, man. Seriously," I replied, my tone laced with a mix of admiration and longing.

Kyle chuckled, and for the entire drive, we had an absolute blast. Laughter filled the air, old jokes resurfaced, and we reminisced like the good old times. I missed this camaraderie, and most of all, I missed him. Svetlana felt like a distant memory, and I found genuine happiness in that realization.

After a satisfying dinner, we strolled through the city, taking in the sights, including the captivating old castle that exuded a sense of history.

"Let's hit a club," I suggested to Kyle, a flicker of hope in my voice, secretly yearning to catch a glimpse of my dream girl in the vibrant Belgrade nightlife.

"Man, I'm exhausted from the drive and have a pounding headache. You go ahead, though," he replied, his weariness evident.

"No, I don't want to go out alone," I groaned, feeling a twinge of disappointment.

Kyle became increasingly insistent. "No, seriously, you should go. It'll be great!" He glanced at a notice board. "Look! There's a Depeche Mode cover band playing tonight. You love them!"

It was true, I did enjoy the music of Depeche Mode. I hesitated, contemplating his suggestion. "I don't know..."

"Come on, you can't come to Belgrade and not experience a night out," he urged, his enthusiasm contagious.

"But what about you? You're not joining me!" I pointed out, concerned about leaving him alone.

"Dude, I genuinely feel like crap. I'll just be a downer," he explained with a hint of disappointment.

Frowning, I pondered the situation. "Alright, I'll see what's happening and maybe head back early if it's not my scene."

"That's the spirit!" Kyle encouraged, a glimmer of excitement in his eyes.

After sharing one final drink with Kyle, he bid farewell and headed back to the hotel, leaving me to venture to the bar alone.

It took over an hour for my spirits to lift. The music was fantastic, and then, like a vision, she walked into the bar. Clad in a stunning red dress, clutching a small purse, she scanned the room before making her way to the counter to order a drink. This time, I was determined not to scare her away. I sat quietly, observing her without being creepy, silently thanking Kyle for his wise words.

She meandered towards the dancefloor to catch a glimpse of the band, stopping right beside me as if oblivious to my presence. Placing her clutch on the barstool next to mine, she seemed unaware that it was about to slide off. Swiftly, I reached out and caught it before it fell.

"Um, ma'am? Your purse was about to fall," I nervously informed her.

She turned to look at me, a grin spreading across her face. "You were in that crazy disco last night," she responded. "Are you following me?" she asked, her tone laced with intrigue.

"I can assure you that I'm not. My friend and I are on a road trip," I quickly clarified.

"And where's your friend now?" she purred.

"He's back at the hotel. He wasn't feeling well," I explained.

"Unlucky for him, then," she giggled. "You're American?"

"Yes! I see you are too, or rather, hear it?" I replied, noticing her accent.

She giggled again, nodding in confirmation. "I am. Sorry for running away yesterday. The guys in that place were quite... peculiar. It spooked me."

"No worries, I totally understand. That place gave me the creeps too!" we laughed together. "I'm Jerry," I introduced myself, extending my hand.

"Kayla," she replied, shaking my hand loosely.

"What are the odds, huh?" I said with a smile.

"Must be fate," she remarked.

"Would it be strange if I told you I had a dream about you?" I asked, feeling a tinge of vulnerability.

She burst into an adorable fit of laughter. "Not at all. Was it a wet dream, by any chance?"

I blushed at her remark. "That's something my friend Kyle would say!"

"He sounds like someone with a great sense of humor. Maybe I should date him instead?" she teased.

Arching an eyebrow, I replied, "Are you suggesting you might date me?"

"Perhaps," she replied coyly, taking a sip from her glass. "It depends."

"On what?" I inquired.

"Are you a good kisser?" she asked, her eyes sparkling mischievously.

"I couldn't possibly say," I responded playfully.

Her expression shifted, surprised by my response. "Why not?"

"I've never kissed myself," I replied, causing her to burst into laughter once more.

"Touché," she responded in a barely audible whisper, leaning closer to me. Her lips parted, a glistening sliver of moisture pulling apart between them. They gently pressed against mine, and as they opened together, our tongues met, tentatively dancing as our lips grew more forceful in their embrace. I pulled her delicate, slender body closer to mine, holding her tight as if I never wanted to let go. Our kiss seemed to stretch on for eternity. That's all that mattered in that moment.

"Do you need to be anywhere?" she asked me, her voice filled with longing.

"No, but I don't want to rush this," I confessed, looking into her eyes. "I honestly dreamt about you. You are the reason I came to Europe."

She smiled, her gaze filled with a mix of emotions. "I'd be lying if I said I haven't thought about you too."

"Really?" I asked, my heart racing with hope.

"Really," she confirmed.

"But how could you know?" I questioned, bewildered.

"Just trust me, please," she pleaded.

And somehow, in that intimate moment, I did. We continued to kiss, losing track of time as the moments melded into one another. For nearly an hour, we kissed and cuddled, the desire for each other intensifying with each passing second. I wanted her more than anything in the world.

"Come back to my hotel with me," I finally whispered, overcome by a mixture of emotions.

"I thought you wanted to take this slow?" she inquired, her voice tinged with concern.

"I do. I don't mean for sex. I..." I stumbled over my words, unsure of how to express myself. "I just want to be next to you."

She took a moment to contemplate my request. "I can, but not for long. I'll need to leave in a couple of hours."

"At least that," I pleaded. "Let me fall asleep knowing you are beside me."

Her eyes conveyed her decision before she even spoke. "Then I will," she said, and in that moment, I knew that everything would be alright.

As we arrived at my hotel, I made sure to shush Kayla as we walked past the closed door of Kyle's room, knowing he was fast asleep, nursing his headache. I let her use the bathroom first while I quickly went in to brush my teeth. When I came out, Kayla was already tucked up in my bed, wearing only her bra and panties, along with a black satin and lace cami-top. Climbing into bed beside her, we resumed our passionate kisses, and soon she slid down, taking my cock in her mouth.

"You don't need to do this," I told her, a mix of gratitude and concern in my voice.

"I know," she responded, her eyes locked with mine.

I won't deny it. I didn't last long at all, but I had warned her beforehand, and she swallowed my release without hesitation.

"Let me return the favor," I offered, but she shook her head.

"Another time," she said softly. "This was about you. I wanted to do that because I wanted to taste you. I don't want to freak you out, Jerry, but I have never felt this way about anyone in my life." She kissed me once more and then turned her back to me. "Now, please, just hold me."

And that's exactly what I did. We held each other closely, finding solace and comfort in each other's embrace. In the warmth of that moment, we both drifted into a deep and peaceful sleep, feeling a connection that surpassed any physical intimacy we had shared.

Kayla gently woke me up as she prepared to leave. "I have your number," she whispered softly. "I'll try to meet up with you either in Greece or back in Prague when you return, okay?"

"Yes, but can't you leave me your number?" I asked, hoping for a way to stay in touch more easily.

"No," she replied sadly. "I had a shitty international SIM card, but it's not working. Once I get a local one, I'll call you, I promise."

"Okay, I trust you," I said, trying to reassure both of us.

"I trust you too, Jerry," she said with a heartfelt smile.

We shared one final kiss, and then she quietly closed the door to my room. I heard the sound of the main door slamming shut, cursing the loud self-closing mechanism. With a sigh, I got out of bed and decided to use the bathroom. As I walked out, I noticed that Kyle's room door was wide open, and I could hear the sound of running water from the bathroom.

“Damn it Kyle.” I mumbled, hearing the tap running. 


Let’s Skip Skopje

To be completely honest, the map had deceived us once again. The motorway from Nis, which was supposed to be a smooth and easy drive, turned out to be a chaotic mess. The traffic on that short stretch of road was suffocating, suffusing my mind with frustration. But amidst the chaos, Kyle seemed to find some inexplicable joy.

"Why are you so happy?" I asked him, genuinely perplexed by his carefree demeanor.

"Why aren't you?" he retorted, a mischievous grin spreading across his face. "Didn't you just spend the night with the girl of your dreams?"

"Yes, I did," I replied, a tinge of longing in my voice. "But I also said that I have no means of reaching her."

"I think you need to trust the universe," he advised, his voice filled with conviction. "You and her are destined to be together, no matter the obstacles."

I chuckled, appreciating his optimistic perspective. "I guess you might be right."

Then, out of the blue, he posed a peculiar and oddly specific question. "Would you still be with her if she couldn't have children?"

I turned to face him, curiosity etched on my face. "That's an unexpected and random question," I remarked, trying to comprehend its significance.

"It's a good test of how deeply you're connected to someone," he explained, his gaze fixed on the road ahead.

I pondered his question, my thoughts drifting to Kayla. "In her case, it wouldn't matter to me," I replied, my voice unwavering. "If she couldn't have children, there are alternatives, ways to build a family. There are countless deserving children out there who need a loving home. If Kayla and I were together, it wouldn't change a thing. You have to understand, Kyle, I've never felt such an intense connection with anyone before. She's extraordinary, not just in her external beauty but in every aspect of her being. She embodies everything I've ever desired in a partner."

Kyle, sensing the weight of my words, rubbed his eyes with a finger beneath his sunglasses. "The sun is so strong today," he muttered, trying to conceal his emotions.

"Dude, are you crying?" I chuckled, detecting a hint of vulnerability in his voice.

"No!" he protested, a playful defiance in his response. "Must be this damn hay fever or something."

"You're definitely crying," I insisted, unable to contain my amusement.

"Fuck you!" he laughed, his laughter mingling with a hint of relief.

By the time we found ourselves on the picturesque Macedonian motorway, the hour was later than we had anticipated. The scenery along the road was breathtaking, with the countryside stretching out before us in all its splendor. However, despite the beauty, my longing for the beach grew stronger with each passing mile.

"Let's skip Skopje," I suggested to Kyle, my eagerness palpable in my voice.

"Fine by me," he replied, understanding my yearning for the sandy shores.

"Great," I said, a sense of relief washing over me.

And so, we continued our journey toward Thessaloniki. As we crossed the border into Greece, Kyle's phone emitted an urgent beep, signaling an incoming message. He glanced at the screen, his expression changing to one of concern.

"Oh, shit," he muttered under his breath.

"What's wrong?" I inquired, sensing the gravity of the situation.

"My parents are boarding a plane to Prague for a surprise visit," he informed me, a mixture of surprise and worry evident in his voice.

"Are you kidding me?" I exclaimed, shocked by the unexpected turn of events. "What are you going to do, man?"

"I'll have to fly back to Prague," he responded with a hint of resignation.

"Well, let's just turn around and drive back together!" I suggested eagerly, not wanting my friend to face this predicament alone.

"No way, man!" he protested, concern for my well-being evident in his eyes. "You've been driving for most of the way. If you attempt to make the round trip without a break, we'll both end up crashing. You need some rest and relaxation. Just head to the beach, I'll spend a couple of days with my folks, and then I'll fly back again. Everything will work out fine."

"Are you sure about this?" I asked, torn between my desire to support him and my own longing for the beach.

"Hell, maybe your girl will show up," he teased, a mischievous grin playing on his lips.

"You never know, right?" I chuckled, feeling a glimmer of hope.

"Exactly!" he exclaimed, his laughter resonating in the car.

Ultimately, I dropped him off at Thessaloniki airport, where he assured me that he would manage just fine. We bid our farewells, and I continued driving toward the charming town of Olympiada, where I had secured a budget-friendly hotel for my stay. As I unpacked my belongings, my phone suddenly rang, its ringtone announcing an incoming call from an unknown Greek number.

"Hey, Jerry?" A soft, familiar voice reached my ears, instantly capturing my attention.

"Yeah! Who's this?" I responded eagerly, my heart quickening its pace.

"This is Kayla." Her name danced on my tongue, igniting a surge of excitement within me. "Um, I'm in Thessaloniki. Just arrived on the train, and I realized I don't know anyone here and can't really speak Greek. It's fairly late, and I don't really want to stay the night in a hotel here. Are you anywhere close by?"

A surge of hope flooded through me as her words sank in. "I'm about an hour and a half away, I guess. Want me to come pick you up?" I asked, my voice laced with anticipation.

"Well, if it's not too much trouble?" she replied, her tone vulnerable yet filled with gratitude.

"None at all. Where are you?" I inquired, my mind racing with excitement.

"The main station, downtown," she answered, her voice carrying a hint of relief.

"I'm on my way. Sit tight," I assured her, my eagerness propelling me into action.

"Thanks, Jerry," she expressed, her words dripping with appreciation.

With a renewed sense of purpose, I swiftly made my way to the car, each step filled with urgency and anticipation. The engine roared to life as I embarked on my journey back to Thessaloniki, my heart pounding with a mixture of nerves and excitement.

Kayla radiated vibrant energy as she climbed into the car, dressed in hot pink hotpants that accentuated her curves and a tantalizingly tiny white crop top. A glimmer of light danced off the small pink gem nestled in her pierced belly button, drawing my attention. I couldn't help but notice the additional piercings adorning her ears, a detail that had escaped me during our previous encounter.

"Thank you so much," she gushed, gratitude filling her voice as she leaned in for a passionate kiss. "I need to confess something though."

"Go on," I replied, a knowing smile playing on my lips.

"I kind of hoped you would want to be with me," she admitted, her words tinged with vulnerability.

A warm laugh escaped my lips. "I'm going to be here for a week, and my friend just bailed on me back to Prague."

"Oh no! How come?" she inquired, concern etched on her face.

"Parent visit," I explained, a touch of disappointment lacing my voice.

"Ah! Well, I can stay the week with you if that's okay?" she proposed, her eyes searching mine for approval.

"Sure! I'm more than happy to do that," I assured her, a genuine smile spreading across my face.

"Let's take things slow, though, okay? I think sex should be, erm, well, a last possible resort?" she suggested, a hint of playfulness entering her voice.

With a hearty laugh, I nodded in agreement. "Kayla, I just want to be next to you."

"Me too. More than anything," she confessed, her words resonating with a shared desire.

During our drive to the hotel, conversation flowed effortlessly between us. We delved into topics ranging from light-hearted banter to deep discussions, forming a connection that felt both familiar and exciting. As we arrived at the room, our pent-up desire surged to the surface, and our lips collided in a fiery, passionate kiss. My fingers tangled in her hair, noting a subtle difference in its texture, perhaps due to the humidity in the air.

In the midst of our fervent embrace, Kayla skillfully freed my arousal from its confines, bringing me to a state of hardness. In the darkness, she guided me onto my back, her actions filled with a mixture of urgency and longing. With a gentle movement, she shifted her thong aside, positioning her anus above me, ready to engage in an unconventional act of intimacy.

"I thought you said no sex," I whispered, concern lacing my words.

"I know, but I need you inside, and honestly, I can't engage in regular intercourse right now. It's, you know, difficult," she confided, her vulnerability tugging at my heart.

"I understand. Don't worry. But we don't need to do this if you don't..." My sentence trailed off, leaving the unspoken words hanging in the air, a testament to my unconditional support and willingness to accommodate her needs.

“I do,” She said before lowering herself slowly onto my aroused six-inch member. She let out a deep breath as she filled up with me. “Feels so good, Jerry, so good.”

“It's incredible,” I replied.

I wasn't a fool; while we made love, I recalled the dream I had on the plane in which she mentioned it being her time of the month. It was too dark for me to see her crotch but I was almost certain that line was fabricated. No woman would choose anal over vaginal sex without hesitation. Something else was amiss here and I came to the realization that I might be having sex with a pre-op transsexual - and honestly, it didn't even matter to me. All I wanted was Kayla.

As our intercourse progressed, I told her: “you know no matter what happens, I would still love you unconditionally? There is nothing in this world that could change my opinion of you.”

“I understand," she whispered before leaning down and kissing me again. As she did so, I could feel her hard-on pressed against me and then it hit me - I knew what kind of person Kayla really was. I reached my hand down her chest but she stopped me abruptly. “Just allow me to be who I need to be right now," she pleaded.

"Of course my love", I replied before once again pulling her down for another kiss.

My climax occurred while inside her and that's how we fell asleep - entwined together with her stiff penis ensnared between us as we drifted off into peaceful slumber.


Why Not Kylie?

When I stirred from my sleep the following morning, the sound of running water echoed through the bathroom. A strong desire to join Kayla in the shower tugged at my senses, but the locked door reminded me of the need for privacy. I reluctantly let the notion slip away, opting instead to stretch my weary limbs and embark on the rituals of a new day.

As I moved about the room, a subtle realization began to take hold. It started with the pristine condition of Kayla's suitcase, devoid of any signs of wear, as if it had been acquired only yesterday. The clothes neatly packed within still bore the tags of their Greek origins, a fresh acquisition untouched by time. Yet, it was when my gaze fell upon the modest phone resting on the nightstand that the pieces started to align.

Something wasn't quite right.

An instinctual curiosity prompted me to delve deeper into the mysteries that surrounded me. I found solace in the confines of her handbag, searching for answers concealed within its depths. And there, nestled among its contents, my heart sank at the revelation I sought.

Another phone. Another identity.

With trembling hands, I recognized the device as the one Kayla—no, Kyle—had used before. The passport, bearing Kyle’s name and photo, laid before me like an undeniable truth, compelling me to find a seat and gather my thoughts.

A whirlwind of emotions engulfed me, each one vying for my attention. Was this all an elaborate ruse, a cruel jest at my expense? Was Kyle always one to embrace the art of cross-dressing, hidden behind a carefully constructed facade? And most importantly, did he truly love me as I had come to love him?

In the midst of the chaos, I couldn't ignore the fundamental question that echoed within my soul: Did I love him for who he truly was, beyond the labels and expectations?

The uncertainty cast its shadow upon my heart, leaving me torn between the comfort of familiar ground and the boundless realm of love unshackled by societal norms. It was a pivotal moment that demanded introspection, empathy, and a willingness to embrace the complexities of human connection.

As the water continued to cascade from the shower, mingling with the questions that flooded my mind, I knew that a profound decision lay before me.

The sound of the shower's gentle cascade ceased, abruptly punctuating the urgency of my actions. With a flurry of haste, I returned everything to its rightful place, my mind racing to determine the course of action I should take. The time had come to confront Kayla—or should I say Kyle—and untangle the intricate web of emotions that bound us.

For the next twenty minutes, a mixture of anticipation and apprehension filled the air as I heard Kyle's movements emanating from behind the bathroom door. The anticipation heightened with every passing second, until the door swung open, revealing a sight that stirred conflicting emotions within me.

There, before me, stood a vision of captivating allure. She was the epitome of sensuality, yet exuded an endearing timidity that rendered her even more irresistible. Clad in a shimmering yellow bikini, modestly concealed by a sheer yellow wrap, she exuded a nervous energy that tugged at my heartstrings. Her damp hair cascaded down, framing her delicate features, and I couldn't help but notice the subtle changes—the extensions that lent her locks an added allure, the absence of the black wig that had once adorned her.

In a soft, almost whispered tone, she spoke, her eyes darting nervously from side to side as her weight shifted, tilting her head slightly to the right. "Um, the bathroom's free," she said, a hint of apology lacing her words. "Sorry I took so long. Makeup can be quite time-consuming."

A warm smile graced my lips as I reassured her, my arms encircling her delicate form. "It's absolutely fine," I murmured, cherishing the intimacy of our embrace. We shared a tender kiss, a moment of connection that transcended words, before I realized the mundane reality that had momentarily slipped my mind. "Ah, sorry about my morning breath," I sheepishly confessed.

The air between us carried a mix of vulnerability and acceptance, acknowledging that in love's embrace, imperfections were but minor blips on the canvas of our shared journey. With each passing moment, the intricate tapestry of our connection deepened, as we navigated the complexities that love presented, unyielding in our devotion to one another.

In that tender exchange, we embarked on a path where acceptance, understanding, and unfiltered love would guide our footsteps, overcoming the barriers that society imposed. It was a morning of revelations, where our souls intertwined, embracing the authenticity of our bond, unencumbered by the trivialities of societal norms.

Her laughter echoed through the room, a delightful, girlish giggle that seemed incongruous with the image of Kyle I had known. Yet, as I gazed at her, the realization settled within me—this was Kyle, but the embodiment of femininity surpassed any remnants of masculinity. Every inch of her being emanated a delicate allure that captivated me entirely. Her flawless skin, devoid of any trace of hair, held a mesmerizing smoothness, while her physique exuded both strength and fragility in equal measure.

With a mischievous glint in her eyes, she cupped my face in her hands and pulled me into another kiss, a tender affirmation that my morning breath held no significance in her eyes. "Fuck me again," she pleaded, her desire unyielding.

I needed no further invitation. My arousal had already reached its peak, my body rigid with anticipation. As she gracefully ascended onto the bed, her bikini bottoms shifted aside in preparation, but I halted her with a gentle touch.

"Kayla, if we are to embark on this journey for the remainder of the week, I want us to shed our inhibitions and embrace our true selves," I expressed, my voice infused with sincerity. "Remove your bikini. I want to behold every inch of you. I love you in your entirety."

A flicker of nervousness crossed her face as she pondered my request. "Even if everything isn't... as it should be?" she murmured hesitantly.

"Especially because of that," I replied, my tone soft and unwavering. "I yearn to appreciate every facet of your being. I long to caress, taste, and savor every part of you."

A blush slowly bloomed on her cheeks, but a radiant smile followed suit, illuminating her features. "Really?" she uttered, seeking reassurance.

"Truly," I affirmed, my words laced with affection. "With boundless devotion, I want to explore the depths of your being and cherish every intimate connection we share."

In that moment, our vulnerability merged into a shared understanding, the foundation upon which our love would flourish. The prospect of unapologetic exploration and unabashed acceptance united us, forging a bond that transcended societal expectations. Together, we embarked on an intimate journey where authenticity reigned supreme, leaving no aspect of our desires unexplored, and celebrating the unique beauty of our connection.

She slowly pulled down her skirt, and there it was: Kyle’s stiffening penis. Even though I had seen it before in the locker room, this time it seemed even bigger. Kayla didn't know what to do with her hands, shifting them around her body in frustration. Taking a deep breath, I knelt in front of her and ran my fingertips along the contours of her wrap. His cock stood tall, larger than mine, its smooth head begging to be touched. Without wasting any more time, I closed my eyes and wrapped my lips around him, taking him as deep into my throat as I could.

“Oh Jerry!” Kayla moaned, closing her own eyes and resting a hand on top of my head.

I licked all over, slobbered over her cock, taking it deep and pulling back. Kayla shuddered and moaned softly as I did this. The sounds of cock-sucking were music to my ears; it was such a hot sound and to know I was the one doing it caused me to moan with pleasure.

I bumped and grinded on top of Kayla; our erections sword-fighting as our tongues danced in each other's mouths. I suckled her nipples into points, biting gently once the sides were hard, then soothing them with my tongue again. She moved her legs until they hooked on my shoulders and she lifted herself off the bed by pushing off against me with them. I grabbed hold of her big breasts and pushed them up towards her face. She took one while I took the other; both tits rolling in our hands and squeezing gently.

Taking hold of Kayla's cock, I sucked and slurped on it like an ice lolly on a hot day - cold at first but soon melting away under the heat of my mouth. My saliva dribbled down her shaft onto her balls, making them shine under the light from above our heads. It glistened invitingly, just begging for attention.

Kayla pulled me into her by thrusting in time with my movements, causing our cocks to rub up against each other through the thin material dividing us from our final destination. One hand cupped my balls as they moved under their skin while the other squeezed my nipple roughly through my shirt; two sensations that were ramping up my orgasmic pleasure.

Just before she came, Kayla screamed in ecstasy, “Oh Jerry! Yes! Yes!” Her taste exploded in my mouth as she came so hard inside that long tunnel leading to a place destined only to receive pleasure. We fell backwards onto the bed and moved into a position where I was on top of her. Raising her legs onto my shoulders, I lined my cock up with her anus and pushed inside slowly until we were at arch-height together again She groaned deeply as she adjusted to being filled with this new burden but quickly began moving herself faster by pushing off against me with powerful kicks of her legs.

“So good! So good!” Her cries grew louder as we approached what we both knew would be an orgasmic explosion of ecstasy more intense than either of us had ever experienced together before… In fact, though we had shared many orgasms previously, neither had felt anything close to what we were about to experience now...

I kissed Kayla hard on the lips, letting her feel just how much she meant to me intimately as well as emotionally. Our dicks rubbed up against each other intensely as we spoke words of love right after climaxing simultaneously.

We collapsed next to each other and stared into each other’s eyes; a look of sheer contentment on Kayla’s face radiating outwards across hers and mine without needing any words between us.

“I, um, I know.” I told her.  I reassured her, sensing her fear and uncertainty. "No, it's okay. I love you. I truly mean it. You don't have to hide anything from me anymore."

She looked momentarily confused, but soon the realization dawned on her, and the fear returned to her face. I continued, trying to ease her worries, "I know you didn't plan this, but I'm genuinely grateful for how things turned out."

Her voice trembled as she spoke softly, "When you told me I was your dream girl, when you told me how beautiful I looked... It made me feel different, like I needed to embrace this side of me. It was initially challenging to accept that I enjoyed it, but hearing those words from you made it all so much easier."

Curiosity getting the better of me, I asked, "How did you come to this realization? When did it all start?"

She took a deep breath, gathering her thoughts before answering, "Svetlana convinced me to dress up for our play. At first, I resisted, but then I felt something click when I wore the clothes. After she left, I continued exploring this side of me and decided to test the waters, to see if I could enjoy being a different person during a night out in a foreign city. That's when you saw me in Budapest. And after our night in Belgrade, I began considering how to spend more time with you as Kayla. I realized that for that to happen, Kyle needed to take a step back. So, for this vacation, I want to be Kayla, your girlfriend. Kyle is back in Prague."

A warm smile spread across my face as I kissed her forehead. "That's more than fine with me."

"Thank you," she replied, her smile mirroring mine.

I couldn't help but ask one question, my curiosity piqued. "Why not Kylie?"

Kayla giggled, her laughter sounding light and carefree. "I almost said Kylie to you, but then I thought it was too close to home. I prefer Kayla."

"I love Kayla," I confessed, my voice filled with sincerity.

She gently stroked my face, her touch filled with affection. "I love you too, Jerry."

A flicker of doubt crossed my mind, and I couldn't help but voice it. "Really? Do you truly love me, as I am?"

Her eyes met mine, her gaze unwavering. "Yes, Jerry. I genuinely love you." However, sadness soon tinged her words. "But you need to understand, this is all temporary. I can't be Kayla forever."

"Why not?" I asked, my voice filled with determination.

Her expression turned pained as she spoke, "Jerry, you know my parents. You know our town. Can you imagine the challenges we would face?"

Hesitation briefly filled the air, but my conviction remained strong. "Honestly, we can find a way, Kayla. I truly love you, and I want this to work. You asked me if not having children would be an issue. Why ask if you weren't considering a long-term relationship?"

A mixture of hope and sadness danced in her eyes. "Oh, Jerry, I would love for this to be a long-term relationship. But I only recently discovered that I'm transgender. I can't envision a complete transformation. I don't feel like a woman in the conventional sense. I feel like an effeminate man who appreciates feminine clothing and appearance but still cherishes having a penis. I can't imagine parting with it."

I interrupted her gently, determined to express my unwavering support. "Then don't."

Tears welled up in her eyes as she cried out, "Jerry, you're not gay! I'm not gay! You want a woman, not a man in a dress."

Overwhelmed with emotion, I grabbed her hands and held them firmly. "I want you, Kayla."

She shouted, her voice filled with anguish and frustration, "Jerry, please stop! This is exactly why I hesitated to have this discussion. I wanted a week-long holiday where I could simply be Kayla."

Taking a deep breath, I released her hands and looked into her eyes. "I'm sorry, Kayla. I didn't mean to upset you. I just want you to know that I love you for who you are, and I'm here to support you, no matter what. We can take things one step at a time, and together we'll navigate the challenges that lie ahead. Let's focus on enjoying this vacation and our time together. We can figure out the rest when the time is right."

A glimmer of hope returned to her eyes as she nodded slowly, tears still lingering. "Thank you, Jerry. I appreciate your understanding and patience."

I reached out and wiped away a tear from her cheek, offering a reassuring smile. "I meant every word, Kayla. Let's make the most of our time together, creating beautiful memories, and embracing the love we share. The future will unfold as it's meant to, and we'll face it together." We kissed once more.  “But I do love you.  You are my girl.  Nothing will change that.”

She smiled mischievously, her eyes sparkling. "Okay, go ahead and have your shower. I need to work on my hair."

As I turned to leave, a curious thought crossed my mind. "By the way, did you have extensions done?"

Her smile widened. "Yes, a weave. I had it done in Thessaloniki yesterday."

I couldn't help but be impressed. "That's quite impressive."

She chuckled softly. "Indeed, but also quite expensive."

My curiosity didn't stop there. "And what about your eyebrows?"

"Plucked and dyed," she replied, emphasizing the effort she had put into her appearance.

A playful smirk danced on my lips. "And body hair?"

Her laughter filled the air as she confessed, "Waxxed."

Feeling her absentminded touch rekindle my desire, I couldn't help but react. "Stop, stop," I chuckled, leaping up from the bed and playfully running toward the shower.

She laughed, enjoying the playful banter between us. "Hurry up and get clean. I'll be waiting for you," she teased, a hint of seduction in her voice.

What we anticipated the most was our time by the sea. As we prepared for the beach, I attentively applied sunscreen to Kayla's body, and she reciprocated the gesture on mine. I was intrigued by how she achieved the appearance of breasts. They weren't overly large, perhaps a B cup at most, but they looked convincingly real.

"They're silicone-based stick-ons designed to provide lift and contour without a bra," she explained. "I simply attach them under my nipples. With the right choice of bra, bralette, or tie-up bikini, they give the illusion of natural breasts." She contemplated for a moment before adding, "Honestly, sometimes I can even imagine myself with real breasts."

Lying on the beach, it was amusing to observe the way men couldn't help but steal glances at Kayla's stunningly tanned body. She possessed the figure of a supermodel and a face that exuded movie-star allure. I couldn't deny the mixed emotions I felt, both discomfort and excitement, as I looked at her.

In need of a refreshing dip, I ventured into the water. After a brief solitary moment, Kayla joined me, playfully pulling down my swim trunks and causing splashes as she emerged from under the water, laughter bubbling from her lips.

"Hey!" I laughed, pulling her close and kissing her. Under the water's surface, my hand ventured into her bikini bottoms, caressing her erect member, eliciting pleasurable responses from her.

"Hey!" she playfully protested, soon succumbing to pleasure with breathy exclamations. I continued to stimulate her until she bit down on my shoulder, her climax coursing through her. "Oh, fuck, Jerry."

With a smile, I swam away, teasingly asking, "Are you coming?"

"Not just yet," she replied, her voice laced with anticipation. "I need to, you know, calm down a bit."

"Take your time," I responded understandingly, giving her the space she needed to compose herself.

I informed her that I was going back to the room to catch some sleep as the heat was getting to me. She mentioned that she would spend some time sunbathing and reading her Kindle. As I lay down in bed, I couldn't help but reflect on how fortunate I was. My best friend and the girl of my dreams were one and the same. Drifting off to sleep, my dreams were filled with images of her stunning naked body, including her beautiful cock.

It could be described as a rather surprising awakening, but I welcomed it with open arms. Her body pressed against mine, her bikini top and false breasts discarded. I relished the sensation of having the real her against me. However, it wasn't what woke me up; it was the presence of her large, thick cock pressing against my anus. Knowing to relax and allow her entry, I whispered, "I want you to fuck me," as she whispered the same desire into my ear.

"Really? You truly want me like that?" she asked, seeking reassurance.

"Yes," I confirmed.

"Oh..." she moaned as she penetrated me fully, and it felt incredible. It wasn't a rough pounding but a slow, passionate lovemaking. She kissed and sucked on my neck and back as her penis glided in and out with gentle strokes. Waves of pleasure washed over my body, and I never wanted it to end. "I'm trying to hold off as long as possible," she whispered in my ear while nibbling on my lobe. "I just want to be inside you for as long as possible."

"I feel the same way. I never want this to end," I confessed.

"That's why I can't be a woman. I want to fuck you," she lamented.

"I don't want you to be a woman. I want you just like this," I assured her.

"But with breasts," she added.

"If that's what you desire," I replied.

"I do," she confirmed.

"Then yes," I agreed.

"Oh God, I need to pause or I'll cum. Stay still," she requested, taking a brief break before resuming. Throughout the next hour, we changed positions frequently, doing whatever we could to delay her impending orgasm. Eventually, it became too overwhelming for both of us. I climaxed first, my release covering my belly and chest. She used her fingers to collect it, bringing them to her mouth and sucking on them. Then she offered some to me, which I eagerly accepted. This proved to be too much for her, and she experienced a powerful and deep climax. I could feel the warmth of her semen hitting the walls of my intestines, and it was nothing short of heavenly.

We lay there, with her holding me while her cock remained partially inside me, panting and catching our breath. We remained silent for nearly five minutes until I finally spoke up, "That was the best experience of my life."

"I could do that forever," she agreed.

"My god, you are so sexy," I complimented her.

"You are too," she responded. Then I mustered the courage to address something that had been on my mind. "Kayla, earlier you said that I'm not gay and neither are you, but let's be honest here; I'm gay. I'm really, really gay. I enjoyed this more than any experience I've had with girls, and honestly, I find your cock incredibly sexy, even more so than a vagina. I'm gay, Kayla, and I'm proud of it."

Kayla looked at me thoughtfully for a moment, then smiled. "Yes, I agree. I never thought I would find a man attractive, but I've always had some sort of attraction to you, and now that we're together, boy, do you turn me on. But the funny thing is, I was on the beach today, and I found myself getting aroused while looking at these young Greek men. I had to lie on my stomach to hide it. They're sexy, and I felt a genuine attraction."

"Oh, oh. Am I in trouble here?" I chuckled.

"Hmm, maybe," she giggled and playfully stuck her tongue out at me. "No, but you know what I mean. I never considered it before, but I am genuinely attracted to men. So yeah, I'm gay. I don't want to be with a woman; I want to be with you."

I felt her erection returning. "Does it excite you to admit it?" I asked her.

"Yes, it really does," she replied.

"Me too. It's so kinky to actually say it out loud," I confessed.

"Right?" she said, and then she resumed fucking me, this time with more intensity. "Say it again."

"I'm gay," I repeated.

"I'm gay," she echoed.

"I'm gay."

"I'm so gay."

"I want cock."

"I want one in my mouth, one in my ass, and two in my hands as I fuck you."

"We should!"

"Fuck! Yes! Oh my god, we should!" she screamed, once again climaxing and filling my already satisfied ass. "Quick, put your dick in me."

I flipped her over and thrust my dick inside her, lasting only a few strokes before I came deep inside her ass. "I love you, Kayla," I told her, gazing deeply into her eyes.

She chewed on her bottom lip, contemplating for a moment before making a request. "Tell me as me."

"Huh?" I was momentarily confused.

"As Kyle. Use my real name," she clarified.

I understood her desire. A smile formed on my face, and I said, "I love you, Kyle. I truly do."

She closed her eyes, blushing, and a broad smile spread across her face. "I love you so much, Jerry."

That evening, during dinner, Kayla wore a short silver satin dress, with her shoulders exposed and thin spaghetti straps.

"I've decided to continue as Kayla, and we'll do our best to make this work as long as we're in Europe," Kayla explained, and I couldn't help but lean in to kiss her. "Hold on!" She interrupted, placing a hand on my chest. "But we need to consider our lives when we return to the States. What do we tell our families?"

I pondered the question for a moment, checking my watch. It was around lunchtime in the US. "Whatever you decide to do with your family, I'll be fully there for you and support you. Likewise, I expect the same from you with mine."

"Of course!" she replied eagerly.

"Good. Then trust me now." With that, I picked up my phone and initiated a FaceTime call with my dad. It rang for a while before his face appeared on the screen. "Hey, Dad!"

"Jerry, my boy! Where in the world are you today?" my dad exclaimed with a wide grin.

"Greece. It's amazing. We're stuffing ourselves with fresh seafood," I replied enthusiastically.

"Awesome! I'm jealous. The weather's shit here," Dad said, his expression turning slightly grumpy.

"Bob! Language!" I heard my mom's voice in the background. "Who are you talking to?"

"It's Jerry, honey."

"Oh, my baby, how are you? Are you eating properly?" Mom asked with concern.

"He's eatin' better than us!" Dad chimed in, then turned to me. "Your mom's got me on a diet. Fuckin' broccoli and turkey fuckin' bacon. Ever heard of that shit? Turkey bacon?"

"Bob! Language!" Mom scolded him again.

Deciding to intervene before they escalated into a fit, I mustered up some courage, perhaps fueled by the Ouzo and Retsinas. "Hey, Mom, Dad, I'd like you to meet someone." Kayla, realizing what was about to happen, froze beside me. I pressed the switch camera button and showed Kayla to my parents.

"Oh, very pretty!" Mom exclaimed. "Nice to meet you, honey!"

"Yeah, nice work, son!" Dad added.

"Hi," Kayla managed to wave, her voice barely audible, her eyes wide with nervousness.

I turned the camera back to myself. "Mom, Dad, now I don't want you to freak out."

"Is she pregnant? Tell me she's not pregnant," Dad blurted out.

"She's not pregnant. Just let me speak," I replied, trying to maintain composure.

"Because if she's pregnant, you know there are things you can do? And with European healthcare, it's probably free!" Dad continued with his worries.

"Dad! Stop! She can't get pregnant because she is Kyle, my best friend," I explained, hoping they would grasp the truth.

Mom and Dad froze for a moment, their expressions suggesting a mixture of confusion and shock. "Hello?" I called out, concerned that Facetime had crashed.

Then Dad finally moved and said, "Show me again." I turned the camera to face Kayla, who was bright red and on the verge of tears due to her fear. After a brief pause, Dad spoke again, "You should've been born a woman, honey. You're beautiful."

"Oh, you really are, dear," Mom added. "I'm jealous."

Tears streamed down Kayla's face, but a smile broke through. "Oh, god, thank you so much," she sobbed. I handed her a tissue to wipe her tears.

"So, are you two an item now, then?" Dad asked me, seeking clarity.

"Yes, we are," I confirmed.

"Nice. I'm proud of you, son. You've chosen a very beautiful woman," Dad remarked proudly.

"Thank you, Dad."

"Doesn't it bother you that I can't give you grandkids?" Kayla asked my parents, her voice filled with concern.

"Oh, please!" Mom dismissed the concern. "Who said you can't? Biology, pfff. Adopt then! Give me a break. Are you happy?"

"Yes, ma'am, yes, I am," Kayla responded, her voice filled with relief.

"Is my son happy?" Mom turned to me, searching for reassurance.

Kayla looked up at me, her eyes filled with love, and saw me beaming with pride. "Yes, absolutely he is."

"Then we're happy," Mom declared.

"Thank you so much. Jerry is so lucky to have parents like you," Kayla expressed her gratitude.

"Enjoy yourselves, both of you," Dad told us, his tone filled with wisdom. "You live this life once and once only. Be who you need to be, and screw everything else."

Tears welled up in my eyes as I realized the depth of love and acceptance my parents had shown. "Thank you, Mom and Dad. We love you."

"We love you too, Jerry, and now Kyle," they replied in unison, their voices filled with warmth and acceptance.

Kayla's words filled the air with a mixture of excitement and anticipation. "Please, if you see my parents, don't say anything," she pleaded, her voice tinged with worry.

"Not our place to say anything, honey, but don't worry, we won't," Dad assured her, his tone soothing and understanding.

Kayla handed the phone back to me, her emotions visible in her eyes. "We'd better go. Love you both. And thank you," she said, her voice trembling with a mix of laughter and tears.

"Enjoy, kid. She's hot," Dad interjected with a playful wink before the call ended.

"Oh my god!" Kayla exclaimed, a mixture of laughter and tears escaping her. "Oh my god, I love you so much, and I love your parents. Oh my god."

"I told you, babe. You are mine now. I will love you forever, no matter if you are Kayla or Kyle," I reassured her, my voice filled with sincerity.

"So if I changed myself back to Kyle, you'd still love me?" she asked, a hint of uncertainty in her voice.

"Of course! It would be a shame because you are hot as Kayla, but I love you for you, Kyle. Nothing will ever change that. As Kayla, you have the added bonus of being mega-hot, but honestly, you are a good-looking guy too," I replied, a fond smile gracing my lips.

"You'd make a pretty hot chick too, though," Kayla teased, her voice filled with playfulness.

"Urgh, don't. I'd look terrible," I protested, unable to imagine myself in feminine attire.

"No, no. You just think that; that's what I thought too," she countered. "One day, I'm gonna dress you up. Let me assure you, once you slip on a pair of panties, you'll never want to go back to boxers," she purred, her words sending a shiver down my spine. "Maybe when we get back to Prague."

"You can't force me," I playfully retorted, sticking my tongue out at her.

She raised an eyebrow and flashed me a sinister smile. "Oh, but I can. I do believe Svetlana left all her BDSM gear back at the apartment. Maybe I'll make you my little bitch," she teased, her voice laced with a seductive tone.

"Oh my god," I moaned, feeling my excitement growing, my cock straining against my pants.

"Can you imagine that? Me dressed in a sexy latex dress, latex gloves, high-heeled boots, and you on the ground in a pink satin dress, licking my boots, licking up over my stockings to my cock, and me skull-fucking the shit out of you?" she continued, her words painting a vivid and erotic picture in my mind.

"Oh, fuck yes," I moaned again, unable to contain the surge of desire coursing through me.

"Then lifting up your skirt and slamming my cock deep inside you, raping your asshole, and all you can do is beg for more, deeper, harder?" she whispered, her voice dripping with a blend of dominance and desire.

"Oh fuck, yes! Check, please!" I cried out, overwhelmed by the intensity of the fantasies she was weaving.

"I'm so horny that I'm really scared I won't be able to keep my cock hidden," Kayla confessed, her voice filled with a mix of anticipation and nervousness.

"Same here!" I admitted, my own desire raging.

"You're not in a dress!" she laughed, her laughter echoing with a mischievous tone.

Our playful banter and shared desires heightened the electric tension between us, fueling our passion and deepening our connection. We knew that our journey together, embracing our true selves and exploring our desires, would be an extraordinary and unforgettable adventure.

After settling the bill, we began our journey back to the hotel, tracing our steps along the dimly lit beach. As we approached a secluded cove, Kayla's stamina faltered, and she forcefully shoved me to the ground. Without pause, she tugged down my shorts and plunged her rigid member deep into my backside, our flesh smacking together loudly amidst the sand. In the throes of our passion, we were oblivious to the possibility of being discovered - a fortunate circumstance, as we were soon joined as one in a frenzied, carnal frenzy. Kayla's arousal peaked in a matter of minutes, and she roughly turned me around, taking aim with her engorged, dripping member.

Anxious, I inquired as to her intentions, though I already knew the answer. My query was ignored, as she rubbed herself vigorously, sending bursts of warm, sticky fluid splattering across my face, neck, and clothing. Despite the mess, I could not deny the thrill of our illicit encounter, and I eagerly lapped up every drop of her essence, relishing the taste.

Kayla's laughter echoed across the beach as she tucked her appendage back into the confines of her panties, smirking at me in satisfaction. I lamented the fact that I was unable to rid myself of the sticky residue, but Kayla suggested a dip in the sea to remedy the situation. After a moment's contemplation, I declined her offer, electing instead to wear my prize back to the hotel. Happily, our foray had gone undetected by anyone who mattered.


European Healthcare

Driving back from Greece, the journey was made infinitely more enjoyable with Kayla by my side. The subtle touches and tender moments we shared only served to strengthen our bond. To make our trip even more memorable, we took breaks to indulge in passionate lovemaking, the intensity of which was heightened by the thrill of being on the road. With each passing moment, it felt like we were inching closer to our ultimate destination, both physically and emotionally.

Once we finally arrived back in Prague, the reality of our situation hit us. We had work commitments to attend to and sleeping arrangements to figure out. Kyle, as he was known at work, found it difficult to switch between his two personas, but he was determined to give me the full Kayla experience. I reassured him that it wasn't necessary to go to such lengths, and instead suggested that we keep things low-key during the week and indulge in our fantasies during the weekend.

“Are you sure you don't mind?” Kyle inquired, looking somewhat relieved to have been granted a reprieve.

“I'm positive,” I replied, embracing him tightly. “Let's just take things one day at a time and enjoy each other's company.”

With that, we kissed passionately, sealing our pact. Over time, Kyle moved in with me, which was a unique experience in and of itself. Sharing a bed with him as his male self felt strange at first, but it quickly became normal.

One day, during a FaceTime call with my dad, he had the opportunity to speak to Kyle, who answered his phone dressed as himself.

“Don't want to be Kayla anymore?” my dad teased.

“I do, but it's tricky with work,” Kyle replied, his voice laced with uncertainty.

“Come on now, Kyle. You're in Europe. No one will care how you dress. Besides, you're beautiful just the way you are.”

Kyle's face lit up at my dad's words of encouragement. He looked at me, eyes sparkling with newfound confidence. This was all the reassurance he needed to be true to his Kayla persona, even during the week.

Feeling emboldened, Kyle took to dressing as Kayla even during the workweek, much to my delight. One day, while Kyle was on a call with my dad, I walked in and gave him a kiss without realizing he was on the phone. I blushed profusely when I realized, but my dad just laughed it off. It was clear that he had accepted Kyle for who he was, and that was all that mattered.

Later that evening, Kyle unexpectedly revealed to me that he wanted to get breast implants. He had done extensive research and discovered that it was considerably cheaper to have the procedure done in Prague than in the US.

“Cheaper how?” I asked, intrigued.

“I found a clinic that will do it for around $3000, including all the aftercare and follow-up appointments. And, the best part is that our healthcare covers it,” Kyle replied excitedly.

I raised an eyebrow in surprise. “Do you have enough money for it?”

“I have $2000 in savings. I was hoping you could cover the rest,” he said with a hopeful smile, settling himself onto my lap and wrapping his arms around my neck.

Without hesitation, I agreed to help him cover the cost. Kyle leaned down and kissed me passionately on the lips, his excitement palpable.

“Does this mean you're going full Kayla?” I asked, grinning mischievously.

“Yep. Well, not entirely, but you know what I mean,” Kyle replied, nodding his head eagerly.

“I'm going to miss Kyle, though,” I said, pouting playfully.

“Me too, I guess. But don't worry, I'm still a sexy guy,” Kyle said, wiggling his butt in my lap.

I squeezed his rear end affectionately. “My little gay boyfriend, loving the man-cock,” I teased before locking lips with him once again.

Kyle suggested that we go out to a gay bar, and I agreed, eager to explore our new identities. We ended up at a popular bar called Friends, where we met a couple of Brazilian guys and some blonde Scandinavians who were visiting the city. We hit it off and ended up doing shots with them, dancing and having a great time. The Brazilian guys were in a long-term relationship and admitted that they rarely played away from each other, unless it was with someone they found truly special.

As we chatted, the Scandinavians playfully spanked us both and we all ended up joining forces. One of the Brazilians offered us some cocaine, which we eagerly accepted. We all headed to the bathroom to do a few lines, the euphoria slowly taking hold. We returned to the dance floor, where we were soon joined by the Brazilian and Scandinavian guys. Hands roamed freely, and soon we found ourselves in a passionate, impromptu orgy.

“Do you guys have a place nearby?” Jose, one of the Brazilian guys, asked.

“I have an apartment that's close by,” I replied eagerly.

The Scandinavians didn't join us, but Jose and his partner, Cristiano, followed us back to our apartment. We did a few more lines of coke and sniffed some poppers before we all began shedding clothes and exploring each other's bodies. Kyle was getting pleasured by Cristiano while I was blowing Jose.

I ushered Jose, Cristiano, and Kyle into our bedroom, eager to indulge in a night of debauchery. As soon as we entered, Jose pushed me onto the bed and forced his cock inside me, while Cristiano eagerly filled my mouth and Kyle waited his turn. I heard the sound of a popper bottle as Cristiano took a sniff before offering it to me. I eagerly took it and felt myself flying high as Jose vigorously fucked me from behind, and Cristiano's cock filled my mouth. The room was filled with moans, and I couldn't help but laugh as I suggested we should have invited the Vikings for a more thorough evening of pleasure.

"Don't worry, we can go all night," Jose assured me, making me moan with pleasure as he continued to pound into me. I enjoyed feeling both their cocks inside me, and the sensation only intensified as I felt Jose's cock swell inside me, followed by Kyle and then Cristiano, filling my mouth with his hot release.

Jose left the room briefly to fetch his phone for some music, and I helped him attach the Bluetooth speaker. As we danced to the trance-like music, I found myself back on my knees, devouring their cocks with a hunger that only intensified with each passing minute.

Jose seemed to sense my desires and whispered in my ear, "I'm only top. Cristiano will take your cock if that's what you want, but I don't think you do." He was right. I was more comfortable with receiving a big cock in my ass.

"How adventurous are you?" he asked, and I knew he had something exciting in mind.

"Well, we have done coke for the first time tonight," I laughed. "Wanna try something a little harder?"

I was intrigued as he explained the new drug called Daydream to me. Despite my reservations about needles, Kyle and Cristiano convinced me to give it a go. I felt Cristiano tie a band around my arm as Jose prepared the syringe and then pushed the needle in. Despite the initial hiss of pain, I felt the cold liquid enter my veins, and I began to feel dizzy and light.

Jose urged me to walk, but I was afraid I might fly away. Then suddenly I was on my back, legs in the air, as Jose's cock penetrated me again, intensifying the rush of the drug. I moaned in ecstasy, feeling like I was achieving orgasm over and over again with each hard thrust.

Cristiano directed Kyle to push his cock deep down my throat and hold it there. As I swallowed without a problem, the drug seemed to intensify the experience. I didn't even choke, and I was so high that I didn't even realize I wasn't breathing until I started changing color. Kyle pulled out, and the rush of oxygen hit me, intensifying the high.

I writhed all over the bed as each of them took their turn on me. I needed it more and more, and as cum touched my tongue, I bolted upright in orgasm. My cock sprayed everywhere, but it didn't stop my deep-seated craving for more. The music created a kaleidoscope of colors around me, and I was lost in the sensation of their bodies moving in and out of mine.

I couldn't resist reaching out to touch Jose's sweating face as he fucked me. He was so beautiful, and Kyle was equally stunning. "Oh my god, what a picture of beauty," I exclaimed. "I love you all. I love cock so much, I never want to see pussy again."

"That's it," Jose said. "You hate pussy now, okay? It makes you physically sick."

"Yes, yes. Disgusting. Only cock," I agreed, feeling completely lost in the moment.

The feeling of pure ecstasy and unbridled excitement from the intense gay sex continued to pulse through my body for nearly five hours. My senses were heightened, my skin was electric, and every touch sent shivers down my spine. It was a feeling unlike any other I had ever experienced before.

As morning approached and the others were ready to leave, Kyle asked the question that had been on my mind as well, "How long will he be like this?"

Jose replied with a reassuring tone, "Another couple of hours. He'll be fine, just don't get him too excited again or it'll kick in and won't wear off till the evening."

Kyle let out a laugh, "Fuck! Where can I get this shit?"

Jose chuckled, "You can't, not easily. But I can leave you the bottle we used. You only need a tiny syringe, like one milliliter only. That's all I gave him. There is enough there to last you a year."

Curious, Kyle asked, "Where did you get it?"

Jose leaned in and whispered, "A friend in the pharmaceutical business. It was designed to enhance the female libido, which it did, but the FDA didn't pass it because of how it affects men and its potential for misuse. Whatever you do, don't do any hypnosis or shit like that when you're on it. It will fuck with your mind."

Kyle thanked him and asked, "Will we see you again?"

"Sure. Come by Friends again tonight and we can play some more. If you want your bitch to have some real fun, give her a mil of that before you head out, then let her loose in the dark rooms. She'll be like a bitch in heat," Jose laughed.

Kyle grinned mischievously, "I might just do that. I might even get him dressed in drag for it."

"That would be fun," Jose agreed.

As Kyle climbed back into bed with me, I couldn't help but beg for more. "I need your cock, please!"

Kyle was firm, "No babe. Go to sleep."

I resigned myself to slumber and soon drifted off, my body still tingling from the incredible experience.

That night, we eagerly agreed to head out again. I couldn't wait to see the guys again, and I knew Kyle had something special planned for me. After experiencing constant, mind-blowing orgasms, I was more than ready for whatever he had in store.

Kyle injected me with a small dose, and then took out a vibrating butt plug Svetlana had left behind. As he pushed it inside me, I moaned in pleasure, lost in the overwhelming sensations. I begged him to put his cock inside me, but he had other plans.

He sat down and played with his phone while I writhed on the bed, humping my ass trying to get more of the plug inside me. But I needed more. Kyle found what he was looking for and said, “we'll head out in an hour.” He then injected a tiny bit more in me until I was moaning and barely able to move.

I was in a constant state of orgasm, and my cock kept spewing out tiny amounts of cum as I came over and over again. Kayla, Kyle's alter ego, placed her cock in my mouth, choking me with it as she put her S8 inside her VR goggles. She commanded me to watch the hypnosis spiral in front of me.

The spiral was filled with flashing images of cock and transsexuals taking it in various positions. The words "you are a sissy slut who needs cock and cum" echoed in my brain. I craved it, needed it to survive. I was a sissy whore who would do anything to drink cum and take it up my ass. And I loved it.

I don’t know how long I watched it, but eventually Kayla took the glasses off me. I immediately went to her underwear drawer and began dressing in the sluttiest lingerie I could find. Red lace panties, a matching bra, a corset, stockings, suspenders, and a tight red mini dress.

“I need boobs,” I told Kayla.

“I need boobs too,” she replied.

Kayla handed me her black wig, and I put it on. She helped me do my makeup, and then we both put on red high heels and headed out of the apartment, down the street, and to the club.

Men wolf-whistled at us as we walked by, and when a group of stags tried to chat us up, I shamelessly offered to suck their dicks for five-hundred crowns each. They looked at each other for a moment, then pulled out their wallets. Kayla got in on the act, and soon enough we were sucking off ten British guys in a large park in the center. It was the easiest money I had ever made.

We didn't make it more than a few meters when we were propositioned again. I offered my mouth once more, and they gladly took it.

By the time we reached Friends, it was well past eleven at night. My crotch was damp from cumming so much, but thankfully I had a panty-liner to soak it up. I was barely able to walk after sucking so many dicks and taking a couple up my ass. I felt like I was flying like a kite, and it felt amazing.

“Oh my god, you guys look amazing," Jose told us.

Kayla explained how she had brainwashed me to be her sissy whore for the night. “It’s only temporary, right?” she asked.

Jose frowned. "I guess. I mean, I think he might be thinking that way for a week or so. Watch out, yeah?"

My mind was in a haze of pleasure and submission, and I couldn't help but wonder what other sexual adventures lay ahead.

As I walked into the dark rooms of the cruise bar, I felt a rush of excitement. I was there for one reason only - to be fucked. I looked back at Jose and the others who had followed me, and they all had lust in their eyes. I headed straight for the chained up sling, my heart racing with anticipation.

I spread my legs wide, inviting anyone who wanted to use me. And oh, did they use me. Men came from all directions, eager to take their turn on the submissive little sissy in the sling. They pushed their way into me, filling me up with their cocks, their hands, and their tongues. I was a toy to be used, and I couldn't stop.

Thankfully, most of the men wore condoms, but I knew I would need to get tested after this. The night wore on, and I followed another group to another cruise bar. Kayla joined me, and we headed straight to the bathroom. She had another syringe prepared, and she injected me with a full dose.

As I looked into Kayla's eyes, she spoke the words that I had been longing to hear. "You are a sissy whore. You only love cock and cum, and women's clothes. You hate pussy. You need cum in you and all over you. You hate condoms and only want raw cock."

I repeated her words, feeling them seeping into my very being. For the next twelve hours, I was fucked over and over again. I was powerless to stop someone with a condom fucking me, but I kept begging for them to take it off. And many did.

The orgasms kept coming, over and over, until I passed out from exhaustion. When I woke up, there were six men around me, one in my mouth and one in my ass. I felt sticky, tight, but I needed this. It continued for some time, but eventually, Kayla called an end to proceedings. I was allowed to shower, but cum was still pouring out of me. I felt very sick, but I knew that I would do it all over again if given the chance.

“How long did I go?” I asked her, my eyes still hazy as I struggled to piece together the events of the past few days.

“Thirty six hours,” Kayla replied with a laugh. “You were in and out of consciousness. Men were in and out of here all night and all day.”

I winced as I remembered what she had told me to do, about taking raw cock. “Fuck Kayla, you’ve probably gotten me infected.”

“Actually, Jose and I were checking who you were with the whole time. We made sure to ask questions of all the men. Yeah, you’re gonna need to get tested, but you should be fine.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, grateful for Kayla’s caution. After showering and eating something, I slowly dressed myself in panties and a dress, carefully applying my make-up and refitting my wig. Kayla and I headed out to a drop-in center, where I explained what had happened.

The doctor gave me a so-called quick test, which was not entirely reliable but could detect something if necessary, and prescribed something called PreP. “Take that every day. It is the best defense if you are going to do stuff like this,” he told me.

“Thanks,” I said, relieved that I had not contracted anything. As we left the center, I asked how much I owed him.

He simply smiled and said, “European healthcare. It’s free of charge.”

Kayla and I both agreed that we needed to behave and put our vial of hypnosis away, but the temptation was too strong. Even though Kyle had never used it and never would, I found myself craving it more and more, needing to be subservient to Kayla.

“Told you I’d get you,” Kayla laughed, her tone almost sinister.


The Name is Jerri

Of course, my parents were more than a little shocked to see I had decided to transition too.  However, they were just as accepting as they were with everything else.  The difference between Kayla and I though, was that Kayla demanded I take hormones, which of course I wanted too.  I met with several doctors, who judged that indeed I was ready to transition.

I let my parents know that I was now called, “Jerri, not Jerry.” 

Kayla introduced me to the world of BDSM and I found that I really did enjoy being her submissive.  We experimented with whips, dildos, electrosex, and much more, before settling on psychological torture and public humiliation.  For Kyle’s birthday, I got myself a tattoo on my ass, which said, “Kayla’s Whore.”  Kayla loved it.  I also got my nose and nipples pierced, which was good timing, because my nipples became uber sensitive after that.

Not long after I started hormones, Kayla scheduled herself into a reputable clinic for the breast surgery.  I made sure to visit her in hospital, and cared for her in the months that followed, until she was ready to release those puppies.  She purchased C-cup, which was big enough for her frame. 

By the time she got breasts, my boobs were also growing.  I was still only an A-cup, and I would be lucky to make B-cup with hormones, but I was hopeful. 

I hadn’t taken DayDream for a while, and once Kayla was back to full strength, she decided it was time for me to earn money for my breast augmentation. 

“So, I’m thinking we go to Hamburg, get you proper fucked up, and send you out in a street I heard about there, under the red light district, where all the TVs hang out.” She told me.  “Of course, I’m not gonna force you if you don’t want me to.” She smiled.  “It’s just a game.”

I smiled back at her.  “I want you to force me.  No limits.  I’m serious.”

“Then let’s do this.  Two weeks.  You earn enough to cover accommodation for us both, and your new boobs, okay?”

“Okay.”

The Reeperbahn in Hamburg is a tourist destination, but is mega creepy, with sex everywhere.   The street he meant was a dark dingy street which felt unsafe.  It actually wasn’t though. 

The first night, Kayla got me ready; dressing me up in a pink mini-skirt, and a tiny white lace wench top, which exposed my flat pierced belly.  She then injected me with a larger dose than usual, and told me to go out and get laid.

The streets and sounds moved past me at a strange speed, sometimes feeling really slow, but then suddenly being shocked that I had moved so far.  Eventually, I arrived at the street Kayla had researched, near the Reeperbahn, called Schmuckstrasse.  It was the street where most people went to find transgender prostitutes.  The street was dark.  Most of the women were behind glass, but there were a couple on the streets.  I stood on the other side of the road from them, earning a glance from them, and a little smirk.

It took barely minutes before the first customer arrived.  He was a well-dressed man, clean looking.  After agreeing a price of eighty euros for sex, we headed back to the hotel, where I had a room to myself.  Whilst I was brainwashed to want cum, Kayla was clever enough to leave condoms out for the customers.  After I sucked him to full strength, he took a condom and slid it on before repositioning me onto my knees so he could fuck me and wank me at the same time.  The rush from the DayDream hit me as the cock pushed through my sphincter.  I cried out in orgasm, even though I didn’t cum; my whole body shook.

That night, I made over a thousand euros.  That was more than enough to cover the accommodation and our food expenses.  Now I needed to earn the breast augmentation money.

All the customers except one used a condom that first night.  One requested to pay more to do it without, which I agreed to; even though I would’ve agreed to anything.  He assured me he was clean, as he was married and only did this sort of thing once a year.

When Kayla arrived back at the room, I asked her where she had been. 

“I was on an app called Romeo, and met a guy.  He’s dominant, so I spent the night with him.” She told me.  “I’m only getting changed quickly now and heading back out with him.” She prepared another syringe.  “I assume you are tired, so I’m not going to force you out.  I am going to hypnotize you again.  Tell me; how did you end up?” I told her the details and gave her all the money.  “Good.  I’m going to change the video this time.”

She put the Samsung Gear VR on my head and plugged in the earphones.  The video which played flashed images of anal creampies, over and over.  It was interspersed with text saying that I was a cumslut and that without cum I would be ill.  It also reinforced my need to hate pussy.  As I watched, I felt her put her cock in my ass; however, this time he used a condom.  I moaned and begged for cum as she fucked me.  Finally, after she came, I felt her pour the cum into my mouth.

“You think I’m going to fuck a whore bareback?” Kayla laughed.

When I awoke, it was early afternoon.  There was a message waiting for me on my phone telling me to eat, shower, get dressed into my whore clothes, and go work.  It was three in the afternoon by the time I was back on the streets.  One of the whores from the night before saw me and came running.  She began asking me something in German.

“I’m sorry, I don’t understand.” I told her.

“You are a working girl?”

“Yes.”

“You cannot be outside during the day.  Where are you working from?”

“My hotel.”

“Okay, come inside with me to my place.  I have a free window.  It is forty euro for the night, and you will be safe and have somewhere to fuck.”

I grinned.  “Thank you!”

“What is your name?”

“Jerri.” I told her.

“Margarita.  I’m from Colombia.  You?”

“States.”

“You are tranny, yes?”

I smiled at her.  “Can’t you tell?”

“Not really.  You are hot.  Maybe too hot.  You would get more customers if people were certain.  After eight tonight, wear just lingerie and show off your cock.  People will love it.”

I shrugged.  “Sure.”

The small apartment had a seating area by the window and two small bedrooms.  I stripped down to my lingerie, with Margarita telling me to keep my panties on until after eight. 

I had a few syringes of DayDream with me, knowing that Kayla wanted me to shoot up.  “What is that? Heroin?  Doesn’t look like heroin?” Margarita told me.

“No, it’s DayDream.” I told her all about it, and she told me she wanted to try it too; so I gave her one of the new prepared syringes.  We both shot up.

“Uhhhh fuuuuck!” She cried out; her cock immediately getting stiff in her little red panties.  “Fuck, fuck!  Fuck me!  Quickly, please!”

I jumped to the task and climbed on her, kissed her lips.  Finding her hole, I pushed inside her, earning her first DayDream orgasm, which shook her whole body.  “Finger me.” I told her, as I fucked.  She reached around and pushed a fat digit inside me.  “More!” Two more fingers pushed in and I cried out in shock from the sudden rush of excitement which hit me.  We kissed, fucked and fingered until we both came.

“That is amazing.” She purred.  “I still feel so horny.  Fuck!  I need cock.  I need it now.  Give it to me again and again.” She begged.

“Let’s work.” I reminded her.

“Yes.  Let’s work; we should get as many men as possible.”

After that, Margarita was like a bitch in heat.  She flashed her cock whenever someone came by, even though she shouldn’t have; however, I was no better.  Stood in a black satin and lace teddy, matching thong panties, and stockings, I regularly pulled my cock out to lure in customers.  It didn’t take long for us to both get men in. 

“Fuck me.  Please, fuck me.” I begged, pretty much ravishing the customers; sucking them down and then ramming their raw cocks directly into my ass. 

I worked all through the day and night and most of the morning.  By the time I was done, I had made over three thousand euros. 

I didn’t see Kayla the rest of the week, only receiving messages.  I worked when I could, watched hypnosis and slept in the hotel.  My first week ended with me over twelve thousand euros richer. 

Sunday, Kayla came by the hotel with a tall greying man.  He looked well-built and domineering. 

“So bitch, where’s my money?” Kayla asked with a sneer, pushing me onto the bed and slapping my face.

“Here!” I told her, running to get her the money and handing it to her.

“You’ve been a good slut.” She told me.  “I’ve extended our stay here for at least another couple of weeks.  Matthias and I will be staying together.  He is your new master, so we need to make sure you continue to earn this much, as half now goes to him.  Understand?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good.”

“Get on your knees and thank your new master, then get to work!”


Home Time

I woke up to a terrible feeling of pressure on my chest.  It took a while to work out what was going on and why I was in a hospital bed in Germany, and then I realized what had happened. 

“The augmentation has been a success.” The doctor explained.  “Given the fact that you had already grown to a significant B cup from the hormones, moving you to a DD cup breast was very straightforward.  You’ll spend the next few days with us so we can monitor your progress and make sure things settle okay.  It’ll take over a month for them to heal completely, so no physical activity.

“Other than that your blood work is generally good.  There was one thing, oh yes, your liver is slightly enlarged and seems to be trying to correct itself.  Doesn’t look like fatty liver, so likely to be alcohol related.  Try to keep yourself clean for a few months and it should sort itself out.”

“Thanks doc.” I said.  “All other blood work is good though?”

“Yes.  If you are worried about viral infections, all clear there.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, and as I did, the heavy breasts felt like they would crush me.  I had spent nearly four months working the street, with only a break to clear my stuff out of my Prague apartment to move to Hamburg.  Tough as Matthias and Kayla seemed to be, most of the time they were wonderful to me.  However, one thing became increasingly clear, and that was Kayla had fallen in love with Matthias. 

It was interesting to hear about my liver.  I believe that stemmed from the DayDream, which had run out a couple of weeks ago, and getting hold of more was next to impossible. 

Over the next few weeks, Matthias and Kayla looked after me, waiting over me hand and foot.  After two weeks, we all had very careful sex, but it wasn’t the same.  I needed to go.  I was ready to go home.

It was only once the bandages came off and I looked at my new thin body with the massive boobs which I had personally chosen, then I realized the surgery had indeed been a success.  I smiled at myself as I realized what a hot little she-male I had become.  I went back to the streets to work for a few more weeks, all of my own choice, and only with condoms, and then I told Kayla that I was calling it a day.

“I’m going home Kayla.” I told her.  “I miss my family.  It’s time.”

Tears formed in her eyes.  She understood, but she didn’t want to lose me.  “I can’t go back.  My parents…”

“I know.  When did you last speak to them?”

“We email.  We talk.  But they don’t know about all this.”

“Kayla, don’t worry.  I understand.  You have Matthias now.  You love him.”

“I do.”

“You were my special dream girl Kayla, and you always will be; but I know now that you were here to help me realize who I am, and I know what I am now.”

Kayla sniffed back tears and chuckled.  “You’re a whore.”

I laughed, “I am a whore.  And I’m proud of it.”

“Will you work back in the US?”

“Hooking?  I don’t know.  Sometimes maybe, or I may get into porn.  I know I can’t have a normal life; I don’t want a normal life.”

Kayla nodded.  “Sure.  I’m kinda thinking I do.  Kids and stuff like that.”

“I love you Kayla.  I always will.”

“I love you too Jerri.  You’re my special girl.” She paused.  “Oh by the way, Matthias kind of helped with all the cash you earned.”

I was surprised.  “What cash?  I gave it all to you both.”

“Yeah, we took a cut, obviously, but well, you did all the work babe.  It’s your money.  Matthias has been, ahem, cleaning it for you.  You have like over a hundred grand put aside in a bank account in your name.  There’s a card in your name attached to it.” Kayla dug up the German debit card and handed it to me.

“But it’s your money.  You were my pimp.  That was the whole part of the game.”

“But it was just a game Jerri.  The money is yours.” Then she laughed.  “And rest assured, we took a sizeable pimp fee from you.  You were a good little whore.”

My cock twitched hearing that.  “Part of me wishes you would just tie me up here and force me to stay; keep me in captivity and whore me out.”

Kayla stepped forward, her breasts touching mine, our lips close.  “Would you like that?  Do you really want that?  Because if you really want that, then we’ll do it.  But you can’t go back on that.  If you want to be kidnapped and held forever, you have to mean it.”

My cock grew to full mast and my breathing became panicky.  I wanted that so much; oh my god, how awesome would that be?  “I…”

“We would need to torture you, every single day.” She whispered.

“Oh my god…”

Her hands were rubbing my cock now.  “Say it.  Say you want to disappear from the face of the Earth.  Matthias can arrange it.  We can make you our permanent slave.  Just say you really want it.”

“I really want it.”

She looked at my closed eyes, “then say good bye to the rest of your life and your parents and everyone you love.” And as she said that, I came hard.

I opened my eyes and she was smiling, but her eyes were sad.  “Now check your flights!  You have a flight home to catch.” She had given me one last fantasy fulfilling handjob, but she was right.  It was home time.

To say I was nervous the moment I stepped off that plane was an understatement.  It was not just a case of checking flights, as Kayla had said; but I also needed to work with the US embassy to get my passport sorted so I could actually get back in, and that was harder.  Thankfully, I didn’t have to worry about the TSA anymore as my first port of entry was JFK, and that hassle had been and gone.  I was now nervous about seeing my Mom and Dad, and I’m sure they were nervous about seeing me.

I tried to dress as conservatively as I could, so I was wearing a leatherette pencil skirt and a red satin gypsy top.  Under that I had on my usual combination of black stockings and sexy lingerie, which I couldn’t do without. 

“Oh my god, there she is.” I heard Mom gasp.  “Oh isn’t she beautiful?  Our daughter!”

I came in for a hug from Mom, and another from Dad.  “Hello sweetheart.” Dad said, the first time I had ever heard that from him.  “You look amazing, you really do.”

“Thanks Dad.” Part of me wanted to call him Daddy, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

“Let me take your luggage.” Dad said, helping me with my bags.

“So why didn’t Kayla come back with you?” Mom asked.

“She’s in love Mom,” I told her, “just not with me.  She met a man, Matthias, and they want a family and you know.”

“And you?”

“I don’t know Mom.  Not yet anyway.”

Life without Kayla, the girl of my dreams, was hard at first. For weeks after my return, I moped around, feeling sorry for myself. Sure, I started an Onlyfans account, did some porn work, made some money, and with the money from Europe, I was able to buy myself a nice apartment, but all of it was dull without Kayla.

As with all things, time marches on and slowly, my times with Kayla faded into the past. It was whilst I was doing some street hooking for fun that I met a young man called Quentin. He was the shy, quiet type, skinny but not unattractive. He was almost feminine in his features and had scruffy long black hair. When he saw me on that street, he gasped and said he had to get to know me. I asked why the urgency but he didn’t want to say, just that he had to know me. I told him my usual rates but he shook his head.

“I’ll pay you for your time, of course,” he said, “But let me take you to dinner, or a drink.”

“Why?” I asked him, smiling at this innocent man’s excitement.

“Because…it’s stupid, you’ll laugh.”

“I promise, I won’t.” I said softly.

“I had a dream about you.”

It seemed impossible, but given my dream, my love for Kayla, could it be true that someone could have that dream about me?

“You realise I’m a transsexual, right?” I asked.

“You…you are?” He asked, shocked and nervous.

I nodded with a smile. “Do you mind?”

“I…I don’t know. I’ve never thought of it. I’m straight…”

And yet, the more I looked at him, something began to click. I felt sure Kayla was the girl from my dream, she had to have been, but looking at Quentin, I could see her in him too. Impossible, surely? “Quentin, have you ever dressed up as a woman?”

The man bit his lip and blushed. “Well, no, but…”

“But?”

“I like dominant women. I read sissy stories.”

I licked my lips and grinned. Suddenly, things were beginning to make sense. I accepted his offer and we went for dinner where we got to know each other. Quentin came from a poor family but made money for himself in crypto, which he managed to this day. He’d always been a loner and had given up on happiness, given up on finding the girl of his dreams, until that day.

We kissed. I wanted him to know I was interested, that I was there for him. I told him that I wanted to own him, to transform him, and in turn, for him to worship me. He promised he would, so I took him home, where I bathed him, shaved him and transformed him into the sexiest little sissy slut in the world. When I was done with him, even without make-up, I could see that I had been wrong the whole time. Kayla wasn’t the girl of my dreams after-all, she was a cheap facsimile, but far from perfection. My perfect girl was stood in front of me.

“I thought you were just a dream.” I gasped.

“I knew it.” He whispered, and then he dropped to his knees and kissed my feet, like the true dedicated sissy slave girlfriend, he was destined to be.

THE END
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