

STICK & POKE

A TRANSGENDER EROTIC ROMANCE STORY


BY 

NIKKI CRESCENT


KEEPING UP WITH

NIKKI CRESCENT

JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

Want to get in touch with me? It’s really so easy!

Email me at:

nikkicrescent@gmail.com


COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

Published By Honey Wagon Books Inc.

Copyright © 2020 by Nikki Crescent

Model License Holder: Honey Hunter (Shutterstock Inc.)

Background Image License: Whiskey Boone (Shutterstock Inc.)

Cover by Fleetwood Lebowski (Honey Hut Designs Inc.)

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.


NAVIGATOR

Begin Reading

Table of Contents

Newsletter

Copyright

About the Author


TABLE OF CONTENTS

NAVIGATOR

-

STICK & POKE

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

-

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


FIND ME ON PATREON!

I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on FORCED: a novella too hot for Amazon. And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


DEDICATION

To all of my readers

You have made everything possible

Thank you.


STICK & POKE

Tattoo artist, Hubert Santiago, can’t stand Billie Siren’s new song, which seems to be playing on the radio every fifteen minutes. In case the song isn’t bad enough, all of his co-workers and clients can’t stop talking about the young pop star. Hubert had never even heard of her until the annoying song started playing on every station.

One night, a young woman comes into the shop for a tattoo. She wants it done secretly, around her private area, meaning she’ll need to take her bottoms off. As a professional, Hubert doesn’t mind, though he finds the non-disclosure agreement she demands he sign a bit strange. The girl keeps insisting that she’s a big deal, but Hubert’s never seen her face before—and he can’t even begin to understand why she would want him to agree to secrecy, seeing as the girl is already covered in tattoos. Then he finds the long shaft she wants to remain a secret, and later, he finds out who the mysterious girl was.


CHAPTER I

I heard the new Billie Siren song on the way to the shop that morning. I tried changing the station, and sure enough it was playing on that station too. I tried changing the station one more time, only to hear, “And coming up after the break, Billie Siren’s new top hit, Back in Business!” So I just turned the radio off.

I didn’t hate the song. It was alright—nothing special. I was just sick of hearing it over and over and over, as if it was the only song ever written. People were obsessed. I heard on the radio that the girl already had a world tour booked, and her first album wasn’t even out yet—just two hit singles. How can a performer book a world tour with two hit singles?

I felt like I hated this Billie Siren girl, even though I didn’t know her—and I knew nothing about her. I didn’t even know what she looked like. I only knew the ‘fun facts’ the radio kept repeating about her. She only just turned eighteen! Can you even believe an eighteen year old can be so talented? Her parents are movie producers! Her older brother is her producer! She’s vegan! She doesn’t drink or do drugs!

I just couldn’t wrap my head around why the world seemed to care so much about some young woman with two mediocre songs. Sure, they were catchy—but is that all a young person needs to do? Write a couple catchy tunes and then become an instant millionaire?

“Why are you so grumpy, Hubert? Someone piss in your cereal this morning?” Dustin asked me as I stepped into the shop. He already had a client: a young girl. She was in tears, clutching the edge of her seat violently as Dustin gently tattooed the word ‘beautiful’ on her shoulder blade. “It hurts so bad,” she repeated over and over. Dustin was ignoring her, as if she’d been moaning like that since the moment he started.

“Grumpy? I’m fine. Why?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders before loading his needle with ink. “You just look grumpy.” A moment later, that Billie Siren song started playing in the shop. I found myself biting down on the edge of tongue—the same technique I used to fight away the pain when I was getting inked. “Can we change the fucking music? Aren’t you sick of hearing this song?”

He laughed. “It’s the client’s playlist. Sorry, man. Don’t you like Billie Siren?”

“I just don’t get why everyone’s so obsessed,” I said, apparently unable to escape the eighteen year old.

“It’s catchy. I like it,” Dustin said. He started bobbing his head gently to the music as he continued to tattoo his young client. She groaned and squirmed. “You have to sit still or your tattoo won’t look right,” he said to the girl.

I went into the back room to unpack my gear. I could still hear that song: the predictable bass line and the mumbling vocals. She wasn’t even a talented singer. It was more like a weird combination of mumbling rap and singing, as if she was trying to sing while high on heroin. Maybe I was being too hard on the girl. I suppose it was impressive that she was eighteen and already famous all over the world. Maybe she was a hard worker. Maybe she deserved all the fame and money she was getting. Who was I to judge her?

After her first song ended, her next song began. I groaned. It was so similar. The mumbling singing was just as incoherent. The formula was the same: verse, chorus, verse, chorus, verse, and so on. Maybe she didn’t deserve the money and the fame. How could she? It couldn’t have taken her more than a few hours to write each song, and maybe a day or two to record each one. Her producer brother probably did most of the work. And then bam: she’s a millionaire. Meanwhile, I have to get up at the same time every morning, and I have to do tattoo whatever stupid ideas clients come up with. One time I was so broke that I reluctantly agreed to tattoo a swastika on a man’s chest. I felt nauseous for the whole five hours it took, and he only paid me eighty bucks for the piece. Billie Siren would never know how humiliating and soul-crushing getting by could be.

I waited until the song was over before I emerged from the back room. The girl’s tattoo was nearly finished now. She had tears streaming down her face, and now she was moaning for her mommy. I had to bite my tongue again, this time so I wouldn’t laugh at the girl’s complete lack of pain tolerance. I had a feeling this would be her first and last tattoo.

I took a seat behind the front desk, hoping I would get some walk-ins, seeing as I had no one booked. I took out a pen and a piece of paper and started doodling, hoping to create some fresh material for my flash book. I made a few random rough doodles, unable to think of anything too interesting. I tried to muster up some inspiration, but I could only think of that damned Billie Siren song; it was stuck in my head, playing on repeat, even though Taylor Swift was now blasting through the speaker near the crying girl’s face.

I ended up drawing a man strapped to an electric chair—except instead of wires being connected to his body, he had headphones on. Coming out from the headphones was the main line from the chorus of Back in Business. The man was almost dead, with smoke rising up from his body.

It was a fun drawing, but I had a feeling it could piss a potential client off if they were a big Billie Siren fan, so I pushed it aside and started on a new piece of paper.

Then the front door opened and a woman walked in. She was in her thirties, with dark hair and big sunglasses on her face. She wasn’t even near the counter yet and I could smell the fresh cigarette smoke on her body, mixed with a cheap department store perfume. I smiled at her but she didn’t smile back. She sauntered slowly towards the counter. “Can I help you?” I asked, trying to hide my supposedly grumpy face.

“I’m just browsing,” she said. It seemed like a strange thing for someone walking into a tattoo shop to say. She picked up Dustin’s flash book and started flipping through the pages. She stared at each image seriously, as if she was considering each piece to be a permanent fixture on her body.

Then she picked up Aaron’s flash book. “Aaron is off this week,” I said to the woman. But she ignored me, flipping one page at a time while seriously considering each image. Then she got to Katrina’s book. “Katrina will be in this afternoon,” I said. And again, she ignored me.

Finally, she got to my book. I bit down on my tongue and felt my body tense up. I didn’t need the extra work. It had been years since I was broke enough to tattoo a swastika chest piece. Now, I made good money from some high-tier clients. My Instagram had nearly 100,000 followers and I got messages almost daily from clients who wanted me to copy my previous work on them. As much as I would have liked to take their money, I never copied my own work. After I tattooed Ben Affleck, everyone wanted me to put the same piece on them. I knew that Ben would never refer any of his famous friends if I went ahead and gave twenty-five people the same piece.

The woman flipped slowly through my flash book, and then she stopped suddenly, admiring one of the middle pages. “When will this artist be in?”

“I’m in right now,” I said, trying to hide my smile. It was always nice to receive a bit of vindication, even now that I was a moderately successful tattoo artist.

“How much for this one?” she asked, flipping the book around. It was a traditional-style cat, looking up with a slight grin on his face.

“I guess it depends on how big you want it,” I said.

“I want it small—no bigger than this,” she said, touching the tip of her thumb to the tip of her pointer finger. It was very small—girls always wanted small tattoos for whatever reason.

“I could do that for two hundred,” I said. “It would take about an hour, start to finish. Where do you want it?”

She was slow to respond. “I want it on my ass. And underneath it, I want it to say, ‘Not yours anymore’.” She nodded her head as if she was agreeing with herself. She turned around and lifted up her skirt, showing me her bum, in case I wasn’t sure what she meant when she said her bum. “Is that doable?”

I nodded my head. “Absolutely,” I said. “I’ll go get a stencil ready. Just fill out this form and then we’ll get started.”

I brought the woman to the back room, because our shop had big windows looking out onto the boardwalk, and we didn’t like having people looking in while we were tattooing sensitive areas—especially because kids liked to look in from time to time.

I asked her to take off her skirt, so we wouldn’t get any blood or ink on it. “Do you have other tattoos?” I asked the woman.

She shook her head. “Does it hurt?”

“On the butt? It won’t hurt as much as anywhere else on the body—but it might sting a bit,” I said. I wiped her butt with an alcohol wipe, making sure the surface was clean. The skin on her bum was soft, but her tush was firm. She was wearing a thong, which had sunken between her perky cheeks. She was in good shape for her age. “So where are we thinking? On the side, or up top? Or maybe somewhere else?”

“I want it close to the middle,” she said.

“The middle of the cheek?” I asked.

“The middle of the bum, on the right side.”

It took me a moment to realize she meant next to her crack. “Right here?” I asked, gently poking a spot next to her butt crack, only an inch from her asshole.

She strained to look back at the mirror. “Yes. That’s right,” she said. She spoke with a strange finesse. She definitely didn’t seem like the tattoo type, and I had a feeling this was a sort of payback tattoo, maybe to get back at her ex-husband. I didn’t normally tattoo people who wanted lover names or slanderous tattoos about ex-lovers. But I already had her in the back room and I had all of my materials prepped—and I wasn’t doing anything else that morning. So I applied the stencil, and she okayed it.

“Are you sure you want this?” I said. “Have you thought about it for at least a few weeks?”

“I want the tattoo,” she said, dodging my question.

So I got started. She winced and gasped when my needle touched her skin. There was no turning back now. She was locked into a tattoo, and in thirty minutes, she would have a cat above the tagline, ‘Not yours anymore.’ And did that tagline refer to her asshole? Did her ex love sticking it into her back door? Did she plan on taking a picture to send to him? Would he care? Would she regret this tattoo in a matter of weeks?

She handled the pain well once she got used to it. She didn’t bleed much and her skin was tight, so it was an easy tattoo to apply. She did a great job of staying still, so I managed to get all of the lines perfectly straight, without a single little bump.

“Okay, I think we’re all done,” I said, turning the mirror so she could see her freshly tattooed ass.

“Can you take a picture for me?” she said, handing me her phone.

“Sure. But it’s still a bit red. It will take a week or two to heal completely.” I snapped a photo, feeling a bit awkward, even though I’d taken countless photos of tattooed asses and tits.

“Can you do me a big favour?” she asked.

“What’s that?”

“Can you take a picture with your finger… inside of me?” Her voice was suddenly coy and quiet. It took a moment before I realized she was asking me to finger her.

“You want me to do what?” I said.

“Put your finger into my asshole. You can wear a glove if it makes you more comfortable—though I promise you that I’m clean. I would just really like a picture so that I can… it would just really help.” She turned her head and smiled at me. Her face was suddenly red. “I’ll leave you a very good tip.”

I wavered for a moment. I knew that sticking my finger into her asshole was a bad idea—and it could potentially get me into a lot of trouble. But I wanted that big tip, and I didn’t really have any personal reservations against penetrating a pretty woman who was asking for it. “This photo isn’t going to get out, is it?”

“Of course not. It’s just for me and… for one other person—someone who will delete it as soon as they see it, I’m sure.”

So I put on a clean glove and I rubbed some Aquaphor down my finger, as if I was about to perform a colonoscopy. I took a deep breath and then I pulled the thin string of her thong to the side. She reached back and gently spread her butt cheeks for me with both hands, being careful not to touch her fresh tattoo. She had a nice asshole: clean and round and perfect. It puckered, as if begging for me to plug it. So I took my finger and gently twisted it into her ass. A soft moan escaped her lips, making me feel awkward.

Once I was down to my knuckle, I held up the camera. I snapped a photo. I was about to pull out when she said, “Can you record a quick video of you moving your finger in and out?” I hesitated. It seemed crazy, but I’d already come this far. “I’ll leave you a very good tip—I promise.”

So I did it. I started recording a video on her phone, then I started to thrust my finger in and out of her asshole. She moaned, and she even bounced her body back and forth, as if she was trying to ride my finger. I would be lying if I said that I didn’t start to become erect. She was an attractive woman with a great ass. Tattooing a hot ass was hard enough—so how could I avoid getting aroused while exploring the inside of a woman’s body?

I ended the video. “Okay, you’ve got your video,” I said, pulling my finger out. I took off the glove and tossed it into the nearby trash bin before she could ask me to go on. But she wasn’t moving, so I reminded her that we were finished with the tattoo. “I’ll go over care instructions at the front desk.” I was trying hard to act professional, while trying to budge my erection to the side so that she wouldn’t notice—not that she would care.

“I’ll leave an extra two hundred dollars if you take a video with your cock in me. No one will see the video—just me and one other person, and I’m almost sure that they will delete it. Your face won’t be in the video—I promise. It just needs to be quick. It would really mean a lot to me.”

I opened my mouth to decline the offer, but no words came out. I couldn’t believe what she was asking me to do. How was she keeping a straight face? How badly did this person hurt her that she wanted so much revenge? I stuttered before saying, “I don’t think that’s a great idea.”

“Four hundred and fifty dollars—that’s what I’ll pay, with cash. Please. Are you gay? Is there another artist here who might be interested? It won’t mean anything—I just need the video.”

“Look, ma’am—I know that you’re trying to get back at someone, and that’s your business. But I could lose my job from the finger thing alone—if I were to put my cock in you, then I could get into some serious shit, maybe even with the law. I mean—if you’re paying me, doesn’t that make this prostitution?”

“You’re overreacting,” she said. “I just want a five second video to send to my ex. If you don’t want to do it, I’ll find someone who will.” Her voice was becoming defensive, and I could almost hear my tip disappearing. My stomach turned and growled as my heart stuttered and stammered. I bit down hard on my tongue, and then I hesitantly agreed to her offer.

“Okay, but that video better not get out,” I said, reaching down to unzip my fly.


CHAPTER II

I didn’t often fuck clients. In fact, it was strict shop policy to not fuck clients. But it was a slow day and it was hard to say no to the money—and it was hard to say no to that tight ass. Just sticking my finger in that hole felt nice; I couldn’t even begin to imagine how nice it would feel to press my whole cock into that back door.

I pulled my cock out and gently pressed it down between her butt cheeks, making a conscious effort to stay away from the fresh tattoo. The last thing I wanted was to give her an infection. Then, holding her phone up to record, I pulled my tip down to her tight hole. Her entrance suddenly opened wide, ready to accept my rod. I took a deep breath and I pushed in. Her hole was already lubricated from the Aquaphor I spread into her with my finger, so sinking in deep was no problem.

She groaned and moaned as I pushed in. It was hard to hold the camera steady. I tried to hold it close enough to her tush that the tattoo shop around us wouldn’t be visible. I didn’t need some angry ex tracking me down to beat me half to death.

I pushed in deeper and deeper, until my pelvis was pressed against her ass. Then I gave her a few pumps. Her tight tush squished against my hard pelvis. I tried to keep my own tattoos out of the frame—I didn’t want there to be any way to identify me. She moaned loudly, probably hamming it up for the video. It felt good, but I was pretty sure she had enough for her revenge flick. So I stopped the recording and said, “Is that good?”

“Just a bit more,” she said with an elated voice. So I resumed the recording and I kept pumping. She pushed back harder and harder with each penetration, making sure to get every single inch of my cock inside of her anus.

Ten seconds passed. Then thirty seconds passed. Then I looked down and saw that the video had been recording for over a minute. “Surely that’s enough,” I said after pausing the recording again.

“No—come in me. I want your cum oozing out of me in the video. Please. I’ll leave a good tip,” she said between moans. I hesitated again, and then I resumed my pumping. I’d come this far and I could already feel my orgasm approaching—so what difference did it really make at this point?

I was careful not to reach into the frame, even though I wanted to grab her soft body so I could ram her even harder. I had to keep my hands up, behind the phone as I thrusted my hips. She was doing most of the work, pushing her body backwards, slapping her tush into my lap. Her anal walls were tight and warm, and I could feel them clenching hard, as if they were trying to stimulate my orgasm. It was working. I tried to strain the orgasm away, but the pleasure was becoming more and more intense. I bit my tongue and squirmed and then I accidentally let out a deep groan. Then, I was filling her ass with come.

I kept her phone’s camera rolling as I slowly pulled out. I pushed it in close to catch the big glob of white cum oozing out. She kept her thong held back for a moment, and then she let go of it, letting that elastic strip slide between her legs to squash my cum into her crack. She stood up, letting her skirt cover her new tattoo and my fresh, oozing creampie. “I appreciate it,” she said in a strangely professional voice. “Let’s go get settled up.”

She paid in cash, as much as she promised. I pocketed the big tip and put the rest into the register. Then she left and I never saw her again.

To my surprise, Dustin was still finishing the young woman’s tattoo. She was still crying and squirming and weeping for her mommy. He had one letter left when she said, “I can’t do anymore. That’s enough. I don’t even want it finished.”

“But there’s just one more letter—it will take three minutes, or one if you can hold still.”

She shook her head and then sprung to her feet. “I don’t want it. It hurts too much. It’s fine the way it is.” But it looked silly: beautifu. Maybe it had some sort of meaning in Japanese.

She left the store crying. Dustin tried to stop her, but she wouldn’t turn back. Finally, he returned to the shop shaking his head. “I should have gotten a deposit.” I was tempted to give him part of my tip, because I knew how much it sucked when someone walked out before paying. But I knew if I gave him even a bit of my tip, he would wonder why I got a tip at all.

So he just went and cleaned up his station, shaking his head as I went to turn on the radio. Unsurprisingly, that Billie Siren song was just starting. I groaned. I reached to change the station, and then Dustin said, “Just leave it. It’s a catchy song.”

I left the song on. I was in a better mood now. I’d earned a few hundred bucks and I got to fuck a hot milf in the ass. I could tolerate a two-minute pop song.

A few potential customers strolled into the shop over the next few hours. They looked through our flash books and asked about our prices, but no one stuck around to get a tattoo. One guy came in and booked a slot with Katrina, though I had a feeling he wasn’t going to show up on the day, seeing as he wasn’t even sure of what he wanted when I asked.

We thought about closing down the shop early, around 6:00 PM. The boardwalk was more-or-less dead, because it was windy outside, and it was the middle of the week when people aren’t thinking about new tattoos. “There’s no sense in both of us staying here,” he said.

“You can take off. I’ll stick around for another hour or two,” I said. “I’ve got nothing better to do.”

“You sure?” he asked.

I nodded my head and smile. So he packed up his things and took off, out onto the windy boardwalk. Once he was gone, I walked over to the radio and shut it off. I could stand to hear that damned song one more time. It had been playing at the top of every hour, and Dustin was consistently against me changing it.

Now, the shop was peacefully silent, save for the sound of Billie Siren ringing in my head. I tried to think of other catchy songs, to replace the sound of her mumbling voice for just a few minutes. But Billie overwhelmed whatever I could think of—even that annoying kid’s song about the sharks.

An hour went by. I went over to my tattooing chair and I closed my eyes. I let the sound of the wind against our big front window put me into a relaxed state. My flash book was running low and I needed to think of some fun pieces to fill it back up with, but nothing came to mind. It had been weeks since I’d been inspired. I couldn’t even remember the last time I drew something that got me truly excited.

The front door opened, bashing into the bells that hung over the entrance. I was jolted awake—though I wasn’t sure if I’d been sleeping. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the dim light in the shop. The sun had gone down and I hadn’t even noticed. Maybe my eyes were closed for a lot longer than I thought.

A young woman stood by the door, looking around cautiously. She had a toque on her head and big sunglasses over her eyes, even though it was almost pitch black outside. Her jacket was baggy and so were her sweatpants. She looked like a typical hipster, looking to one-up her hipster status. When she reached out for Dustin’s flash book, I noticed the series of small tattoos she had on her wrist. For a girl who clearly had lots of tattoo experience, she certainly seemed nervous about adding to her collection.

“Dustin just left. He’ll be back in the morning,” I said. The girl jumped, as if she hadn’t noticed me sitting in the corner of the room. She stared at me for a moment before saying, “Which book is yours?”

“I’m Hubert. It should be there somewhere,” I said. “Dustin’s always putting his on the top of the pile—mine should be right under it.”

She slipped my book out and started flipping through the pages. She was silent, looking from me to the book and then back to me to repeat the process, over and over again, as if she didn’t quite trust me. “This is your stuff?” she asked with a reluctant voice.

“That’s all me. The book’s running low. I don’t do the same flash twice. But if you have an idea, we can work it out together, if you’d like. I’ve got the evening open.”

She pulled out my other book: my portfolio. She flipped through a few pages before saying, “I like your work. I think I recognize this one.” She turned it to me.

It was the falcon I did for a male pop star a year before. That piece got me lots of praise. It was even featured in a few magazines. “I did that on Jeffery Klein. Nice guy,” I said.

She nodded her head slowly. “He’s nice in small doses,” she said. Then she flipped the page.

“Do you know Jeffery?” I asked.

She looked at me and stared for a long moment. Then she nodded her head. “Yeah,” she said simply. Then she looked back at the book and continued to flip. “Oh, and I know this one too. I saw this on Felix Castle.”

“Felix is a good client of mine. I did his whole sleeve,” I said. “Are you a fan?”

She looked at me again, as if I said something incredibly foolish. “He’s okay. Nice guy though.”

I watched the girl carefully as she continued to flip through my book. She didn’t take those sunglasses off, which seemed odd to me. “With celebs, do you ever do NDAs?” she asked after a long silence.

“NDAs?” I asked.

She laughed. “Non-disclosure agreements,” she said, as if it was so obvious.

“Oh,” I said. “No. I don’t really know why anyone would want that.”

“Would you consider it?”

I thought about what she was asking for a moment. I wasn’t entirely sure what she was getting at. Would I consider signing a non-disclosure agreement for a celebrity? “Sure, I guess I would do that—if that’s really what they wanted.”

“I want to get a piece finished: it’s a hawk, running from my abdomen, down to my thigh. I don’t want any pictures taken, and I don’t want it being advertised that I ever even came to this shop.”

“Are you a celebrity?” I asked.

She laughed, and then she became silent, staring at me. “Wait—you’re serious?” she asked.

I looked around. “I don’t know. Maybe take your sunglasses off.”

She took them off, revealing her bright blue eyes and her dark eyebrows. She didn’t look like anyone I knew. She looked like a fairly generic hipster girl—maybe nineteen or twenty years old. With tattoos like hers, I was surprised that I didn’t know who she was. “I’m sorry. I guess I’m kind of out of the loop. I don’t watch much TV,” I said. “Who are you?”

She laughed. “Don’t worry about it. You can just call me… Kate.”

“Okay, Kate. Let’s see this hawk you need finished.”

She lifted up her sweater to show me her abdomen. She had lots of tattoos, but the hawk piece was the biggest that I could see. Its head was pointing upwards and its wings were pointed straight down, as if the bird was in a reverse nosedive. She gently pulled down the waistband of her sweatpants to show me that the tattoo just ended suddenly. Then she pulled the sweatpants down further, holding them up to keep her crotch covered so that she was only showing me her thigh. The bottom half of the bird was finished, with its legs pointing down and its feathers rustling as if it was moving at a high speed.

“So it’s just those few inches on your pelvis?” I said. “Why didn’t the artist finish it?”

“I didn’t trust him,” she said.

I narrowed my eyes. “You didn’t trust him?”

“He wanted me to take off my panties, and I didn’t want to do that. Then he said some things that made me nervous.”

“Was he being a creep?” I asked.

“Nothing like that,” she said bluntly, leaving me confused. What could he have said to her? Or was she possibly crazy?

“Well, to be fair, I think you would have to take your panties off. I could give you something to cover your crotch, but the panties could rub your skin and complicate things. And not to mention, it would hurt.”

“As long as you sign the NDA,” she said.

I nodded my head. I figured she was just some D-list celebrity—maybe she was a bit player on some television show and her parents and agents had her convinced that she was the next Meryl Streep. She looked like the kind of girl who would buy backstage tickets to a Taylor Swift concert so that she could tell all of her friends that she was best friends with Taylor Swift. Whatever—if she wanted to pay me, I would sign her contract and never talk about the tattoo. I had no reason to talk about the tattoo anyway, because it wasn’t mine. I was just finishing someone else’s work, so it’s not like I could post it on my Instagram.

So I told her to fill out the form. She gave me a form to fill out, which was much more detailed and lengthy. I signed it without reading it fully and then I handed it back to her. “I’ll have a copy sent to you,” she said before handing me the tattoo release form. I brought the form to the back with me while I went to prep my station.

I looked at the form. “Kate Fakename,” I said aloud, shaking my head. If she insisted on using a fake name, it would have been nice for her to use one that sounded somewhat believable, in case my boss went through the release drawer one day.

I got my needles ready and my inks lined up. Then I stepped back into the shop and waved her over. “The station is ready for you, Kate Fakename.”

She smirked, as if she was trying not to laugh at her own joke. I got her up on the table and then I asked her to pull up her sweater and pull down her sweatpants, so I could see the full piece. I gave her a small blanket that she could stuff between her thighs, to cover her pussy. I looked away while she slipped her panties down and squashed the blanket into place. Then she said, “I’m ready.”

She had a nice body: young and tight. Her skin was firmer than the average young woman. Usually girls have softer skin, but hers was almost like a young man’s skin. In fact, it was so tight that it almost seemed like it belonged on a pre-teen. Maybe I should have asked to see some ID before I started. Or maybe she had just been taking exceptionally good care of her skin since she was a toddler.

“I’ll have to free hand it—is that okay with you? Do you trust me?”

“Just don’t fuck it up,” she said bluntly.

I laughed. Then I fired my needle up. “Okay, this is a sensitive area. It might sting.” I pressed the needle down. The remaining area left to tattoo was mostly just feathers. Any decent tattoo artist can do feathers, though this was a bit tricky because I had to match the previous artist’s feathers, which were stylized in a unique way, with shading on the opposite side from where I would have shaded them. It still looked good—just not quite my style.

I was careful as I completed the first feather. She remained perfectly still, without even the slightest wiggle or whimper. “How does that feel?” I asked.

“It’s fine,” she said.

I finished the first feather and then I leaned back. It looked good. So I kept going.

I did a few more feathers before stepping back to compare my work to the work of the previous artist. I nodded my head, happy with my progress, so I kept going. She was on her phone, seemingly unphased by the pain of the tattoo gun. It was rare that girls were so unbothered—not even the tiniest squirm. I’d seen many guys tolerate the pain like that, but never a young woman.

Now, I was close to her pussy. I had to gently move the blanket so I could get in and do the edge of the bird. She had her hand firmly on that blanket, making sure it didn’t move the slightest bit. Finally, she let a little “ouch!” slip out from her lips.

“Sorry. I’m pretty much on bone here, but it won’t take long,” I said.

“It’s fine,” she said.

“If you want a break—”

“I said it’s fine,” she said. I had to nudge her hand slightly so I could get right up alongside her pussy. The tattoo was designed to skirt by her slit by less than an inch. Most girls would have uncovered themselves for the sake of ease, but this chick was determined to keep herself covered no matter what.

“I just need you to move a little bit, so I can get this last edge,” I said.

She tried to straighten her fingers so her knuckles weren’t in the way, but it wasn’t enough. “A little bit more, if you can.”

“This is all I can do,” she said after trying to pull that blanket a little bit more. I did my best to get the tattoo gun into that tight area up next to her crotch, but I didn’t like the angle I had to hold the gun at.

“I can maybe do it,” I said. “But it won’t look right. I know you don’t want me to see your lady parts, and I get that, but honestly—if you want this done right, you’ll have to uncover yourself for a minute or two. If you want, you can come back with a friend—if that makes you feel more comfortable—and we can finish this one spot here.”

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “You sure you can’t just do it?” she asked.

“I can probably do something, but it wouldn’t look great,” I said.

She took another deep breath. “I don’t have…” She paused, unable to finish her thought. “I don’t have lady bits.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You signed that NDA, so you can’t tell anyone about this. I’ll uncover myself, but if you tell anyone about what you see, I’ll sue you so hard that your great grandchildren will still be owing me money.”

I stared into her eyes for a moment. I had to fight the urge to scoff. She really thought she was a big deal. She really thought that she was some international celebrity. I’d never seen her before, so she probably wasn’t a very big deal. She just needed to get over herself. “I’m a professional. I only care about the tattoo,” I said.

After a moment, she pulled her hand away, along with the blanket, revealing a long cock and a round, tight ball sack.


CHAPTER III

I nearly gasped in shock. I’d tattooed around men’s cocks and women’s pussies before, but never around a woman’s cock. It seemed so out of place. I couldn’t believe she was actually a man—though her skin initially confused me. She sounded like a girl and she looked like a girl. She didn’t have an Adam’s apple as far as I could tell. Her body was petite. Her hands were small and so were her feet.

“Well are you going to finish the tattoo or are you just going to stare like a freak?” she said.

I cleared my throat and shook my head. I brought the tattoo gun back up and then I found that my knuckle was just brushing her shaft. I’d touched cocks before while tattooing. As a professional, it didn’t bother me—it was just another body part. But now, it seemed strange and awkward. I wanted to say something to put her mind at ease, the way I would with any other client, but nothing came to my mind. I felt my face turning red as beads of cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. I just had to finish the area, then she could cover up and I could pretend like I never saw anything.

But it was hard to focus. It didn’t help that the cock was long—almost five full inches flaccid.  How big did it get when it was hard? How did she keep such a thing hidden all of the time? I took a deep breath and moved my needle over the furthest edge, trying my best to remain steady. I could tell that she’d shaved that morning. There wasn’t even the tiniest amount of stubble, but there was a touch of razor burn. My hand grazed that long shaft, but I tried not to react.

“You think I’m a freak now, don’t you?” she said with a strangely defeated voice.

“A freak?” I said. “No—I could care less. I just want the tattoo to look good.”

“Be honest. Tell me what you really think, because I have to live with it.”

I looked up at her and forced a smile. “I really don’t care,” I said.

“Then why is your face so red, and why are your eyes suddenly darting around as if you broke your mom’s fancy dishware and you haven’t told her yet?”

“It’s just a dick. I’ve got one too. What’s the big deal?” I said.

“I don’t know—you tell me! You’re the one acting like a weirdo. I should have gone to a different shop.” She sighed and shook her head, leaning back into the tattoo chair.

“No, you went to the best shop. I’m just flustered because… I just wasn’t expecting it—that’s all. Am I not allowed to be surprised? Being surprised isn’t a bad thing. A person can be pleasantly surprised, you know.” Now I was rambling. I was already saying things I was regretting.

“Pleasantly surprised? So you’re into it? Is that what you’re saying?” she asked.

She shook her head quickly. “What? No!” I said. “I mean—like I said, I don’t care. It doesn’t bother me. It’s just another part of your body.”

“Yeah—a part that other girls don’t have.”

The room became silent. I tried to focus so I could finish her tattoo and send her on her way, back to whatever place she came from, where people treated her like the celebrity she wasn’t.

“It sucks,” she said after a very long silence. “Trying to be a girl, and then people treat you like something totally different once they find out about this.”

“I’m not treating you any differently,” I said.

“I’m not talking about you—though you are acting like a weirdo. I’m just talking about people in general. Dating is practically impossible. I can either be up front about it, and end up with some wacko with a fetish, or I can wait, and just end up being dumped the moment I come clean. So I guess my only real option is the fetish wacko.”

I was surprised that she was talking so openly with me, seeing as I was fairly certain she hated my guts. Or maybe that was just the way she treated everyone.

“I’m sure there are lots of guys who could care less,” I said, trying to keep my focus on her tattoo. I was nearly finished in the area around her cock. But those outside feathers ended up edging very close to her package. I didn’t want her pushing that blanket back up to the raw tattoo, worried that she could do some damage. “You’ll have to leave this uncovered for a bit—or until I’m done and I have it wrapped, preferably.”

“Whatever,” she said. “You’ve seen everything already anyway.”

I had to ask her to roll onto her side, so I could finish the area on her thigh. Though now, her long shaft was resting on her fresh tattoo. “Can you just, uh, hold it up while I finish this?” I asked. She gently slipped her fingers underneath her cock and lifted it up.

“This is so embarrassing,” she said.

I was starting to feel bad for her, even though she was a bit of an annoying brat. She was talking about her cock like it was terminal cancer. “It’s really not that big of a deal,” I said. “You should just embrace what you have.”

She laughed. “Embrace it? It’s easy for you to say. It’s not like you would want to date me, now that you know about what I’ve got.”

“How do you know?” I said—though she was correct. However, I wouldn’t have dated her before because of her snotty attitude.

“Because it’s been ten minutes and you still look disgusted.”

“I really don’t care. I don’t know how many times you want me to say that.”

“Then prove it,” she said.

I looked up at her. She was looking into my eyes. “Prove it?” I said.

“Yeah—prove that you don’t care. Prove that you aren’t disgusted like everyone else.”

I stared at her for a moment, trying to figure out what she was asking me to do. Then I gently put my tattoo gun down and I awkwardly reached out for her cock. I slipped my fingers around it. It wasn’t the first cock I’d held up. Back when I first started tattooing and I needed all of the work I could get, I had to do penis tattoos. One guy wanted a rocket ship on his dick, so I spent an hour holding his shaft up while I inked it.

“That’s it?” she said. “This is you proving that you aren’t freaked out by my dick?”

“What else do you want?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. “You’re just holding me up like a doctor checking for lumps. You’re not exactly making me feel like a lady.”

I rolled my eyes. Then, just to prove a point, I gently squeezed and pulled upwards. I slowly brought my hand down, as if I was about to start jerking her off. I pulled my hand all the way down to her ball sack and I gently caressed it, then I pulled my hand back up the length of her shaft, cupping her tip. It was an awkward feeling to say the least—but in a weird way, it didn’t seem like I was stroking a man’s cock. Her package seemed strangely feminine, and maybe that had something to do with the lack of hair. I looked up at her and said, “Is this what you want?”

Her cheeks were red and she was gently biting her bottom lip. “Um,” she said before clearing her throat. “I—I guess so. I wasn’t really expecting that.” Then she looked down between her legs. “I’m sorry.”

I looked down to see what she was sorry about. Her cock was twitching and growing. Did I just give her an erection by stroking her?

“You better not tell the press about this,” she said.

“I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I really don’t know who the hell you are. Maybe I live under a rock, or maybe you’re not really as famous as you think you are.”

She laughed as if I said something funny. “Wait—you’re serious?”

I shook my head.

“Well try to keep it that way now,” she said. “And when you do figure it out, do me a favour and never tell anyone about this—not even your tattoo buddies.”

I nodded my head, letting her keep her unfortunate ego. I picked up my tattoo gun and I continued to finish her hawk. But it was very hard to focus now because her cock was erect and standing tall. It was huge: maybe close to nine inches. She tried to cover it with her dainty hand, but even her hand couldn’t conceal the whole thing.

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “This has never happened before.”

“I don’t care,” I said.

“Do you actually not care? Because it’s hard to tell if you’re telling me the truth.”

I looked at her again. “I actually don’t care.”

I was just about to resume her tattoo, and then she said, “Do you want to finish me off?”

“I’m trying to,” I said.

“I mean this,” she said, holding her erection out towards me. Her face was dark red. “And don’t forget, you signed that NDA. You can’t tell anyone about this.”

“You want me to jerk you off?” I said.

“You said you don’t care. I’m sure if I had a pussy and I asked you to fuck me, you wouldn’t hesitate. So if you really don’t care, just finish me off.”

“I—I wouldn’t fuck you if you had a pussy,” I said.

“Why? Are you gay?”

“No. I’m a professional. I’m just here to tattoo you.”

“Yeah right. If a young woman came in and asked you to get off in her warm cunt, I bet you wouldn’t hesitate—excuse my language. You don’t want to fool around with me because I have a cock. Just admit it.”

I put my tattoo gun down. “Will you let me finish your tattoo if I get you off?” I asked, sounding surprisingly frustrated even to myself.

She shrugged her shoulders, as if to say ‘probably’.

So I gently grabbed her erection. It was warm and hard. I could feel her veins bulging and pulsing, as if she was getting even harder. I looked up at her and saw that her face was dark red. She was biting her lip with a humiliated look on her face. I wondered if she’d ever fooled around with another person before, or if I was the first. I wasn’t too keen to ask.

I started to pump her cock. It was a weird feeling, but it wasn’t too disturbing, now that the shock had mostly worn off. I clenched my fist hard and made sure to focus most of my attention around her tip, where I knew (from experience) that it felt the best. I pumped her a few times before grabbing some Aquaphor from my working tray. Once the Aquaphor was heated up, it made for a nice lubricant, and apparently it felt good too, because she let her head fall back onto the leather tattoo bed. It wasn’t long before she started to moan.

Now—especially with my rubber gloves—I was starting to feel like a worker at some Thai massage brothel. I looked around awkwardly, even though I knew I was alone, behind a closed door in an empty tattoo shop.

I just wanted to get her off so I could finish my work—though in a strange way, I was mesmerized. I couldn’t believe how big her shaft was, and I kind of liked the way it felt, throbbing in my hand. It was nice to know that I was the reason she was so aroused. Then I reminded myself that she was actually a biological male, and I was technically performing an act of gay sex. That thought lingered in my head, sending cold chills down my spine. But I didn’t stop. I’d come this far, so there didn’t seem to be any sense in stopping.

“That feels good,” she said. She groaned and her knees rose up slightly. “Lick the tip.”

I looked down at her cock. Her tip was a tint of red. I didn’t love the idea of getting my mouth anywhere near a penis, but I didn’t want to offend her—and I still wanted to prove my point: that I didn’t care what was between her legs… Though I wasn’t sure why I cared to prove anything. I knew I would never see her again once she left the shop, so what difference did it make if she thought I was some nice, accepting man or a complete bigot?

I leaned forward and stuck out my tongue. I carefully pressed it against her tip, and then I started to move my tongue in small circles, still pumping her shaft. She groaned, letting her knees rise up even higher. She gently pressed her tattooed thighs against my head. Her fresh tattoo was only a few inches from my face. It probably could have used a wipe.

“Shit,” she mumbled. “I think I’m going to come.”

I pulled my head away and looked for something to catch her load. There was a box of tissues within reach, so I grabbed a handful. Then, as I pulled that handful of tissues to the tip of her swelling cock, she came. She groaned loudly, tilting her head back far as her lips parted. A strong blast of warm goo exploded into my hand, then another, then another. I kept that wad of tissues pressed firmly against her tip, so her come wouldn’t get all over my equipment—and more importantly, anywhere near her fresh tattoo.

I used my hand to squeeze the last drop of cum out from her cock, and then I grabbed some more tissues to wipe everything up. She was silent, not even sitting up. I couldn’t see her face now, but I knew it was probably red and riddled with humiliation. The look on my face probably wasn’t much better. I cleared my throat and picked up my tattoo gun, and then I continued to finish her tattoo as if nothing had happened.

It took fifteen minutes to finish, and not one word was spoken during that time. It wasn’t until I handed her the after care instructions that she finally broke her silence by asking, “How much do I owe you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Let’s say one hundred bucks.”

She pulled five twenties out from her wallet, and then she lingered in front of the counter for a long moment. “Thanks for that,” she said.

“No problem. Come back any time,” I said.

“And you promise you won’t tell anyone that I was here?”

I nodded my head. “I promise that I have no idea who you are, Kate Fakename.”

She smiled. “I’ll see you around.” She turned around and walked to the front door. It was raining out now—and the rain was coming down hard. She hesitated at the door, looking up at the sky, as if she was trying to see if there was about to be a break.

“There’s an umbrella to your right,” I said, “on that hook. You’re welcome to take it.”

“You sure?” she asked.

“Yeah. Go for it.”

She smiled before grabbing the umbrella. She winked at me, and then she turned around and slipped out into the rainstorm. Once she was out of sight, I shook my head. I looked down at the hundred bucks. Was it worth it? Was it worth jerking a tranny off and putting up with her enormous ego for a measly hundred dollars?


CHAPTER IV

On my way to the shop the next morning, that damned song came on the radio again—but I didn’t even notice until I caught myself singing along to the mumbling lyrics. I stopped as soon as I realized, and then I turned the radio off. I didn’t even bother changing the station, worried that song would just be playing on every frequency like it was the morning before.

Dustin was already in the shop, laying on one of the tattoo beds with his eyes closed. The television was playing in the corner. Some wildly colourful 90s rap music video was on. Dustin didn’t even open his eyes to look at me when the door struck those bells. “Were you here late last night?” he asked.

“Not too late,” I said.

“Any customers come in?”

“Just one girl,” I said.

“Anything interesting?”

“Just a touch-up,” I said. My heart fluttered nervously as the memory of the previous night became clear in my head. As I went to put my things away in the back room, I saw the waste bin, which was still filled with those cum-soaked tissues. “Anyone come by yet this morning?” I asked, hoping to change the subject.

“Just some bum asking if we would ink him for free,” Dustin said. He groaned as he forced himself to sit up. “He said that he deserved it because he couldn’t afford it. Then he started ranting like a lunatic when I told him I couldn’t do it.”

“Sounds like quite the character,” I said, even though I was only half-listening—still with the image of that long erection in my mind.

“It wouldn’t have been so annoying if I wasn’t so damn tired. I went to a party last night, and I didn’t get home until, like, three hours ago.”

“Why don’t you just take the day off?” I asked. I poured myself a steaming mug of dark coffee.

“That girl is coming back in an hour. We’re going to finish the tattoo she walked out on. This time she’s bringing her mom to hold her hand.” He laughed. “You have anyone booked today?”

“I don’t think so,” I said. “I think I’m just going to hope for a couple of walk-ins.” I took a seat behind the counter, placing my coffee mug down in front of me. Then I looked up at the television in the corner and my heart stopped for a moment.

She was on the screen: the girl from the night before. She was walking down a street to a familiar beat, wearing a baggy tracksuit, with some heavy bling hanging around her neck. She had the same sunglasses on, which we pulled off as the camera came around in front of her. I couldn’t quite place the tune—probably because my mind was suddenly racing so quickly.

“Who is that?” I said.

Dustin was slow to look up at the television. “Seriously? That’s Billie Siren—the girl you hate so much,” he said. “Don’t you recognize the song? You made me turn it off twice yesterday. Want me to turn it off again.”

I couldn’t muster up a reply. I just stared blankly at the screen. In the top right corner of the screen was a big golden ‘1’, letting the audience know that the song was currently at the top of the charts. “That’s Billy Siren?” I said in my state of flustered confusion.

“That’s her. Are you the only person on the planet who doesn’t know what Billie Siren looks like?”

I couldn’t look away. My heart was pounding ferociously. In the next scene, she was in a warehouse, wearing nothing but a bikini. I looked down at her tattoos: they were all the same, minus the hawk, which she must have gotten shortly after filming the video. But was it really her? Or was the girl who came through the shop just some crazy super fan who wanted to copy Billie Siren in every possible way? No—it was definitely her. I recognized the little birthmark on her inner thigh. But how was she hiding her cock in that little bikini? Did the producers of the video know that she was trans? Or did she somehow manage to keep it a secret?

“You have a crush on the girl or something?” Dustin said with a little laugh. “I mean—I guess she’s kind of cute. Some of her tattoos are pretty rad.”

I shook my head slowly. “No, I just—I didn’t realize that was what she looked like.”

Dustin laughed again, probably convinced that I had some sort of schoolboy crush. And if that’s what he wanted to think—fine. As long as he didn’t catch onto the truth—as long as he didn’t find out that I tattooed her, or that I jerked her off. I signed that NDA, after all—and I could only assume that Billie was serious when she said that she would sue me backwards if I broke the contract.

So I forced myself to look away from the television. I put a smile on my face and I walked over to the front desk, where my markers and paper had been left the day before. Then I noticed that my drawing of the man in the Billie Siren electric chair was missing. “Hey, did you take a picture from here?” I asked Dustin.

“A picture? No—I didn’t take anything,” he said.

I looked around, but the picture was gone. Did I throw it out? Did the homeless guy snag it when he was ranting to Dustin about the woes of capitalism? I shrugged my shoulders. Oh well—it was a cute drawing, but it’s not like I planned on putting it into any of my binders. So I just started drawing some new doodles. But once again, I couldn’t get Billie Siren out from my head. This time it wasn’t her song: it was her pretty, petite body, and her long, thick cock.

I had to force that image out of my mind. I ended up drawing a fairly predictable traditional-style dog. First I drew him snarling, and then I drew a version where he was happy, with his tongue out. I preferred the second version. I spent the next hour creating a finished version, which I ended up slipping into my flash binder.

That afternoon, I had one walk-in: a man who wanted a grape riding a surfboard while smoking a doobie, all above the phrase ‘HAPPY BIRTHDAY TIM’. The man liked my first doodle. He wanted it on the back of his thigh. When I finished, he asked me if I wanted to take a photo of it for my Instagram. I smiled politely and took a photo, though I had no intention of putting that piece on my Instagram. He didn’t leave a tip, so I didn’t feel too bad when I deleted the photo later that evening.

The next day was busier. It was a Saturday; the sun was out and the boardwalk was busy. I wasn’t even in the shop for ten minutes before someone came in asking for a tattoo. He didn’t know what he wanted—he just knew that he wanted a tattoo. I told him to flip through the flash books. He went through all of them before pointing to one of my pieces. “I like this dog with his tongue out. Give me that.”

We put it on his wrist. He handled the pain well, and it only took an hour. He left a nice tip.

Next, a girl came in asking for a butterfly on her lower back. Normally, I would have given her to Katrina, but Katrina was busy doing a back piece for one of her good clients. I asked Dustin if he wanted the work, and he just laughed and walked away. So, even though I didn’t need the extra money, I decided to do the butterfly. She wanted it to have every colour of the rainbow on it, and she wanted it to be small—no more than three inches long. “But I don’t want it to look too busy,” she said. I tried to explain to her that it was going to look busy unless she wanted it bigger or with fewer colours. But she was sticking to what she wanted, so that’s what we went ahead with.

She wanted it low on her back, so that the bottoms of the wings were onto her bum. So she had to pull down her panties while I tattooed her. I rested my forearms on her squishy tush while I worked. I found myself feeling tempted to pull her panties down further, just to see if she was hiding a similar package to what Billie had in her panties. I knew that it was extraordinarily unlikely—though I found myself wondering how many trans chicks had come through the shop before without me noticing. Were they everywhere? Or was Billie just a special case?

I ended up pulling her panties down slightly, telling her I needed the extra room, even though I didn’t. I got them down enough that I could see her bleached butthole. I pulled them down a touch more until I saw the very edge of her pussy, then my heart calmed down. I finished her piece and she loved it—but apparently not enough to leave a decent tip.

I had three more walk-ins that afternoon, once I was back from my lunch break. Another butterfly, some text on a woman’s chest, and then, on a man’s bicep, I drew a pig holding a machine gun. It was around 7:00 PM when the shop started to empty out. Dustin was finishing up his last walk-in, and Katrina was packing her gear to leave. She was on her way to the airport, to go to Maui where she was doing a weeklong guest spot.

She was on her way to the door when a new potential customer walked in. She stopped dead in her tracks and perked up. “Hey! Wow. It’s, uh, a pleasure to meet you.” I couldn’t see the person from behind Katrina. “I’m a big fan. I have your songs on all of my playlists.”

“Thanks,” a familiar voice said. My stomach turned. I leaned over and saw Billie, and Billie saw me. She smiled.

“Are you looking to get a tattoo?” Katrina asked. “I was just on my way to the airport, but I can change my plans around. I really love your tattoos. I would be honoured if you would let me do some work on you.” I’d never heard Katrina sound like such a hopeless fan girl before, and we were always having celebrities in the shop.

Billie pointed at me. “I’m here for him, actually,” she said. “Thanks though. It was nice to meet you.”

Katrina looked back at me with wide eyes and parted lips. “H—Him?” she said. “Are you sure?”

Billie nodded her head and walked past the shocked and bewildered Katrina. “I was hoping to get a tattoo. Are you free?” she asked me.

“Um—right now?” I said.

She nodded her head.

“I was actually about to leave. Then I’ve got tomorrow and Monday off, and I’ll be back in the shop on Tuesday morning, around ten.”

“I wanted to get it done now,” she said.

“I can do it,” Katrina said. “I really don’t mind switching my flight around.”

“Katrina, go catch your flight,” I said.

She stuttered and then she lingered for a moment before saying, “But I really don’t mind. It would be an honour, actually.”

“I really want him to do it,” Billie said with a surprisingly polite tone of voice—surprising because she had been such a brat the last time she was in. “He’s my artist.”

Katrina looked at me with even wider eyes now. I just shrugged my shoulders before looking back at Billie. “You really want it now? What do you want?”

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a folded up piece of paper. She unfolded it and placed it down on the counter. It was the drawing I did of the man in the electric chair. “I want this, on my stomach.”

I stared at the drawing for a moment before looking back up at her. I could feel my cheeks turning red. “I didn’t know who you were when I drew that,” I said. “I mean—I knew your song, but that’s it.”

“I’m not grilling you, dude. I just want the tattoo.”

“You want that? On your stomach?”

She nodded her head. “Maybe even down on my pelvis.”

“It’s going to hurt there,” I said. I didn’t want to do the tattoo. I didn’t want to spend another two hours with Billie, especially now that I couldn’t get the image of her cock out from my mind. “And remember you’ll have it forever. Do you really want this tattoo forever? You know, Katrina has some really remarkable work in her flash binder. You should take a look. She would reschedule her flight for you and everything.”

“It’s true,” Katrina said, still lingering and eavesdropping.

“No—I want this, and I want you to do it. I’ll pay whatever overtime rate you want me to pay. Should we go into the back room? Do you need to me sign another release?”

I shook my head slowly. “Uh, no—I mean—yes, I need you to sign a release, and we’ll go to the back room. But… Are you sure about this?”

“Yeah, let’s go.” She skipped past me, towards the back room, which wasn’t even set up yet. Katrina was still staring at me with that shocked expression. I’m sure my expression wasn’t so different.


CHAPTER V

She was sitting up on the tattoo table when I came into the room, with her feet dangling over the edge, swaying playfully in the air. She smiled at me. That folded up drawing was next to her. I thought about asking her again if she was sure about this tattoo, but I already knew the answer. So instead, I just started setting up my gear. I loaded up some fresh needles and poured some clean ink into three little cups.

“How long do you think this will take?” she asked.

“How big do you want it?” I asked without looking up at her.

“As big as the drawing.”

“Maybe an hour, maybe two—depends on how many breaks you need to take. Like I said, it’s going to hurt over the pelvis.”

“I can take it,” she said with a big grin. “Is that door locked?”

“Is it locked? No, we don’t generally lock it.”

“Can you lock it now?”

I looked into her eyes and saw that she was still grinning. “Why?” I asked reluctantly.

“Because I don’t want anyone coming in and seeing me with my panties down—for reasons I’m sure you already know.”

I got up and locked the door. Then I returned to her to continue preparing my station. I looked down at the drawing. “It will take me a few minutes to scan this and turn it into a stencil.” I took my time at the computer, trying to calm my heart and my mind down. I couldn’t believe that she came back. Was she really just here for a tattoo, or did our little romp have something to do with her return? Was she hoping for another bit of action? Did I give her the wrong idea?

The stencil printed out. It was a bit rough, but the drawing was a bit rough, and she didn’t seem to mind. She was still letting her legs dangle playfully in the air when I returned. “Want to pull your panties down so we can get the stencil on?” I asked. I was expecting her to nudge them down slightly—just enough to expose her pelvis. Instead, she pressed her thighs together and slipped her panties down past her knees. She let them fall onto the floor.

“It’s better that they’re out of the way, right?” she asked while looking into my eyes. Was she trying to seduce me? Did she think that her cock turned me on?

I cleared my throat. “However you’re comfortable,” I said. I tried not to look at that long shaft as I reached in with the stencil. She leaned back, letting her abdomen stretch out. I carefully hovered the stencil where her pubic hair would be if she had any. “Around here?” I asked.

She looked down. “That’s perfect,” she said. “Stick it on.”

I pressed the stencil on carefully. I rubbed it, making sure the ink transferred properly. Her pelvis was smooth and soft. I felt weird when my fingertips brushed the very base of her shaft, but I pretended not to notice and she did the same. Then I carefully peeled the stencil back. “And you’re sure you want this?”

“Why? Do you think it’s ugly?” she asked.

“No. It’s just, every person will see it when they go to pull down your pants.”

“I don’t think that’s what they’ll be looking at if I’m going to be honest,” she said with a grin in her voice. I nodded my head slowly, biting my lip in an attempt to stop my face from turning red. It was a battle to keep my gaze up from her long, perfect cock. I couldn’t stop thinking of stroking it. I couldn’t stop thinking of stimulating her tip with my tongue. I could still remember the feeling of her warm veins pulsing as she approached her fantastic orgasm. I could still remember the feeling of her hot cum blasting into the palm of my hand.

I shook my head and took a deep breath. “Alright, well if you’re happy with it, let’s get started.”

I fired up my tattoo gun and pressed the needle to her skin. I purposely started in the area I figured would be the most painful, but she hardly flinched. I suppose after getting over a dozen tattoos, she had a pretty good idea of what to expect, and how to handle the pain. And I’d almost forgotten that she didn’t have the pain tolerance of the average female. In fact, she had the pain tolerance of a hardened man. I’d tattooed war vets who squirmed and groaned more than her.

I finished the head of the character, and then I started working on the body. It should have been an easy tattoo, but the task was made difficult with the added distraction of her cock, dangling so close to my face. I liked to really lean in close when I tattooed a client—but now, I was scared to get too close. And I had a feeling she could tell, though I had no evidence to base that feeling off of.

“So why did you come back here?” I asked, breaking the long silence.

“You did a good job last time,” she said.

“That’s it?” I asked casually, without looking up. That couldn’t have been it. I hardly tattooed her—just a few feathers between her pelvis and her thigh. It was hardly enough to make any sort of judgement call.

“Well, that and I liked your drawing. It really represents how I feel,” she said with a small laugh.

“But it’s your song. Don’t you like your own song?”

“It’s okay. Of all my songs, it’s not my favourite. It’s not even in my top ten. But I guess people like what they like. Now, it plays wherever I go. I hear all of the flaws—and I’m constantly reminded of how basic it is: verse, chorus, verse, chorus… A child could have written it and nobody would know the difference. It’s kind of sad if you think about it.”

I just nodded my head slowly, letting her know I was listening but not necessarily agreeing with what she was saying. I didn’t want her to know that I felt the same way about her music, even though it was probably obvious—especially because of the drawing I was now tattooing on her body.

“And they play it whenever I go to do an interview. On every talk show, they ask me to perform it. Imagine drawing the same tattoo over and over and over.”

“That would get old fast,” I said, looking up at her. “And it does. You wouldn’t believe how many women come in wanting roses. I worked in Hawaii for a year, and every second tattoo was a sea turtle. It can be tedious.”

“Right. So that’s why I came back—because I don’t want to be tattooed by someone like your friend. I don’t want to spend an hour or two with some obnoxious fan who just wants to go on and on about how much they love Back in Business.”

I nodded my head slowly, once again only half-agreeing—enough for her to know that I was paying attention.

After a short silence, she said, “That, and because I was hoping that we could maybe—I don’t know—fool around again.”

I pulled the tattoo gun away from her skin, and then I froze. I didn’t look up right away. My gaze remained down at her lap—at her exposed cock. I felt a cold buzzing travel through my body as my stomach gargled and my heart stuttered. Then I looked up. “Excuse me?” I said.

“You know—like last time? We should fool around. It was fun.”

“You came back here so that I would get you off again? Are you deranged?”

“Oh c’mon, you had fun too,” she said. Her face was reddening as though she wasn’t quite so sure of herself. “Right?” She bit down on her lip. I had to admit that she looked cute when she was shy—but that didn’t change the fact that she had come back to the shop for another handjob. She was treating me like some Thai rub and tug masseur.

“I’m a professional tattoo artist. People come from all over the world to get me to ink them. I’m not your go-to handjob boy.”

I stared into her eyes until I was sure she got the message. She looked away quickly with the reddest face I’d ever seen, and then she said, “Sorry.” She reached down and put her hand over her cock.

My heart stammered and swirled down into my gut. Now I was feeling guilty. She probably had a hard enough time finding men with her downstairs mix-up—it wasn’t her fault that I’d given her the wrong idea by giving her that handjob earlier. “It’s fine,” I said, trying to ease the tension. “Sorry I gave you the wrong idea.”

“You didn’t give me any ideas,” she said with a strangely defiant tone of voice. “I just thought that you seemed into it, but I was wrong. It’s not a big deal. If you don’t want to do it, no one’s forcing you to do it.”

“I know,” I said.

“Good,” she said. And that silence returned to the room. I picked up the tattoo gun and I went back to work. Usually I liked working in silence. Silence made it easier to focus. But now, that silence was nothing but a distraction. Why did she think that I liked giving her than handjob? Or was it technically a blowjob? She obviously liked it, because she got off—but I didn’t like it. Or did I? I went along with it, and I ended up getting her off… And for a few days, it was all I could think about. When I pulled that girl’s panties down earlier, was I hoping that there would be a cock there? Was I possibly gay—or maybe bisexual?

I tried to push those thoughts out from my mind, but they wouldn’t leave. What if Billie was right? What if I did want to give her another blowjob? What if I did want to try it again, just to see if it was something I liked? The offer was probably still on the table. But would it make me gay to try it? Or was I already gay for trying it?

“What’s wrong?” Billie asked.

I looked up at her. “Nothing. Why?”

“Because you aren’t tattooing. You’re just staring blankly at my pelvis.”

“I am?”

“For about thirty seconds now—yeah.”

“Oh. Sorry,” I said. I kept going. I strained to keep my focus on my work. I didn’t want to make a bad tattoo—especially on a celebrity who had her photograph taken every single day for magazines and newspapers. I carefully finished my line work and then I went onto shading. Finally, after twenty more minutes of silence, the tattoo was finished. I carefully sprayed it and wiped it. The tattoo looked good—I was happy with it.

But now that my work was finished, my mind began to wander again. I looked down at her hand, which was still covering her cock, but not completely. No hand could singlehandedly cover a cock of that size.

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, and then I tried to clear my throat. I wanted to say something, but I couldn’t muster up any words, until I was able to say, “Could you move your hand for me, please?”

She moved her hand away, uncovering that cock. I reached forward slowly and wrapped my fingers around it. I lifted it up, gently pulling back her foreskin, and then I leaned forward, opening my mouth, accepting her cock through my lips. I was half-expecting her to push me away in disgust after I rejected her earlier. But instead, she slipped her fingers into my hair and pulled my head in closer. A small whimper escaped her lips as I began to suck.

My mind was spinning. What was wrong with me? Was I seriously sucking her off? Had I lost my mind?

I could feel her growing bigger. I could feel her hard shaft throbbing—and I could feel mine throbbing as well. She hand both of her hands in my hair now. She tugged gently and groaned with a sexy voice. I stroked my tongue up the length of her erection, all the way to her tip, before plunging back down to let her long cock press up against the back of my throat. Once she was fully erect, I moved my head down, beneath her ball sack, so I could eat out her asshole. She was apparently open to it: reaching down and spreading her butt cheeks so that I could press my tongue in deep. Her tight hole puckered against my tongue as her ball sack sat patiently against my forehead.

“That feels good,” she moaned. “Fuck—that feels so good.”

I pushed my tongue in deeper. Her muscles tensed up, and then as she relaxed, another soft moan slipped out from her lips.

But I wanted more. I wanted to be deeper inside of her, and I had my own cock to satisfy. I stood up and reached for the height adjustment knob on the side of the table. The motor whirred and the table began to sink down. I stopped it once her asshole was perfectly in line with my erection. Then I pulled my cock out and pressed my tip against her hole.

“Be gentle,” she said. “I’m a virgin.” Her face was an impressive shade of crimson. She was biting her bottom lip hard while her eyes glistened with a combination of fear and excitement.

“Just try to relax,” I said—the same thing I told all of my nervous clients. She got her elbows planted firmly, and then I began to push in. She groaned and clenched, but she was quick to release and relax. It took a minute before my cock finally penetrated her, stealing away her virginity. Then it took another minute before I was able to press my shaft into her warm hole. She moaned again, squirming her hips as she tried to find a comfortable position.

“It’s so big,” she said.

“Just take it,” I said, pushing in further. She groaned loudly now. I was a bit worried they would hear in the other room. I could imagine Katrina with her ear up against the door, missing her flight so that she could be a little bit closer to her pop music idol.

I managed to get my entire cock into Billie’s tight asshole. She had her head placed down on the tattoo table now, and she was moaning loudly. I held her hips firmly in place, and then I started to thrust. I loved how tight she was. I loved how her erection throbbed on her new tattoo as I explored the inside of her body with my hard cock. It felt good—too good. I knew I wouldn’t last long. I had to try. I had to make her orgasm before me.

So I lifted up her cock and I began to stroke it. She tilted her head down to watch—straining her neck so that she could see what I was doing to her petite body (and her enormous dick).

“It feels so good,” she said. “Oh God, it feels so fucking good.”

I tightened my grip on her cock and I began to beat her faster. I had to get her off. My cock was throbbing intensely inside of her. I knew I didn’t even have a full minute left before I was unloading into her tight hole. I tried to pull my mind away, so that I could last, but the only image that wanted to be in my mind was the image that was on the table in front of me: Billie’s helpless and aroused body, squirming and moaning as my cock moved in and out of her.

I clenched and squirmed. My legs trembled. It couldn’t be done. I just couldn’t outlast her. I was going to come. I couldn’t hold back any longer.

Then suddenly, she groaned. A blast of cum shot across her torso and streaked over her collarbone. I reacted quickly, cupping my hand in front of her tip to catch the rest, so that no cum got onto her fresh, uncovered tattoo. Even on the verge of an orgasm, I was thinking about proper tattoo care. Maybe I really was a professional.

As her cum pooled into my hand, I came inside of her asshole. I filled her up and then I pulled out quickly. Her asshole remained open for a moment as she revelled in her state of absolute bliss. Her muscles were all relaxed now—so relaxed that she couldn’t even move. So I cleaned her up while she was enjoying the moment. I wiped off the cum, and then I covered her new tattoo. I even got myself cleaned up before she was finally able to sit up.

“That was nice,” she said.

I nodded my head. “I hope you enjoyed your first time.”

“I did,” she said. “And I guess I’m done here, right?”

I nodded my head. “I just need to take your payment and then we’ll go over aftercare instructions.”

“Have they changed since the other day?” she asked.

I shook my head. “But I have to go over them after every tattoo. It’s just the rules.”

Nothing more was said as we shuffled out to the front lobby area, which was now desolate as it was well beyond dinnertime for most people. I accepted her cash payment and then I handed her the aftercare sheet, so she could add it to her collection. Then she turned around and left with glossy eyes. Maybe she had something to say and she was afraid to say it, or maybe she couldn’t think of anything to say at all. I was in one of those groups, but I wasn’t sure which one.


CHAPTER VI

It was two days later when I received a Google alert, letting me know that my name had been mentioned on a popular tabloid website. I read the article. It was about Billie Siren’s tattoos and the main picture was a shot of our shop. Apparently Katrina reached out to the magazine in an attempt to drum up some publicity for the shop.

I remembered that NDA that I signed. My heart stuttered even though I knew the article wasn’t my fault. Unlike me, Katrina wasn’t forced to sign an NDA. It was Billie’s own fault. She came into the shop during busy hours, without even sunglasses as a disguise. Maybe she didn’t care if people knew where she got her ink. Maybe she only cared to keep what was between her legs a secret.

It wasn’t even an hour after the article went live that I started getting e-mails and calls from journalists and Billie Siren super fans. I made the mistake of picking the first couple of calls up, and then I had to try to politely hang up. After that, I turned off my phone and closed down my e-mail.

I had no intention of telling anyone anything about Billie—partly because of the NDA, and partly because I didn’t want people thinking that I was anything more to Billie than just a tattoo artist who spent a couple of hours in the same room as her. If her secret got out, I didn’t want to have anything to do with her. I didn’t want all of my friends and family members finding out that I got romantically involved with a transgender—if you can even call our quick romps ‘romantic’.

When I left my place, there were four journalists waiting outside. They didn’t wait for me to invite them over before the swarmed to ask questions. “How was your experience with Billie Siren?” one asked. “Did she tell you about her upcoming album?” asked another. “Did Billie mention anything about a boyfriend?” “Are you and Billie close? How long have you known each other?” “What is Billie like? Was she friendly or rude?”

I wasn’t answering their questions, but they kept asking them. I buried my hands into my pockets and I tried to walk fast, so I could get away from them. But they just kept trailing me, barking their absurd questions. I tried to be polite at first, smiling and saying, “I’m sorry, I’m not answering any questions right now. I’m just trying to get to work.” But they ignored me. They kept hounding me. One of the journalists (if you can call him that) pulled out his phone and held it up, recording a video.

It was a long walk to the shop. The journalists let themselves in, walking up to the counter while repeating their questions, like annoying children thinking they could get what they wanted by being annoying enough. Finally, I snapped. I spun around and told them, “Get out of the shop or I’m calling the cops.”

They looked stunned. One of them was stupid enough to attempt to squeeze one last question in. “Is Billie coming back for more tattoos?”

“I said, get out!” I barked.

So they left, but they didn’t go far. They lingered around outside of the shop, as if they were waiting for Billie to show up.

Dustin stared at me with wide eyes. “You okay, bro?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “Just annoyed. I’m fine.” I sat down and took a deep breath. I didn’t do amazing work over the next few days. All of my walk-ins were Billie Siren fans who either wanted tattoos of Billie Siren, reproductions of Billie Siren’s tattoos, or they were journalists getting tiny tattoos that they didn’t actually want, so that they could ask me questions about Billie Siren. Every day, on my way home from work, there would be at least two of them waiting outside of the shop, ready to follow me home.

I was starting to recognize one of them. He wasn’t getting the hint that I wasn’t going to tell him anything. He just kept asking the same questions. “What was Billie like? Was she nice? Did she tell you about any upcoming projects?” I guess they had better luck getting information from acquaintances than from the celebrities themselves.

“I told you: she didn’t tell me anything. She’s very nice. What else do you want from me?”

“Well how do you know that she’s nice? If you know she’s nice, that means you must have talked about something.”

“We just talked about life. I complimented her tattoos and she complimented mine,” I said.

“Complimented?” he said, perking up like a dog noticing a plate of hamburgers. “Are you and Billie dating? Has there been further contact?”

“We aren’t dating!” I said. I didn’t know why I was bothering with the guy. I was trying to be nice, but he was just twisting my words and trying to create a story. I suppose that was technically his job—but my God, was it annoying.

“Have you seen each other outside of the shop?” he asked. I didn’t answer. “Does that mean yes? Have you gone out for dinner? Have you been to her house?” I remained silent. “Oh my God,” he said with excitement. He pulled out his phone and started recording. “Do you like Billie? Do you find her attractive? What are your favourite qualities about her?” I just remained silent, ignoring him. He was a pest—worse than a pest. I could swat and kill a pest, but the law unfortunately protected this loser. “Are you dating?” he asked again.

Then, I had a little outburst. “Is it seriously your job to be a little shit head? Do you just pester people all day long? Don’t you realize that the world would be a better place without you in it?” I took a deep breath. “Yeah, we’re dating. I did her tattoo and that means were dating,” I said with a heavy tone of sarcasm. “Like, are you seriously this thick? Get a life, and get a real job you fucking twat!”

I was relieved when I reached my flat. I went inside and locked my doors and shut my curtains. Then I sat down on the couch, feeling strangely exhausted. I closed my eyes and ended up dozing off. Who knew the paparazzi could be so draining?


CHAPTER VII

The next day was just like the days before it. The paparazzi were waiting outside of my apartment, desperate to get more information about Billie Siren, though it seemed like there were more of them—more people eager to waste their time trying to get information out of me. This time, I was able to tune them out. Their voices were just white noise. I was too tired to pick one voice out from the other. They trailed behind me shouting their dumb questions, but none of them stuck in my head. I just kept walking. I was five minutes from my flat when I put some headphones on to tune them out even more. None of them tried to follow me into the shop.

When I stepped in, Dustin turned to look at me. He had a young woman getting some date tattooed on her arm. He stopped tattooing her to look at me with that strange look on his face. “What’s with you?” I asked.

“Hey,” he said cautiously. “I don’t know—for some reason, I didn’t think you’d be coming in today.”

“Why not?” I said.

He looked out the window, so I did the same. The paparazzi were crowding the glass, trying to look in, pointing their annoying cameras in my direction.

Now that I was looking, it did seem like there were way more of them than usual. And why were they now so eager to get my photograph? “I don’t understand,” I said.

Then the girl getting her tattoo looked up at me and said, “Is it true that you and Billie Siren are dating?”

My ears started ringing. I suddenly remembered that paparazzo that I was dating Billie Siren—but it was a joke. Of course he ran with it, even knowing it was a joke. He had a recording of me saying it, which he could easily trim out of context—and that’s probably exactly what he did. “Fuck,” I muttered.

I pulled out my phone. I wanted to call Billie and explain myself to her, but it wasn’t until I was flicking through my contacts that I realized I didn’t even have her number. “Shit,” I muttered. “Fucking shit.” I knew she wasn’t going to be happy once the news reached her ears. But surely she would know that it was just a joke taken out of context. Surely she knew the paparazzi better than anyone. Right?

I went into the back room and I closed the door, so I could be away from the annoying mob outside. I sat down next to the tattoo table and I took a long, deep breath. What had I done? Why did I even say a single word to those coyotes? What was I thinking?

More young women came into the shop that day, wanting Billie Siren tattoos. I declined all of them. “You can ask Dustin if he’ll do it for you,” I told one girl, but she insisted that I be the one to do the tattoo. “It has to be you. You did all of her tattoos.” I had to explain to multiple people that I didn’t do all of Billie Siren’s tattoos—just one that people hadn’t even seen yet, and maybe they would never see it.

“I think Billie would really like me. We would be, like, best friends,” one girl said to me. “Can you set something up? I’ll let you tattoo me if you set something up.” I got a chill. I just wanted to draw cool tattoos. I didn’t want to deal with these ingrates.

So I decided to go back home. If I wasn’t going to get any serious work, then there was no sense in staying in front of that firing squad. The mob followed me back to my apartment, then they all dispersed once I was inside of my flat, behind my closed curtains and locked door.

I tried to relax. I took a hot shower, and then I made a pot of tea. But I just kept finding myself pacing around my apartment, terrified of what Billie was currently thinking. She probably had a mob of her own outside of her house—a much larger mob than the one I was dealing with. And she was probably cursing my name—maybe even calling up her lawyers to put an end to all of this drama—and to put an end to my professional career.

Surely I was just being paranoid. She wouldn’t actually send her lawyers after me, would she? I signed that NDA—did it say anything about sarcastic jokes taken out of context? I spent a hopeless hour trying to find her phone number, so I could call her and tell her that I was sorry for creating a media frenzy. I was able to find the phone number of her agent’s secretary after much digging. I called, but only got the answering machine. The instructions weren’t very clear: “Leave a short but detailed message and I’ll get to it in the next few days.” A short but detailed message? How could such a message exist? And I didn’t have a few days—I needed to talk to her now so I could put my mind at ease.

I made the mistake of checking my e-mail. My inbox was overflowing with messages from paparazzi and from potential clients who desperately wanted Billie Siren tattoos. I was getting a taste of the nonsense Billie had to go through on a daily basis.

Then I made the mistake of searching my name on Google, to see if there had been any updates. I was praying for a retraction. But there were no retractions—just piece after piece about my apparent relationship with Billie Siren. After a bit of searching, I found newly written articles about my tattoo work. “Hubert Santiago, famous for tattooing Billie Siren, has been tattooing for almost a decade. Some of his work is very impressive. See our top ten Hubert Santiago tattoos!” It was a nice little list of pictures, and I wasn’t surprised to see the usual suspects on the list—the ones that always ended up on the list, even though they weren’t my best pieces.

And it wasn’t long before I started finding nasty articles about me. “Billie Siren’s tattoo artist can apparently only do one style of tattoo,” was the headline of one lousy article. The article was a collection of beetle tattoos that I did after I did a beetle tattoo for the movie star, Andrew Reynolds. Sure, I did a lot of beetle tattoos, but only because that’s what people wanted! I could do lots of other tattoos.

The article even included tattoos that I didn’t do—that looked nothing like work I’d ever done. I wanted to demand a retraction, and then I started finding more articles. There were so many! It would take weeks—maybe even months—to have all of the lies and cruel slander retracted, if it was even possible at all.

Then I found my name being mentioned on message boards. There was a threat about me on the top of a very popular tattoo website. “Hubert Santiago, Billie Siren’s tattoo artist and boyfriend,” was the title of the thread. In the thread, people were discussing my work. “He’s overrated.” “All of his stuff looks the same.” “Who cares?” “What a hack!” I never asked for their opinions. I was just tattooing what I thought looked cool. Who were they to judge me? “I’m sick of seeing this guy everywhere today. When will he be irrelevant again?”

My anger was building up—and then it suddenly faded away, being replaced by the strangest sense of guilt. The way people were talking about me wasn’t so different from the way I talked about Billie Siren and her music. Was I just as bad as these people? Was I just another one of them?

I looked out the window. It was dark. The day had slipped away from me. I crept up to the window and looked at the street below. The paparazzi were gone, but I wasn’t about to open the curtains. They were probably just off to sleep for the night—though I suspected there were still a few lingering around, hiding in alleyways, waiting to jump out and surprise me with some more questions I wouldn’t answer.

I made myself some dinner, though I didn’t have much appetite. Then I put a show on the television, even though I didn’t have the focus to actually watch. I began to doze off when my apartment buzzer went off. It had gone off many times that day, but I hadn’t answered it. Now, I was considering leaving it—but something inside of me was telling me that it wasn’t just another paparazzo trying to get some lousy exclusive. I cautiously approached my buzzer box and pressed the button. “Hello?” I said quietly—almost instantly regretting my decision to answer.

“Hey, it’s Billie. Let me up before anyone sees me,” she said. I recognized her voice, even through the scratchy system. I was quick to buzz her up, and quick to regret the decision. Was she coming up to scream at me? Was she angry? Or was it really even Billie? Could it have been a paparazzo with a recording of her voice? No—surely they weren’t that clever, and I wasn’t that paranoid. Or was I?

There was a knock at my door. My joints froze and I stared at it for a moment. Then there was another knock, breaking me free from my paralysis. I stepped up slowly and grabbed the handle gently. The moment I had the door open, she pushed herself inside. “Why are you making me wait out there? You want people to see me here?” she said, giving me a dagger stare.

“Sorry. I just wasn’t sure it was really you,” I said.

“So what did you say? Why are people asking me if I’m dating my tattoo artist? Don’t you tattoo celebs for a living? Shouldn’t you know to keep your big, dumb mouth shut when they run up to you?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just made a joke—it was just a joke.”

“Well, as far as the rest of the world is concerned, it’s true—and trust me—nothing you can say will change their mind, not until they see me out with another guy.”

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s not like that was my plan.”

She started looking around my apartment. “This is where you live? Why do you live here?”

“What’s wrong with it?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “There’s no art on the walls. Aren’t you an artist? What kind of artist doesn’t have art on his walls?”

“I’m a minimalist,” I said.

She opened my fridge and looked inside. “I see that,” she said. “Should we order food in then?”

“Food?”

“Yeah—you know—food? Aren’t you hungry? I haven’t eaten since breakfast.”

She found a beer in the back of my fridge, which she helped herself to. She cracked it and took a long sip. Then she stared into my eyes with a narrowed gaze. “Were you saving this for something?”

“No. Help yourself,” I said.

She continued staring at me. “You’re acting weird. Are you still uncomfortable about my dick?”

I shook my head quickly. “What? No. I don’t care about that.”

“Want to get it out of your system then so we can hang out properly?” She put the beer down and bent over my counter. She reached back and flipped up her black skirt, showing off her panty-clad bum. My heart stuttered.

“Get it out of my system? What? Sorry—I’m confused. Why are you here?”

“Because we’re dating. Didn’t you hear?” she said. She took her panties out from her butt crack and she pulled them to the side, exposing her asshole. “I’m ready when you are.” With her free hand she grabbed her beer and took another long sip. Then she swayed that firm tush in the air. I could see the bulge of her big cock and ball sack being hugged tightly by her panties. I could even make out the contour of her long snake, begging to be released.

My package began to throb and my head became hot. Maybe I could just give her a quick fucking before trying to figure out what the hell was going on. Did she really want to date? Or was she just messing around with me? And if we did date, would her biological sex eventually come out? Would I become known as the tattoo artist who dated the tranny pop star?

She kept swaying that ass, as if she was trying to hypnotize me—and it was working. I walked over and put my hands on her warm butt cheeks. I squeezed firmly and my heart fluttered. Then I brought my fingers towards her butt crack and gently felt her tight asshole. It puckered against my fingertips, inviting me in—begging to be plugged.

I ran my hands up her firm body. I cupped her tits, which were firm implants, but I didn’t mind. I gently pinched her nipples, making her moan. She reached a hand back to begin massaging my package, which didn’t need any extra help getting aroused. I was already erect and throbbing. She managed to unzip my fly and wrestle my snake out into the open.

Then I reached down and slipped her cock out from her panties. I massaged and jerked her cock. I made it hard and long, so I could feel her warm, throbbing veins. Then I reached up and pressed two fingers into her mouth, stealing some saliva to use for my own pleasure, to lubricate that tight hole that was in desperate need of a good fucking.

I pressed my fingers in and she clenched them hard. I pushed them deep, spreading her own spit down her anal walls. She groaned. I pulled my fingers out and put them back into her mouth, giving her a taste of herself. Then I pushed her forward, bending her over that counter even further. I pressed my tip firmly against her hole, and then I pressed in. She moaned loudly—loud enough that the neighbours would be able to hear if they listened hard enough, but I didn’t care—not in that moment.

I pushed my cock in deep, feeling the throbbing walls of her anal tunnel. I grabbed her cock again and started pumping. Maybe I really was gay. I couldn’t keep my hands away from her cock, no matter how hard I tried—so I couldn’t have been completely straight. If I could have fucked her in the ass while sucking her cock, I would have done so—so I must have been gay. But she was a woman. She looked a smelled and felt like a woman. So was I really gay? Did it really matter what sort of label was put on this? I’m sure the paparazzi would figure out a way to label it if they could see through the thinnest gap in my curtains. I looked over to make sure there were no gaps.

Then I looked back down at the stunning pop star bent over my kitchen counter, and I started pumping. I pumped hard, but slow. Each thrust sent my cock in deep—as deep as I could go with the length God gave me. I drew back carefully, feeling every centimetre of her tight cavern—then I plunged in again, massaging her amazing walls with my swollen, throbbing tip. I watched as her fingers clutched at the countertop.

I squeezed her shaft firmly and I massaged her round, slick tip. I wanted to feel her coming, but I didn’t want her to come yet. I wanted her to remain in the moment with me—to enjoy every second of this incredible fuck. I started pumping faster. I brought my free hand to her face and I let her playfully bite down on my fingers. I spread some of her own saliva down her chin as I went to wrap my hand around her throat. She moaned, letting me know she liked it, so I clutched her throat firmly.

I began thrusting even harder, squeezing her cock tighter and pumping it faster. She was moaning loudly. Her face was turning red and her legs were trembling. Her anus was clenching over and over. I’d completely forgotten what brought her to my apartment. I forgot about all of the drama with the paparazzi—and I forgot all about the confusion between Billie and I. Now, the only thing on my mind was the present moment. I could only think about her tight body, and how amazing every inch of her long, throbbing cock felt in the palm of my hand.

“Oh God,” she groaned. I felt her rod swelling, so I leaned over to look. Her tip was red and her legs were convulsing now. She groaned loudly, and then she began to coat my cupboards with streaks of hot, white cum. The sight was incredible. I wished I could have been recording it so I could watch it over and over. She produced more cum than I knew possible. Her long strands were thick, but they managed to trickle down to my tile floor. The perverted part of me wanted to drop to the ground to lick the substance up—but I resisted that deranged urge.

Instead, I pulled my cock out and I came all over her ass. I watched as I made a humiliating mess of her tranny tush. She perked her bum out as if she liked it. Her anus remained agape: stretched wide from my relentless thrusting. I even got a couple of blasts right into that hole, which she seemed to like. She reached back with both hands and spread my load all over her ass, even pushing it towards her hole as if she wanted it inside of her. Then she looked back at me with a big grin. I couldn’t fight the urge to kiss her, though as our lips touched, I knew that I was technically kissing a man, as far as biology was concerned. My heart fluttered and ached, but it didn’t stop me from letting her slip her tongue into my mouth.

She pulled away, looked into my eyes with a big grin, and then she turned around again, bending over my counter once more. “Lick my ass,” she said.

I looked down at her bum, which was glistening with my cum. Nervousness overwhelmed me, but it didn’t stop me. I dropped to my knees, grabbed her ass with both of my hands, and then I started to lick off my own cum. It was a bit sweet and a bit bitter—and very arousing. I even licked up her butt crack, licking a thick glob right off her puckering asshole.

Then I stood up, wiped my face, and looked into her eyes. The events of the day came rushing back to me. “So were dating?” I asked with a reluctant smile.

Her eyes narrowed and she shook her head. “No, we aren’t dating,” she said. “Where did you get that crazy idea?”

I felt suddenly humiliated. If we weren’t dating, then what the hell was that kitchen romp? Why did she let me fuck her in the ass for the second time? “I’m confused,” I said.

“I can tell,” she said, shaking her head. She picked up her beer and took a long sip. “That’s why I came over—to make sure you know that we aren’t dating. I assumed it was a joke taken out of context, but now I’m not so sure.”

My head was spinning. Was she screwing with me, or was she finally telling me the truth? Was she just using me for sex? Or was that just a spur-of-the-moment meaningless romp? I kept staring at her, but she was done staring at me. She finished her beer and then she said, “Are we ordering food or not? I want Chinese. Let me know now, or I’m taking off.”

I stared at her for a long moment, and then I said, “I already ate.”

Then she stared at me for a long moment. Something glistened in her eyes, though I couldn’t decide what. Maybe it was a second of disappointment. “Okay, that’s fine,” she said. She went straight to my door and then turned around. “If anyone else asks you anything relating to me at all—just keep your mouth shut. Don’t even try to correct the record, or you’ll just make this whole mess worse.”

I nodded my head, and then she left. As soon as she was gone, I found myself wondering if the moment had actually happened, or if it was just a stress induced hallucination. I probably would have convinced myself the meeting wasn’t real had it not been for the mess of cum all over my cupboards.


CHAPTER VIII

The paparazzi held their ground. They were all there the next day, and then the day after that, and then the day after that. Sunday came and I had the day off. I was excited, until I realized I needed to go grocery shopping. I tried sneaking out the back door of my building, but they found me. A few of them even followed me into the grocery store and tried to take pictures of me, as if I was the celebrity in the scenario. I had no idea what they planned on doing with pictures of me sorting through onions—though I couldn’t help but wonder if they were going to find some sort of way to create a sensational story out of it: ‘Billie Siren’s tattoo artist boyfriend buying ingredients for romantic dinner!’

I noticed a man looking at me when I was in the checkout line. He had a strange look on his face, and it wasn’t until I was leaving the store that I realized that look was a look of jealousy. I caught myself grinning. Of course men were jealous of me. Billie Siren was a cute young woman, and on top of that she was rich and famous. None of them knew what I knew—none of them knew about the long shaft between her thighs.

But my smirk quickly went away when I started to think about the inevitability of her true sex coming out. What if they still thought that we were a couple when the news dropped? Would I be mocked into hiding for being romantically involved with a transgender girl? Or even if the whole dating controversy was over—would people still look back and theorize that I had secret relations with a well-hung tranny? They wouldn’t be wrong; we’d fooled around three times already.

I found myself looking online at tabloid articles, trying to find any evidence of the press catching onto her secret. I found one racy celebrity gossip website with a picture of Billie bending over during a music video shoot. The bulge between her legs was apparent, and the headline of the article read, ‘Is Billie Siren hiding a big secret?’ My heart fluttered. The article only had a few thousands views, and the picture was far from revealing—but it showed that it was just a matter of time: one short skirt combined with one wrong step, or even just a strong gust of wind. My public humiliation was in her hands—or maybe I should say, in her panties.

It was a week later when the paparazzi finally started to flutter away. They finally started to realize that I wasn’t going to answer any more of their questions, and the photos they were taking probably weren’t selling, seeing as I wasn’t doing anything unusual. It was a Thursday morning when I walked to work in complete silence for the first time in longer than I could remember. No one was chasing me with a voice recorder and no one was walking in front of me with a camera. I took a deep breath of the fresh morning air, and then I walked into the tattoo shop with a big smile on my face.

“You look chipper this morning,” said Dustin. He was relaxing on his tattoo table, with his hands behind his head. The television was playing in the corner: some cheesy morning news show.

“I can’t complain,” I said as I went to drop my things off in the back room. “No walk-ins yet?”

She shook his head. “Not even a phone call. It’s a slow morning.”

I usually hated slow mornings, but for once I was loving the peaceful silence. I didn’t need the extra money—I made plenty over the past week, doing Billie Siren tribute tattoos, which I was charging triple for because I didn’t want to do them—but people were willing to pay triple. Hell, they probably would have paid ten times my usual rate, thinking the future husband of Billie Siren was inking them.

“I just hope I can do an original piece today,” I said. “Or even just something from my flash book.”

A customer came in around noon. He was a thin guy with dark hair and no tattoos on his body. He wanted me to do his first piece: a snake on his arm. It was a bland idea, but at least it wasn’t a Billie Siren tattoo replica. I was thrilled to work on the piece. He didn’t want anything too crazy, so the tattoo only took an hour.

Then the shop was peacefully quiet again. I took a seat behind the counter with a few markers and a blank sheet of paper. After a deep breath, I started making random doodles. For the first time in so long, I felt like I was free to draw whatever I wanted to draw. And then I started thinking about those forum posts that I read: people calling me a hack and a one-trick pony. I could almost see those posts in vivid detail in my mind.

I tried to push them away, but they floated over me like a dense cloud, stopping real idea from inspiring me. What if they were right? What if I was a hack? What if I was a one-trick pony? Was there even any point of adding to my flash book? Or was I better off just taking the walk-ins who wanted snakes and skulls and roses? Maybe I’d reached my plateau.

Now the silence was starting to bug me. Why was it so silent? Had this whole Billie Siren controversy convinced people that I wasn’t so great after all? Were people sick of me?

I was starting to panic. An awful dread began to churn in my stomach. Now I couldn’t think of anything to draw. I didn’t even want to bother doodling a snake or a rose or a dog or even a feather. What was the point?

One more walk-in came into the shop that day. He looked through my book, and then he asked Dustin to do his tattoo. He wanted a lizard fighting a squid. Dustin came up with a cool design, and then he said to the client, “You know, this sort of style is more Hubert’s thing. Wouldn’t you like to see what he can come up with?”

The client shrugged. “No, I don’t really want that,” he said, as if he knew exactly what I would draw. It was hard to hear, even from all the way across the shop. I decided to slip into the back room so I could hide my embarrassment—even though it wasn’t unusual for a client to have an artist preference. If he didn’t like my stuff, that didn’t mean that the whole world didn’t like my stuff. I was just being paranoid. I was in my own head. I just needed a few days—or maybe a few weeks—for things to settle back into a normal rhythm.

It was dark when Dustin finished the battle scene on the man’s ribs. He left with a smile on his face. I caught a solid glimpse of the tattoo. It was alright, but I could have done it better. Or maybe I would have done it with my predictable style—and maybe he didn’t want a tattoo that looked like all of the other ones I’d done that were walking around the city.

“I’m going to take off. You good to close down?” Dustin asked.

“Yeah. I probably won’t stay much longer,” I said.

He nodded and then slipped away, leaving me alone with that not-so-peaceful silence. I was starting to hate that silence. So I turned the television back on. The news was playing, but it didn’t seem like enough noise, so I also turned on the stereo. Now the shop was noisy, but it still seemed strangely quiet, even after I turned everything up. Maybe the noise I was looking for wasn’t the kind of noise that a person hears.

I walked over to the counter and took a seat, looking down at the blank piece of paper that had been tormenting me all day. I pushed it aside, and then I closed my eyes. I allowed my sleepiness to pull me away for a moment. I was hoping it would pull me away from my newfound anxiety, but it only pulled me into an anxiety-fuelled nightmare.

In my nightmare, there was a line down the street of young women who wanted Billie Siren replica tattoos. I was desperate for cash, so I was doing all of them. My hands were trembling because I was so tired, but the young women just kept coming in, wanting the same tattoo over and over and over.

Thankfully, a customer came into the shop, waking me up from the cruel nightmare. I perked up and rubbed my eyes, trying to force a quick smile so they wouldn’t think that I’d been sleeping. And then I realized I was staring at Billie Siren.

She had her hood up, with big sunglasses covering her eyes. “Busy?” she asked.

I looked around, trying to see if there were any paparazzi sticking their cameras against the windows. “Busy? What time is it?” I asked.

“It’s almost eleven. I was driving by and I saw that the lights were on,” she said. “Feel like doing a tattoo?”

My heart fluttered. “I don’t know if I’m in the right state of mind. I’m pretty tired.”

“It’s either now or in the middle of the day,” she said. And I certainly didn’t want to tattoo her in the middle of the day, with a crowd of fans at the shop window. Hell, I didn’t want to tattoo her at all. I liked her—she was a cool chick, and her dry humour was starting to grow on me—but I was missing my old life. I was missing my anonymity. I liked having no pressure on my shoulders. “Well? You want to go into the back room or not?”

“Okay. Fine. Let’s talk about a tattoo. Just let me lock up the shop.” By the time I was turning the front door lock, she was already in the back room, up on the table like a young girl waiting to see the doctor. My heart was a mess—pounding and fluttering with no discernable rhythm. I had to take a deep breath to pull myself together. I tried to force a smile, but I just didn’t have the energy to fake it. “So what do you want?” I asked.

“I want a dragonfly on my arm,” she said. The touched an empty space on her upper left arm. “I’m thinking right here between the fox and the leaf.”

“Just a dragonfly?” I asked.

“Is that not hardcore enough for you?” She had a smirk on her face.

“Do you want me to try a different style? Maybe we could do it… I don’t know—New School?”

“New School?” she said. “My arm is entirely traditional. Why would I stick a New School dragonfly right in the middle of it?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Something different.”

“No. I like your traditional style. That’s what I want.”

I nodded my head slowly, trying to force a smile, which I knew was coming out awkwardly. “Well, if I do it traditional style, people will probably be able to tell that I did it. And that’s going to be another week or two of paparazzi at the window.”

“So what? Don’t you like the exposure?” she asked. I didn’t like the exposure, but I wasn’t sure how to say it. She just laughed, as if she’d made a joke that I fell for. “Just do it in your style. Don’t worry about a couple weeks of tabloid junk.”

After some hesitation, I drew a dragonfly on a sheet of paper. “Something like this?” I asked.

“It’s perfect. Put it on me.”

“You hardly looked at it.”

“I don’t need to look at it. I trust you.” She looked into my eyes and smiled.

I hesitated for another long moment. “Okay, then let’s do it.” I scanned the picture and printed out a stencil. She seemed completely relaxed as I got the image lined up on her arm. “It might hurt a little bit on this part of the arm. It’s a sensitive area.”

“Don’t worry about me,” she said.

So I started tattooing. She didn’t flinch. She seemed more relaxed than ever as I pierced his skin repeatedly with that relentless needle. I had to stop a few times to gather my composure, so I could keep my lines nice and straight. It wasn’t long before I was moving onto shading.

We didn’t speak much. I tried to create some small talk, but none of it went anywhere. But the silence was too much to handle, so I just kept trying. Finally, I decided to ask, “When’s your next album coming out?”

She scoffed. “My agent would murder me if I told you—especially after you told everyone that we were dating.”

“I told one guy as a joke—I didn’t tell everyone,” I said.

“I can’t tell you anything about what I’m working on. I have a strict NDA with the record company.”

“Alright,” I said. I didn’t actually want to know. I just wanted some noise to fill the silent void.

That silent void returned for a long moment, and then she said, “I don’t think there will be another album. They want me to have another one for next year, but I think I’m just going to quit.”

“Quit?” I said. “Why would you quit?”

“It would just be easier. No more pressure, no more criticism—which I never asked for. I just wanted to make music, and everyone seems to think that they have the right to berate me about it. Even my fans—I put out a little track on my YouTube channel the other day, and they ate me alive. It was too different from my album. So I made another little sample track—something that could have been on the album—and the same fans chewed me out; they said that it was too similar. They started calling me a one-hit-wonder.”

“No one’s forcing them to listen,” I said.

“Tell that to them.”

I suddenly felt guilty. I was part of the problem she was talking about. I spent a whole day bitching about her song. I even bitched about her, and I knew nothing about her. But now I knew what she was talking about. I’d experienced the same unwanted exposure over those past few weeks. “Why do you keep coming back to me?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Because I like your tattoos.”

“There are dozens of artists in this town who can do the same exact style. Some of them are even better than me. So seriously—why me?”

She was silent for a minute. “I don’t know. I guess because you treat me like a normal person, and it’s been a long time since anyone has treated me like a normal person.”

“You are just a normal person,” I said. “But you’re also talented, so you shouldn’t waste that talent because of some unsolicited criticism.”

She laughed. “You’re sweet, but I know that you’re full of it.”

“Why?” I asked.

She reached down and lifted up her shirt, showing me the last tattoo I put on her body: the man being fried to death by her music. I felt my face turning red. “Okay, so it’s not my favourite song—but even I have to admit that it’s catchy.”

“Catchy is just a nice way of saying ‘simple and repetitive’.”

I finished the shading of her tattoo. I gently wiped it and covered it. “You’re all done,” I said.

“What do I owe you for this one?”

I shook my head. “Don’t worry about it.”

“Let me give you a hundred bucks at least,” she said.

“It’s fine. I don’t need it.”

She laughed. “I’ve seen your apartment. You could use some new furniture.”

I smiled. “I like my furniture.”

She stared into my eyes. “Well then let me pay you in another way.” She suddenly sunk down to her knees and reached for my belt. It took my tired brain a moment before realizing what was happening.

“What are you doing?” I asked like an idiot, even though I knew exactly what she was doing.

“Just relax,” she said. She reached her gently fingers through my fly and grabbed onto my flaccid cock. She pulled it out and brought it directly to her lips. She sucked, pressing her nose into my pelvis. I looked around nervously, even though we were in a private windowless room.

I closed my eyes. We were back at it. I was once again fooling around with Billie Siren, the transgender pop star. I was flirting the line between freedom and humiliation. “Is this really a good idea?” I asked with a trembling voice.

She nodded her head slightly. “Yes,” she said. And it was hard for me to disagree, especially now that my cock was rock hard and pressing against the roof of her mouth. She was a master with her tongue, tickling the underside of my tip, making my cock drool pre-cum. My legs trembled.

I laughed nervously. “You’re going to make me come,” I said.

“That’s the idea, stupid,” she said.

“It’s been a while since I’ve gotten off,” I said, as if it was a good excuse for my potential premature ejaculation.

“So get off in my mouth then,” she said, looking up at me with a big grin. She sunk my cock back into my mouth and continued sucking with incredible grace.

“Shit, that feels good,” I said.

She smiled at me again. Then she stood up and turned around. She pulled down her sweatpants, showing me her red satin panties. She pulled those panties to the side, exposing her asshole. I’d almost forgotten how perfect her ass was. I reached down and grabbed it with both hands and squeezed firmly. Then I spread her cheeks wide, stretching her asshole so I could see inside. “Fuck,” I muttered. I knew I wouldn’t last long.

She reached back and grabbed my throbbing erection. She pressed it against her hole and then she started to push her tush back into my lap. It only took a couple of seconds for my cock to pierce her hole and sink deep. I hardly had to do any work; she immediately started to bounce on my lap, standing up on her tippy toes to keep everything in line.

My body was pulsing with strong urges, and it wasn’t long before I gave in. I reached around her body and pressed my hand down the front of her pants, grabbing onto her thick, warm snake. I rubbed it, feeling her amazing veins and bulbous tip. I didn’t want to let go—not until my hand was covered in her beautiful, thick cum.

We bumped into the tattoo table, knocking a few little objects over—but it didn’t stop us. We stumbled over to the wall, so she could plant her hands firmly against a solid surface. Then I started thrusting into her with force, stretching her tight hole as much as I could with my rigid erection. “It feels so fucking good,” she groaned through clenched teeth.

With my free hand, I reached up and under her shirt to squeeze her breasts. I nearly ripped her bra off of her body trying to get to her titties. I could feel the redness in my face. I could practically feel the steam rising from my body as beads of sweat formed all over my back. I was groaned and grunting with each thrust. Her petite body was no match for my sexual energy.

I could feel my orgasm coming. I tried to hold it back, but that only made it more powerful. I groaned and strained and clenched, and then I felt her cock throbbing. Warm globs drooled down my fingers and I knew she was coming—which meant I could finally let go.

I filled her hole with cum. It was a good thing that tattoo shop was empty, because we both ended up screaming out in pleasure. Her body trembled and mine became weak. I stumbled back and nearly collapsed to the floor. She remained pressed against the wall as my cum dropped out from her body, splatting on the floor. “Holy shit,” she muttered.

“That was amazing,” I said.

She nodded her head.

“I should get this place cleaned up. I’ve got a booking at nine tomorrow morning,” I said.

“Let me help you,” she said, grabbing a paper towel.

“No, no—don’t worry about it. I can do it. It was my load, after all.” I smiled nervously. She looked into my eyes and we both paused. She really was beautiful. Her eyes were so stunning and bright. It seemed hard to believe they could have ever belonged to a man. Had I not felt that cock with my own hands, I probably wouldn’t have believed it.

I suddenly had the urge to tell her that I loved her. I fought the urge back, but it still took me by surprise, filling my chest with a hot nervousness and fluttering butterflies. “Are you okay?” she asked.

I nodded my head slowly. Did I love her? Had I fallen in love with a transgender pop star? I was probably just tired. My brain was probably just playing tricks on me. I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. “I’m good. Why?”

She stared into my eyes with an eager look. Did she want to tell me something? Did she love me? Is that why she kept coming back to me? “I have to tell you something,” she said. I took a deep breath. If she told me that she loved me, would I be able to say it back? Would I be able to commit to a girl who wasn’t entirely female?

“What is it?” I asked.

She paused for a moment as her gaze scanned randomly through the room. Then, without looking back into my eyes, she said, “I was at the pool this afternoon. The changing stalls were all taken, but the locker room was pretty much empty, so I thought that I could just change quickly without anyone noticing. As I was pulling my pants up, I noticed someone holding up a phone. I don’t know what they saw—but it was all there for them to see. If that picture gets out—and I’m sure it will because they all do—then that’s probably it for me. I—I just wanted to let you know, because people think we’re dating, so they’re going to come to their own conclusions, if you know what I mean.”

My heart puttered down into my stomach. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. This was bad news. No, it was horrible news. Was I really about to become known as the tattoo guy dating the trans girl? Would my family members think that I was gay? Would my friends stop talking to me? “I’m sure it’ll be fine,” I said unconvincingly.

“I hope so,” she said with a defeated tone of voice. “I guess I should get going. Thanks for the tattoo. I really like it.”

I nodded my head and I watched her go.


CHAPTER IX

I didn’t get much sleep that night. But after the tiny bit of sleep I did get, the news was already out. It was on the front page of every news website: ‘Pop music sensation, Billie Siren, is a male-to-female transgender!’ As if on cue, my buzzer rang loudly. It rang over and over. I went to the window and looked down to see a small crowd of paparazzi hoping to get some picture or sound bite.

I had to turn the volume all the way down on my buzzer so that I could have some silence for my mind to process what was happening. The whole world now thought that I was dating a transgender. Everyone now thought that I was sexually active with a girl who had a big cock between her legs. And they were right—no matter how much I planned to deny it: I was fooling around with Billie Siren.

I didn’t read any of the articles. I could only stomach the headlines—and even then, I had to read them slowly while my mind spun around in ruthless circles. How did this happen? Why did I let myself sleep with her in the first place?

I was just about to leave for work when my phone rang. “Hey, it’s Dustin. Don’t come in to work today. The crowd outside is already bad enough.”

“But I’ve got an appointment in an hour,” I said.

“I’ll have them reschedule when they come in,” he said. “By the way—did you really sleep with her?”

I hung up the phone. I wasn’t prepared to lie just yet. I needed to get my story straight. I did sleep with her—many times—but I didn’t want anyone to know that. I needed to figure out a good lie, and I needed to be on the same page as Billie. Or maybe I just needed to keep my mouth shut altogether. I’m sure that was what Billie would tell me to do. But what would I say when my friends asked? What would I say when my family members asked? I had to say something—even though I knew the paparazzi would probably find them all and hound them like seasoned torturers until they got the story that they wanted.

I stayed inside that day, and I turned off my computer, so I wouldn’t be tormented by the news. I kept looking out my window at that crowd of paparazzi. Their endurance was admirable. After five hours, they were all still standing there, occasionally circling the block to make sure I wasn’t sneaking out the back entrance.

I had nothing to eat, so I had to order food, which meant I had to turn my buzzer back on so I could let the food deliveryman up. I placed an order using a fake name, and then I waited thirty minutes. Finally, my buzzer buzzed. “Who is it?” I asked cautiously. I could hear the crowd shouting behind him—asking their nonsensical questions over the deliveryman’s shoulder, as if I was going to answer them through my buzzer system. They were probably shouting every time anyone answered their buzzer, maybe hoping one of my neighbours would let them in—and it was probably just a matter of time before one of my clueless neighbours did let them in. “I’ve got a food delivery for Anthony Sherbert.”

“Okay, come on up,” I said.

It was two minutes later when he knocked on my door. I opened the door carefully and took the food. The deliveryman stared into my eyes for a long moment—even after I handed him the tip. “What is it?” I asked.

“Can I ask you one quick question?” he said.

“What?”

“Have you spoken to Billie since the news broke?”

I stared at the man for a moment, and then I noticed he wasn’t wearing a delivery outfit. He had his phone in his breast pocket, and it was obviously recording. I wanted to grab that phone and flush it down my toilet. The man had clearly paid my delivery person off, so that he could get into my building. I couldn’t figure out how he knew the delivery was for me, given my fake name.

“Get lost,” I said, slamming the door in his face. But even that was bad enough. That clip would probably end up on many news websites. My reaction was enough of an answer for the hungry audience of tabloid sensationalism.

It was an hour later when the crowd outside became loud. I could hear them all shouting—almost as if a fight was breaking out. My buzzer started buzzing over and over, and that noise continued. I looked down and saw a massive crowd of paparazzi. That crowd had quadrupled since I last looked out. My buzzer kept ringing.

So I finally went to it and pressed the button. “I’m not letting any of you freaks up and I’m not answering any of your stupid questions!” I said.

And just before I muted the communication unit, I heard her voice. “It’s me! Let me up!” It was Billie. She had fought her way through the crowd to my building’s front door. But why? Why wasn’t she in hiding? Why wasn’t she waiting for the buzz to die down?

I buzzed her up and then I perked up. My place was a mess. I was still in my lounging clothes, and I hadn’t had a moment to shower in my anxious state. “Shit,” I muttered. I didn’t have time to clean up the apartment or myself. She was at the door within a minute. I checked through the peephole to make sure it was really her and not some impersonator they hired so they could break in. It was her, so I opened the door.

“What are you doing? Are you crazy?” I asked.

“I had to come and see you,” she said.

“You’re nuts,” I said. “And you came here—why did you do that? Now they definitely think that we’re dating. You must seriously be out of your mind!”

She stared into my eyes. “That’s why I’m here. I want to know the same thing they want to know.”

“What’s that?” I asked as beads of cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck.

“Are we dating? Is there something between us, or are you just my tattoo artist?”

The room became silent. My heart fluttered and a lump clogged up my throat. I opened my mouth but I wasn’t sure what to say. I didn’t know the answer to the question. Were we dating? Was she more than just a client to me? We’d fucked a number of times, but did that mean anything? The feelings I had for her—was it just lustful excitement, or was it something more?

“If you don’t want to date me, just tell me and I’ll set things straight with the paparazzi. But if you want to give this a shot…” She didn’t finish her sentence. I wasn’t entirely sure what she was trying to say, and I’m not sure she was sure either.

I tried to think of a response. I tried to think of some way to satisfy everyone: her, my friends, my family members, my fans, and the paparazzi outside. But nothing perfect came to my mind. “I love you,” I said, finally breaking my silence.

Her eyes became wide. They glistened and sparkled. “Really?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “I don’t know. I think so.”

“I love you,” she said. My heart swelled with a giant pulse of warm energy.

She threw herself into my arms and I squeezed her tight. I had no idea what was going to happen now. I had no idea if this meant my career and social life was over. I had a feeling this meant the paparazzi wouldn’t be leaving me alone any time soon. But I’d learned to tune them out one before, so I knew I could do it again.

“What now?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe we can go get some dinner together.”

“They’ll follow us,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe we can make a game out of it. We can try to lose them—and then we can mess with them. Maybe we can get them to run ridiculous stories—tell them that you’re a female-to-male trans—and that you’re pregnant with twins!” She laughed, and I couldn’t help but laugh as well.

I took her hand. “I should probably change out of my sweatpants.”

“Why? I like those sweatpants. I’m in sweatpants too,” she said. “Let’s go out to the fanciest place we can find and we’ll order the most expensive thing on the menu—in our sweatpants.”

I laughed. Then I took her hand. “Okay. Let’s do it.”

We went out into the world. The crowd followed us, even when we ran down the road in an attempt to lose them. They crowded the restaurant window and snapped pictures endlessly while the owner of the place tried desperately to shoo them away.

My friends saw the pictures. A few of them laughed at me, but for the most part, nobody cared. Even the ones who laughed ended up accepting our relationship after a couple of weeks. When I talked to my mom, she just said, “As long as you’re happy.” My dad’s response was funny. “She looks like a chick and sounds like a chick, so she must be a chick.”

Once I accepted Billie, the rest of the world seemed to do the same. Apparently taking pictures of a couple casually and calmly walking down the street wasn’t nearly as interesting as pictures of people trying to hide while sneaking around in the middle of the night.

I proposed to her later that year, by tattooing a ring around her finger. “It’s my new favourite tattoo,” she said. “But I’m still expecting a diamond.” She nudged me playfully. That night, we had wild sex. I let her put her long cock in my ass—and I really enjoyed it, especially when she had her climax, filling me full of her hot substance.

And yeah—I did end up doing a lot of Billie Siren tattoos after that, but I got to do plenty of original stuff as well. I didn’t mind doing the Billie Siren tattoos. In fact, it was nice to know that people still loved my fiancée, and they liked my work enough to trust me to complete their tribute for them.

Billie ended up releasing a second album, which performed even better than her first. At first, the critics hounded her for sounding so different, but they all came around—just like how they came around to our relationship.

THE END
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