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TAKE IT OFF

Mel was given one task for Theo’s upcoming bachelor party: hire the stripper. He had over a month to get the job done and he still managed to forget until the morning of the party. Now, all of the strippers are booked up and Mel has no idea what he’s going to do. So he starts asking strangers on the street, begging and offering lots of money. And to his surprise, he finds a beautiful blonde who is up to the task.

Only Mel doesn’t realize that the beautiful blonde he just hired for his best friend’s bachelor party has an extra endowment dangling between her curvy thighs.


CHAPTER I

Mel was given one job for Theo’s bachelor party—just one small, easy job that would only take fifteen minutes at the very most. The other guys all had many jobs, but Mel only got one because the other guys knew Mel could only handle one.

Mel had a lousy memory, and he had lousy motivation. Back in school, he would fail everything. He eventually dropped out in grade eleven after failing an open book test; every student was allowed to bring their notes in to the test, but Mel had no notes because he’d been too lazy the night before to quickly write any down. He’d just failed another test the week before that should have been even easier. The teacher wrote all the questions down on the board the day before the test, and Mel was too lazy to write them down in his notebook.

But the guys couldn’t have asked Mel to do nothing. Mel was one of Theo’s best friends, so it only made sense that he participates a little bit in the bachelor party planning process. The guys only gave him one small task: hire the stripper.

“There’s a whole page at the back of the newspaper. Just call one of the numbers and ask for a blonde. As you know, Theo likes blondes,” said Kalvin, Theo’s best man. “We’ve got a four hundred dollar budget for the stripper, so pick a good one.”

Mel meant to hire the stripper that night, but when he got home he was feeling tired. He figured it could wait until the next day. The bachelor party wasn’t for another six weeks, so he knew he didn’t have to rush.

“Did you hire the stripper yet, Mel?” Kalvin called and asked one afternoon.

“Not yet, but I’m going to do that tonight,” Mel said. It was just three weeks before the party.

“A lot of girls are going to be booked up. You’d better not waste any more time.”

“I know, I know. I’ve just been so busy. But I’ll do it tonight,” Mel said. He pulled out the newspaper while he was on the phone with Kalvin.

“If you just want me to do it, say so and I’ll do it.”

“I’ll do it,” Mel said. He was going to do it as soon as he got off the phone with Kalvin, but then his favourite show came on the television and he figured hiring a stripper could wait an hour. But it turned out to be a marathon of his favourite show. It was almost midnight when he realized he’d forgotten to make the call. “It can wait until tomorrow,” he told himself. He went to sleep and in the morning, he’d forgotten that he had something important to do. And it was another week before he remembered. He only remembered because Kalvin called to ask if the job was done.

This time, Mel lied. “Yep, it’s all done,” he said. It was a lie, but it wouldn’t matter because he planned on hiring the stripper as soon as he hung up the phone with Kalvin. But he didn’t end up making that call because he couldn’t find the newspaper. He’d already tossed it for the day. So he figured he would wait until the next morning, when he got the new paper.

But of course he didn’t remember in the morning. It wasn’t until the day of the bachelor party that he finally remembered. Kalvin called and asked, “Are you all ready for the party?”

“Sure am,” Mel said. He was excited. They were all going out to play paintball before getting dinner at one of the best steak houses in the state. Then, they were going to drink in a private room of Theo’s favourite bar, which just happened to be Mel’s favourite bar as well.

“And the stripper knows the address and time?” Kalvin asked.

Mel’s heart sunk deep into his stomach. His lips became dry as they parted. He tried to reply but there was a lump the size of a tuna can in his throat.

“Mel? You there?”

“Yeah,” Mel said, clearing his throat. A cold sweat bathed the back of his neck.

“You did hire the stripper, right? Because you won’t find anyone now.”

“Yeah, I did that,” Mel said. Now that cold sweat was covering his body. He’d failed the one task that he’d been given. He was going to be the responsible one for ruining Theo’s bachelor party. They would all be sitting there, in that back room, waiting for a stripper to walk through the door—but no stripper would come. The night would end on a dull note—an anti-climax. And it was all Mel’s fault.

Mel grabbed the newspaper and he started calling all of the numbers on that back classified page. “Sorry, all of our girls are booked tonight. Good luck though,” he was told countless times. He called every single number on that page, but it was hopeless. A few strippers even laughed at him when he asked if they were free that night, which was apparently one of the busiest nights of the year for strippers.

Mel started trying to think of excuses. Maybe he could tell everyone that the stripper cancelled last second. Or he could just pretend to be waiting for the stripper with everyone else, and he could act surprised when no stripper showed up. But then he would still be letting Theo down, even if Theo thought he’d done his job.

He needed to think of something. He thought about calling up old friends. Maybe he could pay some girl to strip for the night. He called Marcy, his cousin’s ex-girlfriend. “Marcy, I have a huge favour to ask. And I’ll give you four hundred dollars. No, six hundred. I’ll throw in two hundred of my own.”

“What are you talking about?” Marcy asked.

“I need you to strip for my friend. I forgot to hire a stripper for his bachelor party.”

Marcy hung up the phone, and she didn’t pick up when Mel tried calling back. Mel’s stomach turned. It was time for him to start getting ready for paintball. Their booking started in forty-five minutes and the place was twenty minutes away. “Shit…” Mel muttered. He scrolled through his Facebook friends and tried to think if any of them would want six hundred dollars to strip for a private event. But no one was online and none of them would have done it anyway.

So Mel fell back into his sofa chair and he buried his face into his hands. And then he remembered that he was supposed to pick Kalvin up on his way to paintball, so he really had to get going.

He grabbed his car keys and his wallet and he took off, feeling frightened and guilty and hopeless. He was two blocks from Kalvin’s house when he noticed a tall, beautiful blonde walking down the street. She was wearing tall stilettos and a tiny skirt. She was dressed a bit like a prostitute but she was too pretty to be a prostitute. Mel’s hands suddenly started trembling. He took a deep breath and then he pulled his car up next to the woman. She looked over at him, batting her glorious eyelashes. “Excuse me,” Mel said, his voice cracking. Now he was pretty sure he was soliciting prostitution, probably from a cop. She had to be a cop—hookers aren’t that pretty. But Mel was desperate.

“Yeah?” the woman said.

“I’ve got the biggest favour in the world to ask you. And please don’t hate me for asking.” He made his proposition. The beautiful blonde just stood there silently, staring into his eyes. When Mel finished his pitch, he became tense, not sure if he was about to arrested, have his window smashed, or if he was about to get very, very lucky.

And thanks to some miracle, Mel turned out to be very, very lucky. “What time should I be there?” the beautiful blonde asked with a cute grin.


CHAPTER II

Kalvin knew there was something up with Mel, but he couldn’t figure out what. He was acting strange from the moment he picked Kalvin up at Kalvin’s apartment building. Kalvin was telling Mel about all of the plans for the night, and Mel was just sitting there grinning, lost in his own mind. “Are you listening?” Kalvin asked before they arrived at the paintball park.

“Huh?” Mel said, looking over with a dazed expression.

Kalvin didn’t bother repeating himself. Mel had something on his mind, and Kalvin was pretty sure he didn’t want to know what. He still wasn’t convinced that Mel actually remembered to hire the stripper. So just to be safe, Kalvin had made a few calls and he’d convinced a stripper to be on standby, just in case Mel didn’t come through. He gave her two hundred bucks as a holding fee, and he’d called numerous times to make sure she knew the correct time and address.

Unlike Mel, Kalvin was always prepared. Kalvin graduated high school with honours, and he was made the valedictorian. Whenever someone asked a favour of Kalvin, he always made sure to go above and beyond. One time an old high school friend called and asked Kalvin if he could pick him up from the airport. Kalvin tried to get his car detailed before picking his old friend up, but the detailing place was closed, so Kalvin decided to rent a luxury car instead, even though his car was perfectly fine. He made sure the car was stocked with cold water bottles and he even had a music playlist ready, based on the ‘favourite musical artists’ on his friend’s Facebook page.

Before they got out of the car at the paintball park, Kalvin asked one more time: “You did get the stripper for tonight, right?”

Mel smiled big and nodded his head. “Theo’s going to love her,” he said. Kalvin felt a wave of relief, but he still kept his own stripper on standby, just in case something happened with Mel’s girl. His standby girl was his go-to girl—he hired her for every bachelor party and other adult-themed events that called for strippers, including birthday parties and retirement parties. He even had her lined up for another bachelor party where Kalvin was also the best man, which was just a few days after Theo’s wedding.

During paintball, Kalvin kept a close eye on Mel, making sure he wasn’t slipping away to make any last second phone calls. Mel still seemed spacey, not paying any attention to his teammates as they formulated battle plans. He would just wander out into the field, and he didn’t even seem to notice when he was being shot at.

But they all had fun nonetheless.

At dinner, when the server came around to take everyone’s order, Mel was still spaced out. Theo had to give him a nudge to pull him from his mindless state. “Mel, what do you want to eat?”

Mel shook his head and then looked down at the menu. “Oh, uh, what’s good?”

The waiter made a recommendation. But Kalvin couldn’t help but think that Mel wasn’t even listening. His gaze went inward again while the waiter was talking, and then the table became silent again. Theo gave Mel another nudge. “Well?” Theo asked.

“Oh, uh, yeah, I’ll have that,” Mel said, forcing a smile. Once again, Kalvin decided to keep an eye on Mel, just in case he snuck away to try and hire a last second stripper for Theo’s bachelor party. But he didn’t. He just sat there, with his inward gaze. Kalvin started wondering if he was on drugs, or maybe he had a hangover from a night of drinking alone.

Kalvin was nervous when they settled into their private room at the bar. He found himself staring at the door, waiting for the stripper to arrive, still unsure of what to expect. He still had a hard time believing Mel actually managed to get a stripper—when he’d asked Mel a couple of weeks before, Mel still hadn’t hired anyone. And it was a Saturday in June, and it was apparently the busiest Saturday of the year for bachelor parties. Kalvin’s heart jumped every time the private room door opened. And then his heart would take a moment to settle as the waitress came in to take away empty glasses, and to bring more liquor.

“What’s up, buddy?” Theo asked Kalvin. “You seem stressed out.”

“Just nervous for your big day next weekend,” Kalvin said. He could feel that his cheeks were red.

“Don’t be nervous. I’m the one who’s supposed to be nervous,” Theo said with a chuckle.

And then the door opened and a tall blonde stepped into the room. She was holding a shot glass and wearing a white blouse and fitted black dress pants. She was dressed like a manager, but her face was too stunning to be in bar management. Her hair was too blonde and her eyes were too piercing. Kalvin knew that she was the stripper.

A few of the other guys looked up to check her out before turning their attention back to their drinks. Theo smiled at the woman before returning to a conversation he was having with another guy. And Mel was staring down at the table with red cheeks and a crooked smile. So he really came through—he really managed to get a cute, blonde stripper just a couple of weeks before the big party. Kalvin wanted to reach over and give him a pat on the back, but he didn’t want to give anything away, so he kept his hands to himself.

“Who here is getting married next weekend?” the pretty blonde asked. She had a deeper voice, which didn’t seem strange given her Amazonian stature.

Theo raised his hand with a smile. “Right here. Though if I have much more, someone’s going to have to carry me home.” The guys all chuckled.

The woman stepped up and placed the shot down in front of him. But before Theo could reach for the shot, the woman stepped one of her long legs over Theo’s lap so she was straddling him. His face instantly became red as he realized what was happening. The guys all started clapping and hollering. “Oh no, you guys didn’t…” Theo said.

“You can thank Mel,” Kalvin said, clapping along as the beautiful blonde started grinding Theo’s lap with her big perky ass.

“Feel free to touch all you want, if you think you can handle me,” she said. She started unbuttoning her top, showing off more and more cleavage. The woman had moves—a real professional. Kalvin found himself smiling, incredibly impressed. He looked over at Mel, who looked incredibly relieved. “Good job,” he whispered. Mel nodded with a smile.

The blonde beauty spun around and dropped her blouse on to Theo’s lap. She was wearing a black satin one-piece under her white blouse and dress pants. Now, she was shimmying her dress pants down to show off the spicy number. The lingerie was open down the middle, connected together by many little strings, like a backwards corset. Her cleavage was incredible: big and perky, though a bit stiff (most likely fake). Her skin was smooth and her tummy was flat.

Theo’s cheeks were dark red. He kept his hands at his sides, until there was enough peer pressure from his friends to touch her. “You aren’t married yet!” someone shouted. So he put his hands on her sides and then his face became even redder.

Kalvin couldn’t blame him. The woman was hot—one of the hottest girls he’d ever seen. Her long blonde hair was perfect and her curves were impressive. Kalvin was tempted a few times to reach over and feel the woman’s perfect body, but he willed his hands to himself, and he just watched with his eyes.

The beauty took Theo’s hands off of her sides and brought them around to her front. She cupped them against her perky tits. Now Theo’s face was dark, dark red. His hands were trembling. “Don’t be shy,” the beauty said. “Pull off my top for me.”

So Theo slowly raised his hands to her shoulders, where thin black straps were holding her whole outfit up. He gently pulled the straps over her shoulders and then he gently tugged the top of her one-piece down over her rack. The guys all hollered.

Then the girl stood up and started moving about the room. Kalvin hadn’t even noticed the music that was playing. When was it turned on and where was it coming from? He looked around and saw no boom box. It was coming through the bar’s speaker system. Was she just dancing to the house music? Was this not a prepared routine?

The blonde bent over, showing off that perfect ass. She touched the floor with the palms of her hands, without bending her knees. And then she shook her tush, twerking, making her soft bum ripple. It was a mesmerizing sight. All of the guys were staring. Theo had his legs crossed, probably trying to hide his erection. Kalvin tried not to laugh. He knew that if he was in Theo’s position, he would certainly be erect—especially after that perfect bare ass had been grinding on his lap.

Guys were pulling big bills out from the wallets and tossing them across the table. There was plenty of cheering and clapping, and the show was just getting started.


CHAPTER III

Mel felt like a million dollars. He’d successfully come through for his best friend. His stripper was the incredible icing on an already near-perfect cake. Theo couldn’t have asked for a better bachelor party—mostly thanks to Kalvin, but partially thanks to Mel as well. He found himself smirking with his arms crossed, revelling in the moment. There weren’t too many moments in Mel’s life where he was the hero—so he wouldn’t soon be forgetting tonight.

The beautiful blonde stripper let the top of her one-piece hang down, but she never took off her bottoms—as per state laws. Strippers were required to always have at least half an inch of fabric covering their twats at all times. But it was just as well. Her ass was still out and that ass was the star of the show.

She got up on the table, on her hands and knees, and she told Theo to bury his face between her butt cheeks. Every guy at that table was wishing they were Theo in that moment, and no one could understand Theo’s hesitation. But he did it. He scooched his chair forward and buried his nose between her butt. She wiggled her ass and then she started grinding it up and down. Everyone cheered. Then she did a few moves on the table before returning to Theo’s lap.

And once again, Theo’s face became a dark shade of red. The most perfect pair of fake tits was being rubbed in his face, and the most perfect ass was grinding on his lap. Lucky bastard. “Do you want to finish the show with me in the bathroom?” the blonde asked, staring into Theo’s eyes. Theo’s face lit up and then it flushed. His lips parted and the room became strangely silent. Was she offering more than just stripping services? Did Mel accidentally hire a full-blown prostitute?

“No, I don’t think I can do that,” Theo said, his voice cracking slightly.

“It would be fun,” the blonde beauty said. “You wouldn’t regret it.”

“I—I’m getting married. I’m engaged,” he said.

“She doesn’t have to know.”

The guys were all snickering now, nudging one another and whispering into each other’s ears. Everyone else at that table wanted the likely-prostitute to offer herself to them.

“I’m going to have to pass,” Theo said, his voice cracking slightly again. “Maybe one of my friends.”

Then the blonde beauty looked around the room and then her gaze landed on Mel. She smiled. “Do you want to finish the show with me in the bathroom?” Everyone looked at Mel and the room was silent.

Mel had never slept with a hooker before. He’d never even thought about it. And he wasn’t even sure if this blonde bombshell was ever technically a hooker, or if she was just a stripper going the extra mile.

Mel slowly stood up, hiding his trembling hands in his pockets. “Sure,” he said, trying his best to act cool. The stunning blonde walked up to him and gently took his hand. “Okay, let’s go,” she said, leading him to that private bathroom attached to that private back room. The guys all watched in silence, with jealousy on their faces. Mel’s heart was pounding as he was led away.

Once the bathroom door was closed, it was silent. Even the music wasn’t audible from within that apparently well-insulated bathroom. The blonde flicked the lock. “Are we going to have some fun?” she asked.

Mel nodded his head. “I—uh—I guess so,” he said.

“Just try to relax. There’s no need to be nervous. I promise it will feel good.” She raised her hands above her head and she started swaying as if there was music playing. She pressed her back up to Mel’s chest and swayed from side to side like an erotic belly dancer. Then she started to dance around Mel, rubbing her warm tush against his body. She smelled nice, like vanilla and flowers. Mel took a deep breath and then he placed his hands on her sides. He slowly slid those hands up to her breasts, and then he squeezed. Her nipples were rock hard. “Squeeze harder,” she said. So he squeezed harder. “Do you like my tits?”

“Yeah,” Mel said. She pressed her back up against his chest. She could probably feel his heart trying to pound out from his body.

“Do you want to suck my nipples?” she asked with her head tilted back, resting on his shoulder.

“Okay,” he said, his voice finally cracking, caving to the pressure.

She spun around and held up her perky tits with her hands. Mel sunk down slightly and cupped her rack. He looked at her perky nipples and then he leaned forward, allowing one into his mouth. She moaned gently as he sucked and squeezed. She ran her fingers through his hair as his pants became tighter and tighter. He moved from one nipple to the other, and then back again, keeping both erect and hard.

Then she gently pushed him back. He nearly stumbled and then he fell down onto the toilet, right onto the seat where she wanted him. She sunk down to her knees and immediately went for his fly. “Whoa,” he said, his head hot and his mind spinning.

“Just relax,” she said again. She reached into his pants and pulled out his throbbing erection. A strange guilt filled Mel’s body. He was about to get dirty with a prostitute he picked up off the street. He was technically breaking the law, but nothing about it seemed wrong. She was so sexy and she was so willing. He’d paid her for Theo’s lap dance, and this was just an extra, right? If you pay a girl to deliver you a pizza and she ends up sticking around to fuck—that’s not considered hiring a prostitute, is it? Even if you leave her a good tip?

The blonde didn’t hesitate; she bent forward and plunged Mel’s cock through her lips. She started sucking and bobbing, rubbing her warm lips up and down Mel’s length. It felt good—too good. Mel clenched and tried to think of other things—non-sexual things, so he wouldn’t come prematurely in her beautiful mouth. He cupped her head with his hands and gently nestled his fingers into her soft hair. And then he noticed her hair shift slightly.

“Mm—careful,” she said. “It’s just a wig.”

“Sorry,” Mel said. It was an impressive wig—made with real hair, no doubt. But why was she wearing a wig? She was wearing it out on the street. Was it just so family and friends wouldn’t recognize her when she was out working the streets?

Mel closed his eyes, trying to force non-sexual thoughts into his mind. But it was difficult to think of anything but the blonde beauty, and it was difficult to keep his eyes closed, knowing there was a gorgeous woman to look at, between his legs. So he opened his eyes and watched as her head bobbed up and down. He forced an awkward chuckle. “You know, if you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me come.”

She laughed. Her laugh was cute. “Isn’t that the idea?”

“I mean—yeah,” he said, his cheeks burning hot. “But, uh, don’t you want me to save some for, uh, you know.”

“You want to fuck me in the ass?” she asked, looking up at him with big, glowing eyes.

He felt the colour rush from his face. Did she just ask that? Did she just offer to let him into her asshole? He’d never fucked a girl in the ass before. He’d asked a few old girlfriends, but they always said no with certainty. But this chick was offering—how could he say no? “Um, okay,” he said.

She stood up and walked over to the sink counter. She looked over her shoulder and giggled, and then she reached down and pulled down the rest of her one-piece, showing off her whole impressive ass. She bent forward and spread her cheeks, revealing her puckering asshole. And then she widened her stance before placing her hands on the counter. And that’s when Mel noticed her swelling ball sack.

She was a man. He’d hired a tranny for Theo’s bachelor party.

Mel felt his heart swirl down into his gut before sizzling and dying. He tried not to cringe and then he tried not to squirm. Not only had he hired a man for Theo’s bachelor party, but also he’d allowed a man to suck his cock, nearly to completion.

“Well?” the blonde said, wiggling her bum in the air.

But it made no sense to Mel—he couldn’t wrap his mind around her. She looked like a woman and sounded like a woman and she smelled like a woman and felt like a woman too. But she had a cock and balls—how was it possible? He cleared his throat and stood up straight. He didn’t want to offend her. If he offended her, she might storm out of the bathroom and tell everyone that Mel wouldn’t sleep with her because she was a tranny. And Mel certainly didn’t want anyone knowing that he’d hired a tranny. So he had to be careful with his words and his actions.

“I—uh—do you really think this is a good idea? I mean—maybe we should, um, you know…”

She stared at him with a big grin and narrowed eyes. “What’s the matter? Never been with a shemale before?” she asked.

Mel became tense. He looked back at the door to make sure it was still closed and locked, and then he found himself praying that no one was listening with their ear at the door. He stepped up closer to the prostitute, so they could keep their voices low. “No, I haven’t, but that’s not why I’m, uh, saying we shouldn’t…”

“Then why?” she asked, still with that grin on her face.

“I just think it’s not a great idea. What if someone finds us? We could get in a lot of trouble. This is technically a public place, and I don’t want to have a record. You know they would put me on a sex offender registry if they caught us in here…”

“You knew I was a trap, right?” she asked.

“Um, yeah, of course,” Mel said, panicking.

She laughed and then she spun around bent forward. She kissed him on the lips, pressing her soft lips against his. His body melted and his mind started spinning again.

“I promise you’ll have fun,” she said. “Now go ahead and stick it in me while you’re still wet.” She spun back around and bent over the counter again. And Mel found himself looking down at her amazing body. And he found himself wondering: how could a man have such an amazing body? The tits were from surgery, but what about the rest of it? That ass was all hers, and it was incredible. And her waist was obviously her own. Mel found himself reaching down and feeling her sides again. Her skin was softer than any woman he’d ever been with. And then he found himself pressing his cock up between her butt cheeks, sliding his member up and down, teasing his tip against her tight butthole.

“Just don’t tell anyone we did this,” Mel said softly, his voice cracking.

“Your secret is safe with me, beautiful,” she said, and she swayed her bum from side to side, teasing him even more. He couldn’t say no to that ass, even if it did belong to a man. He still couldn’t believe that it did belong to a man—it just seemed impossible. There must have been some other explanation. His eyes must have been fooling him when he saw that swelling ball sack between her thighs. And his ears must have been deceiving him when she said that she was a shemale. Or maybe it was just a joke, right? Maybe that ball sack was just a toy that she was teasing him with…

Or maybe Mel was penetrating a shemale’s asshole.

His cock penetrated fairly easily, though she was tight. She gripped the edge of the counter firmly as he sunk in deeper and deeper. She let out a cute moan, which sounded incredibly feminine, giving Mel a bit of peace of mind. He reached down and gently caressed her butt cheeks with his hands. He spread them slightly so he could watch his cock disappearing into her asshole.

It felt different than he expected—much tighter, and much more rubbery. He had to spit onto his cock so he could travel deeper, as she was starting to feel dry as he pushed more than half his cock into her body. He couldn’t believe how well she was taking it, and then he remembered that she was a hooker and she probably took a few cocks every single day.

He held her tight and tried not to think of the fact she was a hooker, or the fact she was a biological male. He just tried to look at her, to remind himself that she was beautiful. And he kept it at that. He managed to get his whole cock inside of her. She was already moaning before he even started pumping.

He looked up to see her face in the bathroom mirror. And that’s when he saw her erection, bouncing up and down. She really was a man. She really was a shemale prostitute. Mel closed his eyes quickly, but they didn’t stay closed for long. It only took a few seconds before curiosity overwhelmed him. He opened his eyes and found himself staring at that throbbing cock, bouncing up and down, up and down. Her tip was moist with pre-cum. He looked up at her face. Her cheeks were red and she was smiling, staring into his eyes. “Harder, baby,” she said. So he started fucking her harder.

And he looked back down at that cock. He couldn’t look away from it—it was so hard and veiny and it was throbbing so hard. It was mesmerizing, but he couldn’t figure out why. But he knew he wanted to touch it. He wanted to feel it and stroke it. “You promise not to say anything, right?” he asked between heavy breaths.

“Promise,” she said.

So he reached around and slipped his fingers around her girth, satisfying one of the most powerful curiosities he’d ever had in his life. And he really did feel satisfied. The cock was warm and it fit perfectly into his grip. He gently stroked it and he could feel it throbbing harder suddenly. It was too good to be true. He tightened his grip and continued to stroke her dick.

“Just like that,” she said. “More on the tip.” So he moved his hand up and started stroking her tip. “Oh God, just like that.” It was even more satisfying hearing her groaning and moaning. He bent forward and pressed his chest against her back. Her body was warm, radiating heat and sexual energy. He loved the way she smelled. He started kissing her back, and then he started kissing her neck. She turned her head and then they were kissing on the lips. She slipped a bit of tongue into his mouth and he didn’t mind. He liked it. He didn’t want the moment to end.

She pulled her head back and said, “Oh fuck.”

Mel looked down and saw that she was coating the counter with her hot white load. She was coming. As he pulled up her cock to stroke it, he felt a warm blast shoot into his fingers. He pulled it back, spreading her cum down the length of her rod. She trembled in her tall stilettos. He took the cum on his hand and he wiped it on her busty chest. She liked it, pressing his cum-covered hand firmly against her tit.

And that was all he could take. The arousal became too intense and holding back became an impossibility. He came in her ass, bareback. He pushed in all the way and made sure every last drop was deposited deep inside of her body. Then he pulled out and stumbled back.

“You aren’t done. Get back here,” she said.

Mel hesitated, staring into her eyes, trying to figure out why she was smirking. He took a step forward.

“Get on your knees,” she said. So he dropped to his knees. “Open your mouth.” He opened his mouth. She stepped her butt back against his lips and then she started to push out his cum. It dribbled out onto his tongue. “Suck it out, horny boy,” she said. So he sucked and felt his own cum rushing into his mouth. He winced and squirmed, but he managed to swallow his own cum from out of the tranny prostitute’s asshole. She giggled as if it was funny. “That was fun,” she said.

“Yeah,” he agreed. He stumbled awkwardly, though he wasn’t drunk.

“I’ll give you my number and you can hire me for your next bachelor party,” she said. She pulled a card out from her little purse and she handed it to Mel. “I should be going.” She reset her one-piece and then she left, leaving Mel alone in the bathroom, with the taste of his own cum still on his lips. Mel looked at the card. Her name was Erin Jackson, and she worked for a company called Primal Fantasies.

He went to the sink and splashed some water on him face, trying to bring himself back down to reality. He stared into his own eyes. “Was that real?” he asked himself. “Did I really just do that?” He looked down at his outfit, to make sure there were cum stains anywhere. He was still erect—his cock still pushing against his pants. He looked back at himself and shook his head. He caught himself smirking like an idiot.

There was a knock at the door. “You alive in there?” Kalvin asked.

He perked up. He reached down and tucked his cock into the waistband of his underpants and he took a deep breath. “Yeah!” he called out. And then he emerged from the bathroom and joined his friends at the table. He received a few pats on the back. Everyone wanted to know the details. “What did you guys do?” Kalvin asked with glowing eyes.

“Just a lap dance,” Mel said.

Kalvin laughed and shook his head. “Yeah right, just a lap dance. Your cheeks are burning red. You guys did more than just a lap dance.”

Mel shrugged his shoulders. “I guess it was just a really good lap dance,” he said. His heart was still pounding. He was just happy that no one figured out that the blonde beauty was really a man with fake tits and some nice lingerie.


CHAPTER IV

Mel drank a lot that night, after the blonde stripper left. After the guys finished giving him pats on the back, he became invisible, slouching into his seat and keeping his mouth shut unless the waitress was coming by to take drink orders. Kalvin watched him get up to use the bathroom and he nearly fell on his face after just a few steps. “You okay, buddy?” Kalvin asked.

Mel gave him a forced smile and a thumbs up. Kalvin couldn’t help but think that Mel was feeling guilty or embarrassed—but why? So he got a little bit extra from a beautiful stripper, big deal… Mel was a single guy and that stripper was an easy 10/10. Kalvin couldn’t think of one single man who would have turned down a private romp in the private bathroom.

Or maybe Mel was just embarrassed because he was in and out of that bathroom in less than ten minutes. He obviously didn’t last very long, but who could blame him. That was no reason to become a drunken recluse.

When Mel didn’t emerge from the bathroom after ten minutes, Kalvin became worried. The guys were all having fun and he didn’t want to worry anyone, so he quietly got up and moved over to the washroom. The door was unlocked. Kalvin waited until the door was closed behind him before calling for Mel. “You okay, buddy?”

A groan came from the single bathroom stall. Kalvin ducked down and could see Mel’s shrivelled body next to the toilet. There was barf on the edge of the seat. “Too much to drink?” Kalvin asked. And Mel groaned again. So Kalvin went and got a big glass of water and he brought it to Mel. “Drink this and then we’ll get you home.” Mel did his best to drink the water and then Kalvin helped him into a cab.

“Where’s he going?” the driver asked.

“What’s your address, Mel?” Kalvin asked.

But Mel was blacked out now and unable to respond. Kalvin tried giving him a shake, but it was no use. So Kalvin sighed. “Fine, we’ll go to my place. 480 Kingfisher Avenue.” Kalvin hopped into the cab with Mel. He shot Theo a text message. “Taking Mel back to my place. He’s wasted.”

“No worries. See you at the wedding,” Theo replied.

Kalvin made Theo a comfortable bed on the couch and then he made sure there was a grocery bag lined bucked within arm’s reach. Mel still hadn’t opened his eyes since the bar, so Kalvin just let him sleep. Before going to bed himself, Kalvin went to tidy up the mess Mel’s limp body made when Kalvin dragged him in—knocking over the shoe rack, displacing the front rug, and knocking over a few candles in the foyer. While Kalvin was cleaning, he noticed a card on the ground. He picked it up.

Erin Jackson, Primal Fantasies.

Kalvin knew it was the blonde stripper’s card. But he’d never heard of Primal Fantasies before, and he’d hired many strippers over the past few years (Kalvin was a popular guy; one year he was the best man in eight different weddings). He decided to hold onto the card for future bookings. No offense to his go-to girl, but the blonde beauty that Mel hired was way hotter. Instead of stealing the card, he scanned it and saved it to his computer. Then he slipped it back into Mel’s wallet.

* * *

Theo’s wedding went off without a hitch. His wife looked beautiful and the ceremony was quick and elegant. The reception was a lot of fun, though Mel was still acting unusually. Once everyone started dancing, he migrated to the back of the room and found himself in a chair with a glass of water in his hand. He wasn’t drinking. He was probably still feeling ill from Theo’s bachelor party. Apparently he had sixteen drinks on his bill that night—which was apparently how many drinks John Bonham had the day he died. But Mel was still alive, and still looking conflicted about his bathroom romp with Erin, the beautiful blonde stripper.

Kalvin decided to confront him in an attempt to cheer him up. “What happened that night? I promise I won’t tell anyone,” Kalvin said.

Mel had a glazed look in his eyes. “Nothing happened,” he said after a moment of hesitation.

“Something happened. You’ve been acting like a weirdo since that stripper took you into the bathroom.”

Mel stared down at the ground and his gaze turned inward. “We just fooled around and then she left.”

Kalvin nodded slowly as a realization occurred to him. “You wish she wasn’t a stripper, so that maybe the two of you could be a thing.”

Mel snapped his gaze onto Kalvin. “No,” he said swiftly.

Kalvin was taken aback by Mel’s sudden reaction. “Okay. Well, she was sexy, so I wouldn’t blame you if that were the case. There’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

“Really?” Mel said, suddenly looking strangely hopeful.

“Really what?” Kalvin asked.

“You think she was sexy?”

Kalvin was silent for a moment. “I mean—yeah. Everyone thought she was sexy. You found a great stripper, buddy. She was in a league of her own.”

Mel looked strangely relieved. Was that what this was all about? He was worried that he’d fooled around with some slag? Kalvin gave him a pat on the back. “You did good. Now go and dance. There are lots of pretty girls here who would love it if you danced with them.”

Mel stood up slowly, an awkward grin on his face. He scanned the room as if for the first time that night. And then he gave Kalvin a firm pat on the arm. “Thanks, Kalvin,” he said, and then he joined in the festivities, as if a heavy burden had been lifted from his shoulders. Kalvin didn’t understand what had just happened, but he wasn’t too worried about it—he was just happy that his friend was seemingly back to normal.


CHAPTER V

Erin felt a tremendous wave of relief as she handed her landlord that month’s lease payment. For weeks, she’d thought that would be her last month in business. She was behind on all of her bills and her store only brought in about fifty bucks per day—only about ten bucks of that was actual profit, and she still had her own bills at home to pay.

It seemed like a miracle when that guy came up to her in the street and asked if she wanted to be a stripper for a night. It wasn’t something she ever saw herself doing, but she was desperate. The six hundred she was offering just happened to be the exact amount her landlord was asking for—and the tips she ended up getting were more than enough to pay for her energy bill, as well as a few other expenses. And all she had to do was a lap dance—the romp with the guy who hired her was unexpected even for her.

She hadn’t planned on putting out. She’d never been that kind of girl. But as soon as everyone started cheering and hollering at her, she became like a different person: energized and confident. Stripping was fun, and whoring herself out was also kind of fun in a taboo way.

But Erin wasn’t a prostitute—she wasn’t even a stripper. She’d never performed a lap dance before, and she’d certainly never slept with a stranger. Erin was just a local business owner. She ran a little adult toy store near the edge of town.

Erin considered herself to be a spiritual girl—and how could you not be spiritual when you watch a series of events unfold before your own eyes, like the series of events that unfolded the day of that bachelor party? She left the house that morning wearing a nice black, ankle-length dress and her usual brunette wig. She’d spent an hour that morning getting her makeup done perfectly, as someone from the city was coming to her shop to take photos for an article.

She was just a five-minute walk from her shop when a car sped by, hugging the curb. The car hit a particularly muddy puddle, and Erin was left dripping with brown sludge. Her dress was ruined, and so was her wig and makeup—even her shoes were a mess that couldn’t be cleaned with soapy water and a rag. She didn’t have enough time to go home to change before the photographer showed up, so she worked with what she had in her shop. She sold lingerie and sexy outfits. Many of her clients were indeed prostitutes, so looking a bit like a prostitute was going to be unavoidable. She put on a black skirt, which didn’t quite cover her whole ass, and then she put on a black strappy top one-piece, which was technically crotchless lingerie, but with the skirt, it looked more like a sexy club-girl costume. It wasn’t ideal, but at least it wasn’t dripping with brown sludge.

The only shoes she sold in her shop were tall stilettos for strippers—so that’s what ended up on her feet. And the only makeup she sold in her shop was shiny and sparkly: stage makeup. But it was better than nothing. Because without makeup, her boyish looks were too obvious, and she couldn’t stand looking at pictures of herself when her boyish looks were showing. God forbid a picture of her without makeup ended up in the newspaper.

She looked a bit too sexy for a newspaper photo-shoot, but at least she didn’t look like a creature that just crawled out from a mud pit.

On her way home, that guy pulled up next to her, probably thinking she was a hooker. He was in desperate need of a stripper, and then he said that number: six hundred dollars—the exact amount her landlord was asking for. And in that moment, she felt a buzzing inside of her: it was a sign. So she agreed to the job, and she went straight home and started planning. To calm her nerves she had a few drinks. And maybe it was those drinks that pushed her into taking that guy into the bathroom.

When she woke up the next morning, she felt strangely good about herself and her situation. She knew she probably should have felt ashamed for whoring herself out for a few hundred dollars, but there was no shame. The universe led her to that bachelor party and she couldn’t possibly be ashamed of following the path set out by the universe. Though she could have been somewhat ashamed of sleeping with that guy—the universe didn’t tell her to do that.

Now, as she sat behind the desk of her little adult shop, Primal Fantasies, she wondered how she was going to make rent for the next month. It was already a week into the new month and she’d only had a few customers since the turn of the calendar. Bored, waiting for someone to come in and buy a vibrator or even just a DVD, she started crunching the numbers. She figured she could move out from her apartment and live in the back room of her shop—but even then, she was going to need more customers—at least a few customers per day.

One of her regulars came in that afternoon—a girl who called herself a dancer, who was always buying herself new slutty outfits. Erin was pretty sure she wasn’t a ‘dancer’ or even a stripper for that matter. She was almost definitely a prostitute—just based on how much lubricant she purchased on a regular basis. Erin was pretty sure strippers didn’t need lubricant for anything.

The regular meandered the store and ended up buying a pair of crotchless panties and a strap-on dildo. “This is just a gag gift,” she said with red cheeks as Erin rang her through.

“We have cheaper ones if it’s just a gag gift,” Erin said, pointing to the back wall where the strap-ons were kept.

“No, this is okay,” the likely prostitute said, and she took her bag and left. On her way out, Erin couldn’t help but notice her Louis Vuitton bag, the shimmering gold bracelet on her wrist, or the Chanel earrings dangling from her ears. She obviously made good money ‘dancing’. And maybe it wasn’t so bad—maybe it wasn’t the horrible, creepy experience that movies and TV shows made it out to be. Or maybe it was even creepier. She was buying a strap-on, after all. And having strap-on sex with a stranger has to be creepy—right?

No more customers came in that day. Once again, it cost Erin more to stay in business than she earned. While she was packing up, her phone rang.

“Is this Erin Jackson?” the man asked.

“Yes. Who’s this?” Erin asked.

“My name is Kalvin. You were the, uh, entertainment at my friend’s bachelor party a week ago.”

But Erin didn’t recognize his voice. He wasn’t the man who hired her. He must have been one of the men at the table. “Okay, how can I help you?” she asked.

“I’ve got another bachelor party this weekend and I was wondering if you’d be interested in… entertaining again.”

Erin’s heart fluttered. She hesitated before clearing her throat. “Sure, that sounds good.”


CHAPTER VI

Kalvin called his go-to stripper after getting off the phone with Erin. “I’m going to have to cancel on you this weekend,” he said. She sounded upset, but she didn’t put up a fight. Kalvin felt bad, but he couldn’t fight the big grin away from his face. He was excited to see Erin again. Erin was in a whole different league than the strippers he was used to seeing at bachelor parties.

But this was a much bigger bachelor party. At Theo’s party, there were eight guys in a private room. For this party, the groom had thirty-three guys invited, and they’d rented out an entire floor of a bar. Erin should be happy because there would be many, many more tips.

Erin was more expensive than his usual girl, but the extra cost was worth it. Kalvin couldn’t wait to see the look on the groom’s face when he saw the beautiful blonde step into that room.

Kalvin arranged for Erin to show up twenty minutes early. He snuck away from the party and met with her downstairs. She was just as beautiful as she was two weeks before. Now, she had her eyeliner drawn on dark and she wore plenty of eye shadow. Her face glowed with golden glitter, and so did her cleavage. She smelled amazing, leaving Kalvin short for words. “So it’s just like a small party?” Erin asked. She was strangely shy for a stripper. She kept tugging down her short skirt. When she wasn’t tugging down her skirt, she held her hands at her waist, clasped together like a young girl on her first day of school.

“Um, it’s a bit bigger than the last one,” Kalvin said. He was still disoriented from her amazing perfume.

“Oh. Okay,” Erin said. Her cheeks turned a bit redder.

“Don’t worry. They’ll love you. The groom is the guy with the green dress shirt. His name is Landon.”

“Okay,” Erin said coyly. She had a cute smile.

“I’ll go up first and then you come up a minute later,” Kalvin said. They stood by the back entrance of the bar, waiting for the right minute to go up. Kalvin kept an eye on his watch, as if it mattered what time the stripper showed up—but it did matter to Kalvin. Everything had to be on schedule. He had the whole thing timed out perfectly and there was no sense in letting his perfect timing fall apart now.

People who came out to smoke were looking at Kalvin with strange looks, as if they were watching him hire a prostitute. Kalvin awkwardly smiled at the smokers in the alleyway. Erin kept her gaze down. She only looked up when Kalvin was talking. And as soon as her gaze met with his, Kalvin forgot what he was saying. His words would become jumbled and his eyes would glaze over. She was beautiful—too beautiful to be a stripper.

Though Kalvin wasn’t entirely convinced that she was a professional stripper. Strippers were usually confident and carefree. They usually showed up late, already half-naked, usually drunk or on drugs. They usually flirted with Kalvin, hoping to get a good tip, and then they would spend the rest of the night flirting with the guys wearing the most expensive suits. But Erin was different. Erin was shy and quiet. She showed up early and, at least at Theo’s party, she left as soon as the job was done. She even left a few bills behind on the table—either too shy to pick them up or unaware that they even existed.

But professional or not, she was perfect. She knew how to turn on a crowd and she was gorgeous. “Okay, show time,” Kalvin said, as the second-hand on his watch passed the twelve. He opened the door and scurried back to his seat. His heart was pounding. The party had gone perfectly so far—now Erin just had to cap it all off with a bang.

When the door opened, Kalvin’s heart stopped beating momentarily. He tried not to stare at the door, so it wouldn’t be too obvious, but he couldn’t manage to focus on anything else. When he saw her heeled foot step into the room, his heart started pounding at a mile a minute. A few of the other guys turned to look. Then they became silent. Then more guys looked. And a few seconds later, the whole floor of the bar was silent, save for the music playing on the radio.

She stepped into the room. She wasn’t wearing a cheesy disguise—she was dressed to dance, not wasting anytime. She froze for a moment after stepping into the room. She stared at the crowd and her face flushed. Kalvin’s heart managed to beat even faster. He wanted to scream, ‘Start dancing! Do something! Don’t just stand there!’ but she was frozen—a deer in the headlights.

Then she started to sway. She closed her eyes and moved like a belly dancer, raising her hands up, into her hair. Her chest heaved as she took a deep breath. But at least she was moving. At least she was dancing. And at least she was drop-dead gorgeous, even when she was startled and pale.

Kalvin allowed himself to relax as Erin moved through the room. She wasn’t doing much but she had the whole room captivated. She slowly made her way to Landon, whose face was dark red. She looked into his eyes and smiled and his face turned even redder. “Pull your chair out,” she said softly. He followed her command like a hypnotised patient. He pulled his chair out and found himself sitting in the isle between two tables. Everyone gathered around to watch the beautiful stripper work her magic.

She danced around him, slowly removing her top and then her skirt. She was wearing white lace lingerie that looked a bit like bridal lingerie—and maybe it was. Erin lowered her bum onto Landon’s lap and then she reached back and grabbed his hands, moving them onto her sides. Landon’s whole face was an even shade of crimson now.

He gently moved his hands up and down her sides. It wasn’t until she moved them forward, onto her abdomen, that he started reaching for her tits. And she let him, to Kalvin’s surprise. Strippers never let men touch them—especially not their tits. But Erin was different. She didn’t have the same boundaries—she maybe didn’t have boundaries at all.

The men in the room finally broke free from their hypnotised daze; they all started cheering. Erin spun around and found herself straddling Landon. She reached around back and unclipped her bra, letting it fall onto Landon’s lap. Landon didn’t waste a second—he reached up and cupped her breasts with his hands. He squeezed firmly.

“Careful, Landon!” someone shouted. “Don’t forget you’re getting married tomorrow!”

“I’m not married now, am I?’ Landon said with a toothy grin. He continued to fondle her chest.

And then Kalvin suddenly felt awkward. There was a hot sensation burning in his chest, which he wasn’t familiar with. It took a moment to realize he was feeling jealous. Landon continued to fondle Erin’s body. He reached down between her legs and started to rub. “You like that, baby?” he asked with that same toothy grin.

“Do you?” Erin asked with a grin of her own.

“You know it,” Landon said.

Landon tried to pull down Erin’s panties, but she was able to move away from him before he could get a good grip. She waved a finger in the air and grinned. Landon was breathing heavily. One of his friends had to remind him again that he was getting married. Landon looked over and glared at his friend before looking back at Erin.

“How much to make it a private show?” he asked.

Erin shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t think your wife would like that too much,” she said as she continued to sway, still mesmerizing the crowd of men.

“She’s not my wife yet,” Landon said.

Kalvin didn’t like where the act was going. She’d done her fifteen minutes of erotic dancing and that’s what she was paid to do. Landon was drunk and he didn’t need to make the mistake of cheating on his fiancée the night before their wedding. So Kalvin stood up. “Everyone give it up for Erin,” he said, and everyone started clapping.

He walked over to the door and motioned for Erin to follow him. Men handed her bills as she walked away from Landon, who was left frowning with dark red cheeks—upset that he didn’t get laid.


CHAPTER VII

Erin hadn’t counted her money yet, but she knew she had a lot in her hand. The wad was thick, almost too hard to hold with a single hand, and she couldn’t see any bill smaller than a twenty from a glance. And the money in her hand didn’t even include the six hundred she got paid by Kalvin.

She felt good, her heart racing, her nerves buzzing. She loved all the cheering and hollering. She’d never received so many compliments before in her life. She couldn’t stop smiling, even though she knew she looked goofy as she stood at the back entrance of the bar. “I’ve got another bachelor party in a few weeks if you’re interested,” Kalvin said.

She perked up, her heart swelling with warm energy. She’d already made enough money for the month—she couldn’t even imagine making more. She smiled. “I’m interested,” she said.

“But, uh, you need to maybe not let the party… touch you so much. I know that they like it, but Landon’s getting married tomorrow and if his wife finds out about this, there might not be a wedding.” Kalvin was looking down at his feet, too shy to look her in the eye.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I understand. I’m, uh, kind of new to this whole thing,” she said.

“It’s okay. You did well. I mean—look at that wad of cash. I don’t think I’ve ever made that much money in fifteen minutes.”

Erin smiled, looking down at the wad again. She was still shocked that it was all hers.

“Do you, uh, want me to call you a cab?” Kalvin asked.

“Sure. That would be great.”

Kalvin had the cab company on speed dial. But the cab company was busy that night. “It will take at least fifteen minutes, is that okay?” the dispatcher said.

“Sure, I suppose that’s fine,” Kalvin said before hanging up. “I can wait with you,” he said to Erin.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll be okay. Thanks again.”

Kalvin smiled and nodded and went back inside. Erin looked around to make sure there were no shady characters watching before she looked down and started counting her money. In her hand she had nine hundred and fifty dollars. She counted it again with a big smile on her face. She had rent for the month, and she nearly had rent for the next month as well. After one more party, she wouldn’t even have to think about money until summer was over.

She stashed the money into her little purse and then she took a deep breath of the fresh night air. The universe really was looking out for her. Things were really starting to go her way.

Suddenly, Erin could hear yelling coming from inside of the bar. “That’s none of your goddamn business you fucking asshole! Let me worry about her myself—and for the last time, she’s not my wife! Doesn’t that mean anything to you?” She recognized the yeller—it was Landon. And he sounded furious. He continued to yell. “Maybe it was a mistake to make you my best man. Don’t tell me to calm down—and stop telling me that I’m drunk! I’m not that drunk!”

The back door opened and Kalvin stepped out. “Okay, I’m leaving!” he yelled into the bar. “Just know that you’ll thank me when you wake up tomorrow.”

“Bullshit!” Landon yelled back.

Kalvin turned around and his gaze met with Erin’s. His cheeks became rosy and he looked down at his feet. “Oh, hey,” he said. “No cab yet?”

Erin shook her head. “Not yet.” She smiled.

“I guess you probably heard some of that,” Kalvin said.

“Some of it, yeah,” she said. “Is all that about me?”

“Yeah. He’s, uh, a bit disappointed that we didn’t let him go further with you. I guess I should call another cab.”

“Where do you live? Can’t we just split one?”

“I like on Kingfisher,” Kalvin said.

“Perfect. I live on Haddon.” The cab pulled up.


CHAPTER VIII

Erin opened the door and motioned for Kalvin to go in first. Kalvin hesitated. There was a group of smokers looking his way. It definitely looked like he was getting into a cab with a prostitute. But he knew it would be at least fifteen minutes before another cab came, and this one was going very close to where he lived. So he got in and he found himself sitting next to one of the prettiest, nicest smelling girls he’d ever met in his life.

His mind was suddenly foggy. He couldn’t think of anything to say. His body was tense and he felt super-conscious of every part of himself. He hadn’t felt like this since he was fifteen, in high school. Erin looked over at him with a cute smile and he became even tenser. “I really appreciate the business,” she said.

“Don’t mention it. You deserve it,” Kalvin said with a big smile. He looked back down at his lap, worried he would make her uncomfortable by looking at her for too long. He felt embarrassed thinking back to her show, when Landon reached down and copped a feel of her pussy. Landon should have known better, and now Kalvin felt guilty. He should have warned Erin that Landon could be a bit intense, and he should have told Erin to tell Landon to keep his hands to himself before even starting the show. But that was all in the past now—he knew better for next time, and Erin didn’t seem to be too upset—she was the opposite of upset. She was glowing and giddy, high on life.

But she didn’t smell like booze and she wasn’t acting like she was on drugs. She was just happy—maybe she really liked stripping. Maybe she really liked dancing for men. Or maybe she really liked Kalvin. Kalvin became even tenser, which he didn’t think was possible. He took a deep breath and said, “I’ll pay for the cab.” They were coming up on Erin’s street.

“Don’t be silly. I don’t mind,” she said, slipping a bill out from her purse.

“I insist,” Kalvin said. He reached into his pocket and felt nothing. He’d left his wallet at the bar. He felt the colour drain from his face as he realized he was about to ask a stripper for a handout.

But before he could say anything, she laughed and handed a twenty to the driver. “Keep the change,” she said. She looked at Kalvin. “Thanks so much again.”

“Let me walk you to your door at least. There are a lot of weirdoes out at this time of night.” He hopped out of the car with her, mainly because he didn’t have money to cover the few blocks from her house to his—but also because his heart pounded at the thought of spending another few minutes with her—so he could see her beautiful face and smell her amazing perfume. She let him walk her to her apartment.

“This is me,” she said, stopping in front of a building that Kalvin didn’t realize was an apartment building.

“I thought this place was condemned,” he said, and then he realized he’d said something potentially offensive. He cleared his throat and stood up straight. “I mean—it’s different. It’s very… industrial.”

“I know it’s not the nicest place. But it’s all I can afford.” She stuck her key in the door and gave it a heavy tug. The door was steel and it didn’t open easily. It creaked loudly as it came open. There was a creepy guy with a skinny neck and skinny arms standing in the apartment building’s lobby. He looked at Erin with a terrifying grin, and Kalvin decided it was probably best to walk Erin all the way to her apartment. So he slipped in with her. She didn’t mind.

“Don’t you make decent money, uh, stripping? I mean—there’s got to be close to a grand in that wad you had.” He kept his voice low so the creeps wouldn’t overhear.

“I made good money tonight, but I’m not a stripper,” she said.

“I mean dancing. Sorry,” he said.

She laughed. “I’m not a dancer or a stripper. I run a store. Your friend came up to me on the street and begged me to strip for your friend’s party. Tonight was the second party I’ve ever stripped for.”

Kalvin felt his expression drop. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I’m sorry about Mel—my friend. He’s a bit of an idiot, but he means well. He probably didn’t think you were a stripper. He was probably just desperate and asking everyone.”

“I didn’t mind. I needed the money anyway. Why else would I agree to do it?” She stuck her key into her apartment door and she opened it up. She walked in, still talking. “I almost lost my business, but thanks to you guys, I managed to pay my rent. And it’s my own fault—I went out dressed like a stripper that day. I’m sure your friend wasn’t the only person who thought I was a stripper that afternoon.” Kalvin followed her into her apartment. It was strangely cold and damp. He watched as she went to the sink to pour herself a glass of water. The sink took a second before water started spraying out of it.

Kalvin looked around and realized there was only one door in the space, which led to a small bathroom. There was no bedroom. There was an old couch with a blanket on it, and the apartment was otherwise empty. “Sorry it’s not clean,” Erin said. “I wasn’t expecting company.”

Kalvin tried to swallow the lump in his throat. “It’s, uh, fine. But I hope you don’t mind me asking—how the hell do you live here? You can’t live here. This is no place for a lady.”

“Like I said, it’s all I can afford.”

Kalvin took a seat on her couch bed. It was stiff and he could feel a spring poking into his butt cheek. “Your poor back,” he said. “I’m sorry, I’m not trying to shit on your livelihood—but you need a real bed.”

Erin shrugged her shoulders. “It’s not so bad once you get used to it.”

“No, it’s not okay. You’re going to sleep in my guest room tonight—and for the rest of the week, until you find a new place.” He stood up and took a deep breath.

“I really can’t afford a new place,” Erin said.

“Well then at least spend a few nights in my guest room, and get a break from this couch. And the air in here… it can’t be good to breathe this air. C’mon. Pack a small bag and let’s go. You’re going to sleep well tonight. I’m not taking no for an answer.”

Erin stared at him for a moment and then she laughed. “If you insist.”

“I insist.” He watched and felt bad as she dug through her pile of clothes on the floor, trying to figure out what was clean and what was dirty. “Just bring all of it. You can clean it at my place. And bring your bed sheets, too. We’ll get those nice and clean as well. In fact, I have some spare bedding that I don’t use. You can just have it—replace your old sheets.”

Erin did her best to stuff everything into her tattered suitcase. “Why are you being so nice to me?” she asked.

Kalvin felt his cheeks turn red and he tried to figure out the answer himself. Why was he being so nice to her? Why was he offering his guest room to a complete stranger? Why was he so adamant about making sure she was living properly, and not like some poor third immigrant? He looked into her eyes and found himself shying away again. He was helping her out because he liked her—he had a high-school crush on her.

“I don’t know,” Kalvin said, blushing. “Let’s just get you to my place so you can relax for a bit.”

Kalvin loved the look on her face when she saw his condo. It was a nice condo, which he owned, up on the thirtieth floor of a newer building. He had a great view of downtown and he had three bedrooms—one he used as an office and the other he used as a guest room, which had only been used twice since he bought the condo four years before.

He watched as Erin looked around the place with glowing eyes, as if she’d never staying in such a nice place before. And then he found himself thinking: maybe this is where she belongs. As she went into the bathroom to take a shower, he started wondering if it would be a good idea to ask her out, take her on a date, be her sugar daddy, and just treat her like a princess. She was a sweet girl—did she not deserve it? Did he not deserve to be with a beautiful blonde like her?

He made a pot of tea while she was in the shower, and he got the first round of her laundry into the machine. And then he got the guest bedroom nicely set up for his guest. Once that was done, he realized that he was coming off as obsessed. He didn’t want her to think that he was trying to romance her, so he knocked gently on the bathroom door and said, “I’m heading off to bed. Have a good night.”

“Good night,” Erin called back, and then Kalvin went off to bed.


CHAPTER IX

Erin felt grateful. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d had a vacation—probably more than half a decade before. This was by far the closest thing to a vacation: a large, comfortable bed in a quiet room with a beautiful view of the downtown core. Sure, she still had to wake up and go into work in the morning, but she would be going to work rested and without the stress of her looming rent payments. She wouldn’t have to worry if customers came in and didn’t buy anything—as long as she had the odd stripping gig, she would be fine. And she owed it all to Kalvin, and that other guy—Mel.

As she lay down in her bed, she remembered Mel. She remembered how she snuck into the bathroom with him when she got carried away with her little performance. After seeing all of that money thrown onto the table, it was like she couldn’t help it—she felt like she needed to pay him back, and she didn’t have anything but her body to pay him back with.

As she remembered Mel, she suddenly felt guilty about Kalvin. She hadn’t done anything to pay him back, and he was potentially offering her a whole new career. If Kalvin could get her a few more bachelor party gigs, she would certainly be able to get her name out there so she could get even more gigs. She had to pay him back; and now she felt like she couldn’t sleep until she paid him back.

Erin got up and grabbed one of her bags. She dug into it until she found the lace lingerie that she wore at the bar that night. She quickly got changed. She wasn’t wearing any makeup now, or her blonde wig, but it was dark and she didn’t plan on turning on any lights. She did slip into a pair of stilettoes though, just because she knew they always drove men crazy, and they forced her butt to perk up, making it look bigger and more toned.

She quietly crept across the large condo and then she pushed Kalvin’s door open. He was asleep on his side. Erin carefully walked over and climbed up onto the bed with him. He rolled over onto his back, so Erin quickly straddled him. Then Kalvin opened his eyes. “I meant to repay you earlier,” she said. Her heart was racing. She didn’t know this Kalvin guy very well. She knew he was nice, but she had no idea if he was in a relationship or if he even liked traps. But she had no other way of thanking him, so she bent forward and kissed him on the lips. He kissed back, but he was tense. Of course he was tense—he was asleep five seconds ago and now his lips were locked with a stranger’s.

While they kissed, Erin shimmied down the blanket until she was able to squirm under it. Then she reached down and slipped her fingers under the waistband of Kalvin’s pyjama bottoms. She felt his warm girth and she slipped her fingers firmly around it and started to massage. He became even tenser, but he didn’t stop kissing.

So apparently he had no problem with traps, which Erin assumed to be true, but she couldn’t have known for sure. She let her shoulders relax and then she sunk down low, breaking away from the kiss to give Kalvin’s throbbing member some special attention. She tugged down his pyjama bottoms and then sunk his cock into her mouth. She sucked until he was rock hard and then she sucked for a few more minutes. “Oh shit,” he mumbled as his cock drooled a bout of pre-cum. Erin licked it up and swallowed it, and then she kept sucking. She reached a hand under his tush and pressed a finger into his butthole. He didn’t seem to mind, though his body remained tense, probably still unsure about the whole interaction.

“I like you,” he said.

Erin looked up at him with a smile. “I like you too,” she said.

“Really?” he asked.

“Am I not sucking your cock?”

His cheeks turned red enough that Erin could see the redness in that dark room. She watched as a strange look crossed his face. “Is your hair a different colour?”

“I’m not wearing my wig,” she said.

“Oh,” he said, but that strange look remained on his face. She continued sucking his cock. He was still solid and warm and throbbing. Another little bout of pre-cum drooled out of him. “I hope you aren’t just doing this because you feel like you owe me,” he said.

“No,” she said without taking her lips away from his warm girth.

“Okay, good,” he said. “Because I’d be happy to pleasure you, too. I don’t want you to think that this is just a one way street, you know?”

Erin smiled. “Really?” she said.

“Of course,” he said.

So Erin slipped his warm dick out from her mouth and she crawled back up. She stood up on her knees and shimmied forward, so her crotch was right at Kalvin’s face. Then she reached down and fished out her cock, and held it out towards Kalvin’s lips. But Kalvin didn’t open his lips. He didn’t move at all. Suddenly, he was frozen stiff with wide eyes and a jaw that trembled slightly.

“What’s wrong?” Erin asked.

“Is—Is that a—a—a cock?” he asked.

Erin’s heart plunged into her stomach. Did he not know? Was it not obvious? He’d watched her show twice now, and she didn’t keep it hidden. That groom-to-be even rubbed his hands over her cock—surely he would have said something to his friends… or did he not notice? Could he not tell the difference between feeling a tucked back cock and feeling a pussy? Did everyone think they were watching an actual woman stripper?

Erin had assumed she’d been hired specially because of her extra endowment. Before she got fucked by Mel in that bar bathroom, he had said he knew she was a trap—was he lying? Did he not tell any of his friends? “I thought you knew,” Erin said. Even she found herself frozen with embarrassment. She was even too stiff to reached down and tuck her cock back into her lingerie. Kalvin continued to stare at it with horrified eyes, filling Erin with a strong, churning guilt.

Kalvin closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “It’s okay,” he said. And then he said it again, and again. “It’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay.” He opened his eyes and looked at Erin. “It’s just a cock. It’s just another part of your body. Right?”

“I’m so sorry,” Erin said. And she finally snapped out of her frozen state of terror. She reached down and started to push her dick back into her lingerie.

“Wait,” Kalvin said. “Keep it out.” So she kept it out. Kalvin took another deep breath and then he slowly reached up for it.

“You don’t have to do this,” Erin said, realizing he was about to suck her cock just to keep her from being upset.

“I want to do it,” he said, but he didn’t sound too convincing. He gently slipped his trembling fingers around her girth and then he froze for a moment. “I want to do it,” he said again, as if he was trying to convince himself. He started to gently pump. It felt good, but it also felt incredibly awkward. Erin didn’t want him to do something he didn’t want to do. She already felt guilty enough. But now she didn’t know how to stop him as he massaged the blood into her shaft. She started getting harder.

He kept his eyes on her chest and her face, trying not to look down at the cock. Erin figured it would be a good idea to release her tits, to make him feel more comfortable with the situation—so he could lay his gaze upon something more familiar. So she slipped the straps of her lingerie over her shoulders and she gently tugged down her top. Her perky tits were out now. She cupped them with her hands and gently squeezed—men loved it when she squeezed her own tits and fondled her own nipples. Kalvin seemed to love it as well. He watched with a fixed gaze as she gently rolled her nipples between her thumbs and pointer fingers, making them perky and hard—plus it felt nice.

Kalvin’s gaze then slowly lowered down to Erin’s now-throbbing erection. He took another deep breath and then he leaned his head forward, parting his lips, sinking her cock into his mouth.


CHAPTER X

He’d never sucked a cock. He’d never even seen an erection that wasn’t his own before, unless you count in pornography. He always thought they would be gross—but Erin’s certainly wasn’t gross. It wasn’t any grosser than any other part of her body, and her body certainly wasn’t gross—in fact it was beautiful. And he didn’t want to let her down, so sucking her cock was the least he could do.

He could feel it getting harder and bigger in his mouth, which was a strange feeling. He ran the tip of his tongue over the tip of her penis, feeling that small hole where cum would soon be shooting out of. He was terrified that she was going to blast off without warning, into his mouth—now that would have been gross. He probably wouldn’t have handled that so well. But he knew that if they were going to do it—have sex—then that cum would inevitably end up somewhere—either on his body, in his body, or on her body. Maybe he could lay her on her back and jerk her off until she came on her own abdomen. At least then her load wouldn’t touch him.

But now, she was on top of him and he was feeling strangely submissive—too afraid to flip her over and too afraid to ask her to move. He knew that she was in control of their romp, though he didn’t know why or even how. So he just continued to suck her cock. He put his hands on her thighs and gently rubbed up and down. Her skin was smooth and warm, just like a woman’s—at least she felt and looked like a woman. At least Kalvin wasn’t on his back sucking the cock of some muscly, hairy dude. Erin was gently and pretty—though she was taller than Kalvin, and probably thicker too—but she was curvy, not broad. Even though she was bigger, she certainly didn’t look more masculine.

He slipped her cock out from his mouth so he could get a breath of air. A strand of saliva connected her throbbing tip to his bottom lip. Erin was looking down at him with a big grin and red cheeks. He looked back up at her and smiled. “Not so bad, right?” she asked.

“Not at all,” he said, his heart pounding and his mind spinning. He looked back at the cock and was shocked by how big it was. It felt big in his mouth but it looked gigantic to his eyes. It bobbed slightly, but it stood up straight with a curve, like a dull scimitar. Her balls swelled—even they were huge. How did she keep her package hidden during her shows? How was she able to tuck such an impressive beast? Kalvin watched as a drop of his own saliva dripped off of her cock, onto his chest.

She walked herself back, back to the missionary position. As she lowered herself down, Kalvin could feel her warm, throbbing cock press up against his. She started kissing him again while gently thrusting, grinding her cock against his. It felt good, to Kalvin’s surprise. He even found himself gently grinding in response, mashing the tip of his penis against the tip of her penis.

He looked down and saw her cock mashed against his. She had a bigger member than him—he wasn’t sure how to feel about that. But he didn’t let it get to him. He looked back into her eyes and suddenly felt confused. She wasn’t wearing any makeup but she still looked beautiful. How could a biological man look so beautiful? How could such a pretty thing have such a massive cock? She reached her hand down and grabbed her cock. He felt her tip glide down his length, across his ball sack, and down to his butthole. His heart skipped a beat as he realized what she was doing. It was a simple matter of telling her he didn’t want to be penetrated, but he couldn’t will himself to say it aloud. He just bit down on his tongue and tried to gather the courage. But he just couldn’t say it. He couldn’t even squirm his body away to stop her. She was in control. He was the submissive and she was the dominant.

She started to push her dick against his butthole. He clenched hard but knew clenching wouldn’t stop the inevitable penetration. He tried to relax his body, especially the muscles in his ass so it wouldn’t hurt so bad, but it was nearly impossible to relax with the image of her giant cock on the forefront his mind, and in his peripheral vision.

His lips parted as the will to ask her to stop finally came to him, but the will quickly fluttered away and he found himself with parted lips and nothing to say. Her cock penetrated his ass. His body became tense, even though she only had a single inch inside of him. He clenched hard but she managed to travel deeper, pushing further and further in. Kalvin closed his eyes. He had been worried it would hurt but now the opposite was turning out to be true: it felt good—really good. He was afraid that he would start moaning in ecstasy. He didn’t want to like it, and he certainly didn’t want anyone—even Erin—knowing that he liked it. But once she had four of her nine inches inside of him, he began to realize that it was going to be impossible to resist the urge to squirm, moan, and come all over himself.

His cock was throbbing on his abdomen. His prostate was pulsing warm blasts of euphoria into his cock, and he was suddenly worried he wouldn’t last long. He put his hands on Erin’s sides, but her body felt too nice—he had to avoid feeling her and looking at her if he was going to last more than sixty seconds. He closed his eyes and took a series of deep breaths.

She started thrusting in and out. She only had half of her cock in him, but she was sinking deeper with each penetration. He could feel his anus stretching but it didn’t hurt. He liked it. He wanted it to stretch wider. He managed to unclench, allowing Erin to sink even deeper. And then he heard the words leave his lips: “More,” he said. And then his cheeks turned a shade of dark red as he realized he was begging for her cock.

She sunk deep slowly, and he could feel every inch—every centimetre—every millimetre. He could feel her veins pumping blood and he could feel every little twitch. And it wasn’t long before he could feel her ball sack pressed hard against his ass. She was inside of him completely—nearly nine inches of thick, warm dick inside of his body. He let out a long, loud moan, and then she started to pump him.

He let his head fall back. He grabbed her sides tightly, sinking his nails into her skin, but she didn’t seem to mind. His knees rose up and clamped hard around her soft body, but again she didn’t seem to mind. It took a moment for him to realize she had her fingers curled around his cock. She was pumping him quickly, trying to get him to come. He wanted the moment to last, but he also didn’t want to put an end to the incredible euphoria that was pulsing miraculously through his body. So he held on, bit hard on his tongue, and did everything he could to will his orgasm away—to extend that pleasure for just another couple of minutes, or even just a single minute if that was all he could muster.

“Oh fucking God!” he cried, and then he looked down just as his cock sprayed his torso with warm jizz. Erin was looking down and watching with glowing eyes. She liked what she was seeing.

She was pumping his ass harder than ever, ramming it quickly into her tush, making his squirm all over. She had to hold him tight, so that each penetration would mash into his prostate. And so far she was successful. It was only a few more hard pumps before she pulled out, held her cock tightly in her hand, and started spraying Kalvin’s whole body and face with her warm white load. He liked it. He liked the way it felt as it splashed against his skin. He even found himself smearing it all over his chest, still half in his state of euphoria even though his cock had drained and there was no more cock in his anus.

Erin stumbled back and then she managed to pull herself to her feet. Her skin glistened with sweat. “That was fun,” she said. “I hope you had fun, too.”

Kalvin nodded with an awkward smile. He never thought he would enjoy being fucked so much. He never thought he would enjoy being with a trap so much.

And even though he was realizing he liked Erin a whole lot more than he thought before, he knew that he could no longer hire her for bachelor parties. As soon as one of his friends found out that Erin was actually a tranny, shit would hit the fan. God forbid one of the grooms-to-be were to find out that Erin wasn’t all-female…

But even though he couldn’t hire her for parties anymore—he could still enjoy her for himself. He threw the blanket of his bed open and insisted she spend the night in his bed. She slipped up next to him, snuggling her warm bum into his crotch. He threw an arm over her soft body and proceeded to have one of the best sleeps of his life. And it all seemed perfect until the morning, when he woke up to a text message from Mel. “I need to come over and grab those tools I left at your place last week,” Mel’s message read. Kalvin’s heart started pounding.

He knew that Mel had gone into that bathroom with Erin—and presumably, they’d fooled around. But they weren’t in the bathroom for long before Erin left and Mel came out looking devastated. Surely Mel knew about Erin’s secret. And if Mel now saw Erin in Kalvin’s condo, she would know that Kalvin got down and dirty with a trap.

As the morning sunlight bled through Kalvin’s blinds, he looked at Erin, who was sleeping peacefully. He needed to think of a way to get her to leave, but he couldn’t think of anything that wouldn’t upset her.


CHAPTER XI

Mel stood at the entrance to Kalvin’s apartment building. It was a cool morning and he’d forgotten to bring a sweater with him; so he held his arms tight to his body and tried his best not to shiver in front of the people on their way to work. He thought about slipping into the apartment building’s lobby as one man left the building, but he wanted to make sure Kalvin knew he was coming, so he pressed Kalvin’s buzzer again.

But Kalvin wasn’t answering—which was strange, because he’d answered his text message saying, “Come over whenever.”

Mel smiled at a couple as they walked by, and the temptation to sneak in as they went into the building was strong. But instead he just pressed the buzzer again. But still, there was no answer. So when the next person came through that door, Mel let himself in.

But without being buzzed in, he couldn’t get up to Kalvin’s floor. He didn’t have a key-card for the elevator, so he was stuck riding it up to the fifteenth floor with the next man who was on his way up to the fifteenth floor. From there, he was stuck taking the stairs. His legs were sore long before he reached his destination. But at least the stairwell was warm—though it was almost too warm. Now he had beads of sweat on the back on his neck as he walked up to Kalvin’s apartment door. He knocked.

And he heard someone moving around inside. He waited a minute before knocking again. He could still hear the faint footsteps of someone inside, as if Kalvin was in there, frantically trying to clean up. It wouldn’t have been unlike him, trying to make the condo perfectly tidy before letting any guests in. “I don’t care if it’s a mess, Kalvin!” Mel shouted. “I just want to grab those tools.”

Another thirty seconds passed and then the door finally opened. Kalvin stood with a big smile. “Sorry about the wait. I was just trying to find your tools.”

“I remember where I left them,” Mel said. He tried to take a step into the apartment but Kalvin didn’t move aside.

“Oh, I found them. They’re here,” Kalvin said, lifting up a bag. He handed it to Mel. Mel looked inside.

“I don’t see the sawzall. Did you see that anywhere?”

“What’s a sawzall?”

“I think I know where I left it. I can just grab it.” Mel took another step, but Kalvin didn’t move aside at first. He hesitated and then reluctantly held the door open. “What’s going on with you? You doing something illegal in here or something?”

Kalvin let out an uncomfortably fake laugh. “No,” he said. “I just don’t like people seeing the place when it’s messy.”

Mel looked around, put off by Kalvin’s statement because the condo was immaculate, as it always was. He couldn’t even spot a speck of dust in the whole space. “You need help, buddy.” He laughed and started walking towards the bedroom. He’d been helping Kalvin set up a bed frame, which had arrived in the wrong size and the company had refused to do a return. Luckily Mel was able to make the bed frame the same size with some simple carpentry skills and a plethora of tools. The night he’d helped Kalvin out with the project, they ended up going out for drinks afterwards and then Mel went home in a cab, leaving all of his tools at Kalvin’s house.

“Why would it be in there?” Kalvin asked, running up to block the bedroom door.

“Because we were working in there, dummy.”

Kalvin stepped in front of the door. “I can just grab it then. Where is it?”

Mel smiled, realizing what was happening: Kalvin had a girl over. He was trying to hide his nightly fling. He was probably embarrassed—maybe she was a one-night stand. Kalvin never had one-night stands and he was always mocking people who didn’t have the same reservations. So of course he would try to hide his romp now—that explained all of the delaying. Maybe she was passed out from a night of heavy drinking and he couldn’t get her up and out of his bed. “So how was the bachelor party last night?” Mel asked with a big smirk.

“It was fine. So where is the saw thing? I’ll grab it,” Kalvin said, his cheeks turning redder.

And then the bedroom door opened and Erin stepped out. She was wearing one of Kalvin’s shirts, which looked baggy on her even though she was bigger than him. She was only wearing panties on her legs. Her stilettos were scattered on the floor with some sexy white lace lingerie.

Mel’s heart plunged into his gut. He looked into Kalvin’s eyes and realized suddenly why Kalvin was being so sheepish: he’d slept with a tranny, and he knew that Mel knew she was a tranny.

He looked back at Erin, who was smiling in the doorway, looking cute and innocent as if she really didn’t understand the conflict that was unfolding before her.

Mel found himself wondering at a mile a minute if Kalvin knew that he’d slept with Erin in that bar bathroom. Did she tell him? Or did Kalvin assume that Mel saw her cock and then the romp ended then and there? Mel looked into Kalvin’s eyes briefly in an attempt to read his thoughts, but he could tell that Kalvin’s only thought was: how am I going to explain this to Mel?

“So Erin spent the night, huh?” Mel said after a long silence.

“Yeah,” Kalvin said, his cheeks still dark red.

“You guys… did it?” Mel asked.

Kalvin looked at Erin and Erin looked back at Kalvin.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Mel said. “Well I guess I’ll just grab my saw and I’ll be going.” He shimmied past Erin, into the bedroom. He located his saw, which he’d left on top of the dresser in the closet, and then he started back towards the door. That’s when he saw Erin from behind. Her panties didn’t cover much of her perfect butt, and her long, thick legs were completely exposed. Mel remembered those legs from that bar bathroom as she belt over, her ball sack dangling between her juicy thighs. He remembered how amazing her asshole felt, clenching his cock. He remembered how quickly he came. He hadn’t forgotten that quick romp they’d had together. He thought about it every single night, and he was thinking about it now more fondly than ever. So he ended up blurting out, “Who was better? Him or me?”

Erin and Kalvin both turned to look at Mel. He felt awkward and exposed but he didn’t care. He felt like he had to know, but he wasn’t sure why.

“You were both good,” Erin said.

“But who was better?”

Erin was silent. “It’s impossible to compare. You were both different.”

“Go out with me,” Mel blurted out, and then he found himself surprised by his own words. Did he just ask her out? Did he just ask out a trap while he was standing in his best friend’s bedroom?

“I’d be happy to go out with you,” Erin said, and then she looked over at Kalvin, who looked devastated. “I mean—if that’s okay with you.”

“You can do whatever you’d like,” Kalvin said with a soft voice. Then he cleared his throat and stood up tall. “But I’d prefer it if you went out with me.”

Now Erin was looking over at Mel. “Can I not just go out with both of you?”

And Mel found himself thinking about that amazing sex again. He looked over at Kalvin. Kalvin didn’t say no, but he didn’t have to; the look on his face made it obvious that he wanted Erin all to himself, and Mel assumed he had that same look on his face.

Kalvin took a step towards Erin and he put his arm around her. “I’d like it if you stayed here, with me.”

Mel felt his heart skip a beat. He jumped forward and put his hand down on her tush. Now his heart was suddenly racing. “Remember how good it felt?” he asked.

Erin looked from one man to the other.


CHAPTER XII

Kalvin’s lips were the first to press against Erin’s. She was surprised when he went to kiss her because he’d been so passive up until that moment. But Mel was quick to respond. He was suddenly pressed against her with his fingers under her chin. He only waited a few seconds before he turned her face towards his and kissed her on the lips.

Erin had to admit: Mel’s dominance was appealing. If felt nice to be the submissive one every now and then. Though Kalvin was the nicer guy, and his emotions seemed more genuine. Erin didn’t know what to do. She felt a hand squeeze one of her breasts and then she felt another hand squeeze her ass, but she had no idea whose hand was whose. She just closed her eyes and let the men share her as they figured it out between themselves.

She opened her eyes briefly to see Mel sucking her nipple. She slipped a hand into his hair and pressed him firmly against her chest. Kalvin was now kissing her neck. Were the men trying to figure out who was the better lover? Were they fighting over her?

Kalvin was trying his best to be dominant, though it was obvious that he was forcing it. He slipped his hand around her throat and clenched gently, but not hard enough to obstruct her airway. He reached his hand down her panties and he gently began to massage her cock. He was looking her in the eyes. His eyes were glowing with excitement and fear. He was sweet, but he was going to have a hard time keeping up with Mel, who was somewhat of a selfish lover.

Mel was exploring her body with both of his hands, still sucking her nipple with firm lips. Erin had never made love to two men at once, and she wasn’t sure how exactly to do such a thing. She tried to give them both equal attention, but it was difficult to keep track of her time, especially when the lips of one man were pressed against her lips. She had her eyes closed and she had no idea who she was kissing. Whoever she wasn’t kissing was now on his knees, sucking her flaccid cock, getting it hard quickly.

She opened her eyes for a quick second to see that Kalvin was kissing her lips, which meant Mel was sucking her cock. She was surprised. Mel didn’t seem like the cock sucking type.

Kalvin sunk down to his knees, next to his friend. Erin looked down and felt the need to give both men equal attention. She pulled her cock out from Mel’s mouth and turned her body to face Kalvin, letting him suck for thirty seconds or so. Then she pulled out and gave Mel the cock again. The men took turns, feeling up her legs and her ass while they took turns sucking the pre-cum out of her shaft.

It was Mel who finally stood up and picked Erin’s whole body up off the floor. He walked her over to the bed and laid her down, on her back. He climbed up on top of her and he kissed her on the lips. Then Erin felt a set of fingers curl around her shaft, aiming it up at Mel’s asshole She had no idea whose hand it was, but it didn’t matter. She didn’t hesitate when it came to penetrating Mel’s butt. Though she did freeze up when she felt the dull tip of Kalvin’s cock press up against her asshole. She couldn’t see him very well past Mel’s body, but she knew he was right there, behind Mel, trying to penetrate her while she penetrated Mel. She took a deep breath and relaxed, and then she felt him slide in deep. “Oh God,” she moaned.

Mel started to slowly bounce on her dick, slipping the whole thing into his body and then rising up until the tip was teasing his rim before doing it all over again. It felt good—every part of the orgy felt good. She closed her eyes and allowed her head to relax. There were hands all over her, rubbing her legs, her tits, her sides. There was even a hand on her throat, holding her down firmly, and a thumb in her mouth, which she sucked with intensity.

She found herself reaching down, grabbing onto the erection that had been slapping her pelvis. She started jerking it off. She heard moaning but couldn’t tell who was making it. She felt swelling inside of her tush but she couldn’t even remember who was inside of her. One of the men was about to come—in fact, both men were about to come. She could feel the swelling in her hand. And she wasn’t too far off either.

“Come on my face,” she said. “Both of you.” She couldn’t believe she said it. She’d always been a promiscuous tranny, but she’d never been quite so much of a slut. But she liked being a slut. It was fun.

Mel was the first one to spring forward with his cock clenched in his hand. He groaned and squirmed and then he unloaded all over her beautiful face. Kalvin continued to pump her asshole until Mel was to the side. Then he pulled out and jumped forward, adding his load onto her precious face. But she wasn’t done being painted with white cum. Mel slipped his hands under her lower back and he raised her up onto her shoulder blades. Kalvin took her cock and began to beat it, aiming it right at her dripping-wet face. A minute later, she came all over her own face, all over Mel’s cum and all over Kalvin’s cum. She could hardly see once she was finished. She had to wipe the goo out from her eyes.

She got up and quickly rinsed off in the shower. When she emerged, Mel was standing by the door with his bag of tools. He looked at Erin and smiled. “You’re very beautiful, Erin,” he said. “And you’re great in the sack. I’ll probably be comparing every woman I ever sleep with to you. But I don’t think I’m the guy for you. I think that guy is Kalvin.” He smiled and nodded and then he left without saying another word. And in Erin’s heart she knew it was true. She knew that Kalvin truly loved her and worshipped her. Mel was fun and he certainly knew how to use his cock, but she knew that Kalvin would always be there when she needed him.

She looked at Kalvin now with a big smile. “So you won, huh?” she said.

“I guess so,” Kalvin said.

“What did you say to make him fold?”

“I might have told him that he could join in from time to time as long as you could be mine,” he said with a red-cheeked grin. Erin laughed. She didn’t mind—the three-way turned out to be a lot more fun than she’d expected. “I also invited him to a party I’ve got coming up, and we’re going to need some entertainment.”

“Count me in,” Erin said. She stepped forward and gave Kalvin a kiss on the lips.

THE END
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