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THAI LADYBOY

John loves excitement, any way he can get it, and crime is an easy way to get it. He was once involved in drug trafficking, even though he’s never done a drug in his life. Drug trafficking led to gun trafficking, which led to human trafficking, and now his illegal thrill obsession has brought him all the way to Thailand.

So naturally, when John stumbles upon a secret underground network, a niche sex-trade filled with gorgeous transgender beauties, he can’t help himself. He never knew he had a thing for trannies, but no sane man could turn these stunning ladyboys down. Not to mention, the business potential is unbelievable.

The only question is, will John get carried away with his new exotic obsession?


CHAPTER I

In too deep was the understatement of the year. I was in so goddamned deep I couldn’t figure out which direction the surface was. I’d uncovered a whole world I never knew existed, an elaborate underground network of crime and dealings you wouldn’t believe. It all started out as a simple drug operation, running cocaine into Thailand. Next I found myself moving firearms, supplying shady characters with guns that I highly doubt would be used to hunt deer. One thing led to another, and I ended up in the sex trade.

I was a higher-up, coordinating business between Thailand and Laos. It was a welcomed change from the hard drugs and the guns. Hard drugs and guns can fuck people up, prostitutes are a different story. They’re just there so you can have a good time. I guess you could say I was like the pimp to the pimps. They would all go and collect their bit, and then I would go to them and collect mine. Actually, more often than not, they would come to me. It was an easy gig.

Strange to think that I worked in a New York City bank just a few years before, with a clean white house in the suburbs. I had all the money I could ever want. But that got boring fast. There’s nothing exciting about having money. Chasing money, now that’s a different story entirely. Don’t get me wrong, if anyone loves money, I love money. I could bathe in the stuff, sleep in the stuff, dress myself in the stuff—if such a thing was socially acceptable. But the first time I ever felt alive was the day I got an insider tip about a stock that was going to blow up. I’d never felt anything like it, putting my entire life savings into a single stock, watching it closely as it started to take off, heart accelerating every time a siren zipped past my little office. I knew I needed more—more of that excitement, that chase, that wonderful, wonderful chase.

I’d never considered myself a criminal, though I was starting to think otherwise. I never wanted to hurt anyone. Sometimes chasing the money clouded my judgement somewhat, but I tried to keep my sanity. Prostitution was a good place for me. It was a safe trade down in Thailand. Everyone was having a good time, no one was getting hurt. And it was only kind of illegal, so I knew I probably wouldn’t end up in a Thai prison. Even the ladies seemed like they were enjoying themselves. None of the girls I ever talked to said that they were forced into it. Most of them were just happy to be feeding their families. Good on them, I say.

But the inevitable finally happened, and the boredom began to seep in. We had our system worked out so well, so refined. We found loopholes in the law that made it impossible for police to touch us. We’d narrowed down all of the areas in the city where we could maximize profits. And we’d fallen into a perfect schedule, so perfect you could set your watch to it. Every Friday I would make my collections, Monday I would deliver to my bosses, and the girls took Tuesdays and Wednesdays off. I bought a nice little mansion on a hill, just outside of Bangkok. Things started to seem awfully similar to my life in New York City. Just a bit more grand and I had a bit more downtime. My bank account was growing far faster than I could empty it and the excitement was fading fast.

Okay, so before I go on to tell you how I fell so far down the rabbit hole, how I found myself in—quite possibly—the most serious danger I’d ever been in, I need to make a confession, and you might not agree with my morals and of course I understand that. I suppose you could say that I have an addiction, though it’s not a chemical addiction. It’s a sex addiction. More accurately, it’s a prostitute addiction, and it ties into what I was telling you before.

I crave excitement. And there’s nothing more exciting than breaking the law. Sleeping with a prostitute is just the first step. Sleeping with a prostitute in a public place, that’s two charges. Now we’re talking. I’m not saying I’m fucking these girls in the middle of some little kid’s park—give me some credit, here. But sometimes I’ll take them into the bathroom, door unlocked, outside of the stall, and I’ll bend them over the sink and fuck them, taking my chances. Anyone could walk through that door—or no one. Maybe I am addicted to gambling after all.

Now usually I slept with my own prostitutes, girls who worked with the ring I managed, who knew me, who I knew. But every now and then I’d see a girl standing on the street corner that I didn’t recognize. And occasionally, I couldn’t resist. I’m only human, after all. One afternoon I saw the most beautiful, jaw-dropping specimen you’ve ever seen. She had these irresistibly long legs, long black hair, down to her butt, and she was wearing a black number that made my cock desperately attempt to break free from my pants. She was a bombshell, drop-dead gorgeous. How had I never seen her before? Was she new? She paced the street corner with a confidence I couldn’t imagine. Across the street, men were eyeing her. No wonder I hadn’t seen her before—she probably didn’t last more than five seconds on that corner before being picked up, and if I were to pick her up, I don’t know that I would let her go again. She had that look you just had to have, had to own.

I thought of approaching her, recruiting her to my own circle. I knew she would go for it. We paid our girls more than anyone else in the city. Unsigned prostitutes practically begged to be part of our ring, but we only took the best. This girl was the best. But before I recruited her, I felt as though I needed to take her for a test drive, make sure the performance matched the look. I mean, you wouldn’t buy a car without taking it for a test drive first, right?

She was shy. When I introduced myself, she didn’t respond. She just nodded her head and smiled. It wasn’t until I asked her for her price that she spoke. Her voice was soft, quiet, harmless, but it packed a punch, clenched at your loins, ate away at your soul like the song of a siren out at sea. “Fifty dollars, American,” she said. Most girls upped their rates for white guys like me. Plus, my New Yorker accent was unmistakable.

Can you imagine? Fifty dollars for a night with an angel, a total vixen. The girl had no idea what she was worth. There were men back in America who would pay thousands for a girl like her. “What’s you name?” I asked.

“Phan,” she said and then she looked around and stepped closer to me. I could smell her perfume. It was beyond tantalizing, making my legs weak. I wanted to grab her, flip her around, and fuck her right there, against that brick wall. What was a public indecency charge anyway? It’s not like I was planning on applying for a job at McDonalds any time soon. But I kept my composure. “I come with extra,” she whispered into my ear.

I didn’t know what that meant but I didn’t care. “Deal,” I said, and I showed her towards my car. My heart was racing. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been so excited. I could hardly wait to throw her down in the backseat, rip that little number off of her body, and watch her tits bounce up and down while I pumped my cock in and out of her pussy. My hands were shaking when I opened the door for her. “You want to do it here?” she asked. I was parked on the edge of the alley, just thirty feet from the main drag. My windows were tinted, it was a fairly safe ordeal. Someone would have to walk up pretty close to the car to realize people were fucking inside of it. But what was the fun without the gamble, right?

She fell down onto her back and smiled. She knew how to smile, how to melt a man, reduce him to nothing but his primal instincts. But she looked nervous. Her cheeks were red and she bit her lip. I considered asking what was wrong, but I didn’t pay her to hold a therapy session. I paid her to fuck, so that’s what I intended to do: fuck. I kissed her neck, getting another strong whiff of her perfume. My cock became as stiff as a post. I pulled the straps down from her shoulders, working my way down to her breasts. They were soft, supple, her nipples were hard. I explored them with my hands, my lips, my tongue. She seemed stiff, still nervous. She must have been new to the game. Not for long, though. With her looks and the business I could get her, she would be one of the richest girls in Thailand by the end of the month.

I pulled her little black number down further, down past her flat abdomen, past her shaved pubic area. Then I froze at the sight of it. Between her legs was a flaccid cock, curled down towards her butthole. Considering how long it was, it was impressive she kept it tucked so discreetly. She obviously saw the shock on my face because she quickly said, “I told you, you get extra.” Now I knew what extra meant.

I’d heard of Thai ladyboys, but I’d never seen one before. Or maybe I had and I just hadn’t realized. If this ladyboy could look this convincing, what was stopping the other thousand girls out on the street? “You—You’re a man?” I said.

She gasped and closed her impressively feminine legs. “Excuse me? I’m not a man.” I’d offended her. “Just fuck me, white boy. I promise it will be worth every dollar.”

I have to say, I was conflicted. I’m not gay. I’m not interested in men or their cocks. But she was right, she wasn’t a man. At least, no sane human would look at her and call her a man. She was absolutely gorgeous. Her tits were more perfect that any prostitute in my ring, her ass was to die for. The only issue was… the cock between her legs.

“You fuck my asshole. It feels better than a pussy. I promise,” she said. She grabbed her ankles and hoisted up her legs, presenting her asshole. I was still frozen, undecided, not sure whether I should have been offended or if I should be sticking my still-rock-solid cock into her asshole.

A familiar buzz filled my body. It was excitement, the excitement I’d always craved so badly. Anyone could have walked up to that window and looked in, seen me there railing a ladyboy in the asshole.

No risk, no reward.

My heart rate soared. I couldn’t believe it, I was actually going to do it. I reached forward and ran my fingers down her leg. God, was her skin soft, smooth, just like a woman’s. My fingers found themselves down at her asshole and she smiled. I couldn’t resist. I slipped the tip of my index finger in and her butthole clenched it like she wanted it. She bit her lip again. She did want it. I could have told her I wasn’t paying her the fifty bucks and she would probably still want my cock in her ass.

So I pulled down my pants and shimmied forward. “Fuck my asshole, white boy,” she said. She took charge, reaching down and grabbing my cock firmly in her grip, leading it towards her asshole. I watched in a state of half-excitement, half-amazement. She was a tiny ladyboy, probably no more than ninety pounds. I weighed twice her weight. My cock was practically the size of her forearm. And then there was her tiny little asshole. There was no way she was going to take it so easily, so voluntarily. But there she was, cramming my cock inside of her, not even flinching as I sunk in deeper. She let her head fall back and she sighed. “Feels so good,” she said, and she was right. It felt incredible, her asshole breathing, clenching my cock, sucking it deeper and deeper. Hell, she could probably feel the big cock down near her throat.

I started to thrust, gently at first, still not sure her tiny stature could take it. But she seemed to be in a state of total euphoria, complete ecstasy. She loved it, every inch of it. She was pushing herself down on it hard, fast, practically doing all of the work. I reached down and grabbed her tits, my body finally relaxing.

I could feel the presence of the tinted windows all around us. They weren’t blacked out, like a limousine. Just tinted, just enough that you couldn’t see in from afar, not nearly enough that you couldn’t see in from up close. Anyone could have walked up and seen me thrusting my cock into the ladyboy, her own cock slapping repeatedly against her abdomen.

She was getting hard, her cock growing longer and thicker. I was impressed with just how long it got. Then I started to wonder—if someone did look in the window, they would have seen my back, clearly fucking a whore. But my body would have blocked the lady out. You wouldn’t have been able to see her hardening dick on her stomach. So I pulled out. “Get up,” I said.

She looked at me with confusion in her eyes.

“Get up,” I said again, so she did. I took her spot, with my back along the backseat. “Okay, get on,” I said. She went to straddle me with her ball sack on my abdomen. “No, the other way,” I said, and she turned around, back facing me. Once again, she did the work, grabbing my cock in her fragile grasp and leading it into her butthole. Once I was in, I reached around and pulled her down, her back on my chest. Now if anyone looked in, they would have seen it all—her beautiful face, her perfect tits, and her big, hard cock. Now the stakes were really high. Now this was a real gamble.

I kissed her neck and I continued to fuck her asshole. “Oh God,” she said before breaking off into some Thai that I couldn’t understand. I still couldn’t get over how feminine her voice was, never mind her body. “Oh fuck, fuck my asshole, fuck my asshole,” she said.

I had the sudden urge to reach around and grab her cock. I can’t explain the urge. I’d never in my life had any similar urges. I’d actually hoped I would go my whole life without touching a cock that wasn’t mine. But something compelled me to grab onto hers. Maybe it was because it wasn’t a man’s cock, but a woman’s. Or maybe I was just discovering I had a thing for ladyboys. I started to pump her dick. “Oh yeah, you dirty fucking white boy,” she said. “Beat my dick.” Then she said some more things in Thai that I couldn’t understand.

Her dick felt nice, warm, perfectly conforming to my grip. I could feel it pulsing, getting somehow harder, bigger.

She was in the middle of some sort of hybrid orgasm, moaning uncontrollably, head rolling from side to side, eyes closed, dick throbbing. With every thrust, my entire cock went deep inside of her asshole. I couldn’t believe she could take the whole thing so effortlessly. Watching her squirm as she tried to control the unrelenting pleasure surging through her body, I couldn’t help but wonder what that felt like. Not just getting beat off with a cock deep in your ass, but the excitement of it, of being with a stranger, of being with a man, of being in the body of the other gender on top of it all. Can you imagine? This was sex on a whole different level, a whole different dimension.

“Fuck!” she screamed out and then massive blasts of cum started to shoot out from her cock. The first shot caught my chin, the next few got her tits, her neck, and her belly. I could feel the warm, sticky cum dribbling down my hand. As she came, her asshole clenched, her hole tightened. I couldn’t hold back any longer myself. With a loud grunt, I filled her asshole up. She reached down and massaged my balls as I came. Fuck, I’d never had anyone do that before, but if felt incredible. Then, she gently put her fingers on my chin and tilted my head towards hers. “Worth every dollar, right?” she said into my ear before licking her own cum off of my face.

“Shit yeah.” My head was swirling, my heart was pounding. That was worth more than every dollar I paid for it. I would have drained my whole bank account to relive that moment, to relive every second of that moment.


CHAPTER II

I offered Phan a job with my ring—I even offered her a ninety per cent royalty on her earnings (most girls only got 75%). But she declined. Apparently she already worked for someone, someone I’d never heard of. A guy named Yun Chan. I asked Phan for Yun Chan’s number, so I could call and negotiate some sort of offer, maybe a trade. I’d give ten of my women for Phan. But Phan wouldn’t give me his number, or his address, or anything. She just kissed me on the cheek and said, “Come back for more, okay?” and she left. I watched her strut back out to the street, turning every head in the immediate distance. Even I had a hard time peeling my eyes off of her, wondering if I had it in me for a second fifty-dollar round.

Instead I went back to my home on the hill and started to do some investigative work. Yun Chan. The name was completely unfamiliar, may as well have been an alien. An internet search turned up no results. I made a few calls to my street team, my pimps who were out keeping tolls on my ladies. None of them had ever heard the name before. It was getting very late, the sun would soon be up, and I thought of calling it quits for the night. But the thought of Phan’s perfect body wouldn’t allow me to rest. I needed to have her. I needed to taste that excitement once more.

I hopped in my car and went back down to her street corner, but she was gone. I wondered if she was done for the night. There were a few other girls still out. A few of them made eye contact with me, smiling. One girl gave me a sampler, flashing her tits before covering up for a passing cop. She had nice tits, but I was on a mission to find Phan, or Phan’s mystery boss. I continued down the strip. As I walked past one girl, she reached down and grabbed my cock. “You want to fuck, honey?” she asked. She squeezed, curling her fingers around my member expertly. But again, I had a mission.

“Sorry, darling. Another time.” She didn’t like that, releasing me immediately and turning away.

I turned the corner, passing another whore. “Hey white boy,” the girl said. I continued walking, then stopped when she spoke again. “You looking for something extra?” Something extra—that’s what Phan called it, too. I turned to the girl.

“Extra?” I said. I needed to make sure I was on the right page, that I wasn’t mistaken. She motioned down towards a bulge in her skirt that just caught the edge of the streetlight. “It’s extra long, too. Can you handle it, white boy?” I remembered my time in the car with Phan and my heart skipped a beat.

“Who do you work for?”

“You want to fuck or not?” She grabbed her tits and squeezed them. My God, they looked real, just like Phan’s. Were surgeons in Thailand on another level or what? How were they producing these perfect female bodies? Or was there just something in Thai blood that leant itself to feminine features? Whatever was going on, I was starting to see the appeal.

“Do you work for Yun Chan?” I asked.

“You a cop, white boy?”

“No. Just wondering.”

“Why don’t we just fuck? Wouldn’t that be nice? You want my big dick your ass? Thirty American dollars.” She reached down and grabbed my cock and massaged it in her fingers. I melted, surrendered. That was all I could take.

“Sure. Okay, let’s fuck.” I was a few blocks from my car now and I didn’t have the patience to make it all the way back, so I took her by the hand and led her into the alleyway. I hadn’t completely lost touch with my objective. I still suspected she worked for this Yun Chan character. I knew she wasn’t going to talk until there was money in her hands. Plus, I was going to get a bit of action out of it. It was a win-win situation as far as I was concerned.

We were hidden by nothing but the shadows of the buildings around us, away from the orange glow of the Thai streetlights.

“What’s your name?” I asked her.

“Ming.”

Ming was a wildcat, a jungle jaguar, moving expertly and efficiently down my body. I have no idea how she got my belt undone as fast as she did. I have no idea what she did with her fingertips to get my cock rock hard in the span of a few seconds, and I have no idea what she was doing with her tongue to make my knees tremble and my legs weak. At first I wondered if she was just employing some learned techniques she picked up from some Thai hooker school, that maybe she was acting robotically, automatically. But then I noticed the bulge pushing her skirt out as her cock became hard, rising up tall. She was into it. She wanted my cock just as badly as she wanted the money.

She looked up at me with hypnotising eyes. She was looking inside of me, reading my mind, letting me know that she could do anything she wanted and that I was just along for the ride. Anything she wanted, I was as good as at her command. She smiled and my head spun. “You like it?” she asked, pressing the tip of my erection against her chin.

“Yeah, I like it,” I said, my voice shaken, lost in some swirling euphoric energy. My eyes caught her bulge, now standing tall, the tip of it extending out from her skirt. Her cock was a shade darker than the rest of her body, surrounded by a bush of dark trimmed hair. There was something mesmerizing about it, the way it pulsed in time with her heartbeat.

“You want to suck my dick, white boy?” she asked with a grin.

I didn’t respond. Apparently, I didn’t have to. The next thing I knew, I was on my knees, her cock in my hand, lips a mere inch away from her tip. Her delicate fingers ran through my hair. Then, her slick cock slipped into my mouth, past my lips, along my tongue. It’s warmth throbbed. I sucked, my body relaxing, mind slipping away. My hands explored her legs and her ass. One of my fingers pushed up into her asshole, which she seemed to like based on the soft moan that slipped through her lips. “You suck good, white boy,” she said, stroking my head.

I lost myself. Time slipped away, irrelevant. I pumped her dick, sucking it with intensity. I revelled in every pulse, every bulge, every twitch. My finger slipped further up her asshole. I didn’t even realize I’d been beating myself off with my free hand until I was moments away from coming. I didn’t even realize she was about to come until she grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my nose tight against her pubic bone. We came at the same time, her warm cum unloading in my mouth. I gagged at first, then I took it, its sweet taste on my tongue. It wasn’t until I stumbled back that I realized we never even fucked, that I’d been too consumed sucking her cock that I forgot about fucking entirely. “I guess we can fuck another time, white boy,” she said with an adorable giggle. She pulled her panties up over her dripping cock. I was about to leave when she said, “Yun Chan is my boss, by the way.” I looked at her, my mission coming back to me hard. “You asked earlier.”

“Yun Chan? Really? Can you give me his phone number? I need to ask him a question.”

“Yun Chan has no phone number. Too dangerous.”

“Where is he?”

“I shouldn’t say.”

I grabbed her and pulled her tight to me. “Tell me,” I demanded. She smiled, looking down at my grip. She liked the rough play.

“Or what?”

“I need to know.”

“Slap my ass.”

I stared at her for a moment with puzzled eyes. That smirk didn’t leave her face. She turned around and bent over. “Slap my ass and maybe I’ll tell you,” she said.

I slapped her ass, watching her soft cheeks jiggle and turn red. “Harder,” she demanded, so I slapped her harder. She looked so hot, bent over in that skirt, those long black fishnet leggings, the tall black heels she’d mastered. Once her ass was a shade of crimson, she caved. She wrote down an address on my arm and we parted ways.


CHAPTER III

I don’t know what I was expecting when I went to meet Yun Chan. The address Ming gave me was for a Thai soup restaurant. She wrote ‘downstairs’ beneath the address, so I figured the restaurant was a cover, and I was right. Beneath the restaurant was an impressive space, massive, long corridors, dozens of basements connected. It was the heart of the Bangkok Underground. A man who said absolutely nothing when I said “I’m here to meet with Yun Chan,” led me through a labyrinth of hallways and rooms, some filled with money, some filled with guns, some filled with women, some filled with all of those things, some filled with things I didn’t know and couldn’t name. At the end of one long hallway was a red door. The second I saw it, I knew it was our destination.

But the room was surprisingly unimpressive: a small, grey boardroom. Yun, a tall, built Thai man, was sitting in an office chair, leaning back, laughing as he watched an American soap opera on a corner television. He didn’t acknowledge my presence until the commercial break. Then, he turned to me and became very serious, deadpan. “You the guy looking for me? Why? What do you want?”

“Two girls: Ming and Phan. They work for you, yeah?”

He sat in an intimidating stillness. This man was the real deal, a crime lord that made me and my associates look like children at the park. I don’t think I saw him blink once during our meeting. The only movement I noticed in his body was his throbbing veins, which were visible throughout his bald head, his thick neck, and his ripped arms. “I don’t know, maybe.” He stared at me, waiting for me to go on. He probably had people below him who dealt with his women, kind of like me but on a larger scale, I’m sure. “Why?” he finally asked. The room was silent. Not even the buzz of a light of the distant hum of an air conditioner. It was deadening, a vacuum.

“I’m looking to get into the business.”

“Whores?” he asked bluntly.

“Well, I’m already in that business,” I said, and then I thought of the best way to word my next sentence.

“Ladyboys?” he said for me.

I nodded and shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah, ladyboys,” I said. “I think it’s an understated business. I mean, I know American tourists would pay far more than those girls are charging—”

Before I could finish, he said, “You been fucking them?”

I took a moment to respond. “No,” I said. My palms were sweaty. “I mean, yeah, that’s kind of how I got into this—”

Again, he cut me off. “You can’t have my girls,” he said, and then he turned back to his program, which was now back from commercial break.

As I went to speak again, one of his men placed a hand on my shoulder, as if to say, Not during Days of our Lives. So I waited awkwardly for ten minutes until the next commercial break. It gave me time to try to come up with a game plan, an offer that would spike his interest. All my thinking was for nothing, because as soon as his program went back to commercial, he turned to me and said, “You’re an American, yeah?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You know, people pay a lot of money to watch ladyboys fuck Americans.” His henchmen all chuckled at the question.

“No, no, you see, I’m looking to buy your girls, not for myself, but for—”

Again, I was cut off. “Ten thousand dollars for a show,” he said. “And if they like you, maybe a bonus on top of that.”

I was silent, instantly considering his proposal. What kind of show was he talking about? A sex show? Where people watch me fuck a ladyboy? My brain was screaming at me, Get out of here, you idiot! But I couldn’t deny the excitement. And the money—ten thousand dollars is a hell of a lot of money, for a few minutes of fucking. Hell, a lot of people would pay money to do something like what Yun Chan was proposing. Granted, those were some deranged people.

“Tonight,” Yun Chan said, turning back to his television. “You can stay here until the show.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Chan, but I don’t think I’m interested,” I said.

But he wasn’t giving me the choice. He looked over at me and his eyes were serious. Behind me, I could feel the presence of a machine gun. I didn’t need to look back to know it was aimed at the back of my head. And in that moment, I realized I’d made a huge mistake. I’d chased excitement too far down the rabbit hole. I’d gotten mixed in with the wrong crowd and now I was going to pay the price. I envy the people in the world who are happy being complacent, lazy, unmotivated. People who can reach a modest goal and then coast for the rest of their lives. All they need is a decent salary and a little house in the suburbs and they’re good. I wish that was me. But it wasn’t me. I had to have everything and then some.

I was taken to a room with a cot and a toilet. The only difference between that room and a prison cell was that prison cells generally had windows in them. I sat on the cot and waited. How bad could it be? I fuck a ladyboy, some people watch, and then hopefully that’s enough for them. Besides, ten grand is a lot of money.


CHAPTER IV

A few hours later, a couple of armed men came to get me. They led me down a long corridor that must have stretched a number of blocks. Then, we reached a staircase and I knew it was the place.

They took me up to an auditorium-style room, filled with men in suits and cigar smoke. There was a man on the floor with a microphone speaking to the crowd in Thai, and a couple of topless waitresses walking around, serving drinks. The waitresses had nice tits. I couldn’t help but wonder if they might be ladyboys too—if every beautiful woman in this country was actually a ladyboy.

Of the foreign words spoken by the announcer, I recognized one: American. He said it about fifteen times between some other gibberish before motioning towards me. I took that as my queue to step onto centre stage. No one clapped or cheered. It was silent, save for the occasional clinking of glasses and the occasional clearing of a throat. Ceiling mounted lights were turned my way, making it impossible to see any faces in the crowd. I wondered if I knew anyone in attendance. It was unlikely, but I knew a lot of people involved in the crime business, so it certainly wasn’t impossible.

I stood there waiting for something to happen, for some sort of instruction of what to do next. But there was just an uncomfortable silence. I looked around, wondering what I was missing, what everyone was expecting. I knew I was going to be fucking a ladyboy at some point on the stage. Just thinking about it made my heart rate explode into a frenzy. But I kept my composure about me.

Then I heard a squeaking. At first it was faint and then it grew louder and louder. A man was pushing an uncomfortable-looking bed on wheels towards me. He parked it in the centre of the stage and then walked off. Then the silence returned for a moment. I wondered if I was supposed to get on the bed, remove my clothes, or just stand there stupidly. I chose to stand there stupidly, and there was no protest from the crowd, nor was there any sign of approval.

Then came the clicking of heels. It was my date, my fuck, my ten thousand dollars. I could practically hear my heart tolling against my ribcage. You wanted excitement, you got it, I told myself. I turned towards the sound and then I saw her and a wave of relief washed over me. God, she was beautiful. Everything about her was perfect: her long, smooth legs wrapped nicely in white stockings, her short skirt, her plump tits squished tightly into her white blouse—and that face, my God, that face. She could have been a supermodel, an international celebrity. Instead, she was doing fuck-shows in a Thai basement. I wondered if that was by choice or if she was being forced. Hell, if they were offering her the money I was getting, how could she say no?

Her entrance got a rise out of the audience of one hundred or so—finally. Some clapping, some whistling, and a lot of chatter. The chatter eventually reduced to whispers and then, as the beauty approached me, the room became silent. She stopped right in front of me and looked me in the eyes. I wanted to say something to her, but my internal systems all seemed to shut down at once. I was at a complete loss for words as the smell of perfection wafted into my nostrils. She was a total vixen with her red lips and her long, dark hair. She leaned forward and gently grabbed my bottom lip with her teeth. A jolt ran up my spine. She was an ungodly perfection, a masterwork. Her beauty didn’t belong in that basement, on this planet. My heart stuttered as she released my lip and I nearly fell over.

She ran her fingertips down from my chest, slowly, sinking her body down, her knees towards the ground. Her fingertips found the bulge of my cock. Until that moment, I was worried I wouldn’t be able to get a hard-on for the crowd. As soon as those magic fingers caressed my length, my cock was throbbing, hardening faster than it ever had before. She pulled down my fly, slowly, meticulously. Then she pulled down my pants and my underwear. Every instinct in my body screamed to stop her, stop her from exposing your erection to the crowd, but more than anything, I wanted her to fondle me, to wrap her perfect hands around my cock, to sink my cock through her plump, juicy lips.

Another flurry of whispers broke out in the audience as my cock sprang free. They came to a silence again as the bombshell slipped my member into her mouth and began to suck. She knew how to suck a dick, I’ll say that much. No second was wasted. Her tongue wrapped around my girth and her lips suctioned me tightly. I could feel the tip of my cock against the back of her throat, and she didn’t gag one little bit. She worked her fingertip magic on my ball sack. I swear, I nearly blacked out, between my accelerating heart rate and the haze of euphoria that was clouding my brain. I sunk my fingers into her soft hair, pulling her in tightly until her nose pressed against my pubic bone. Still, she didn’t gag.

She stood up and removed her shirt, eliciting another excited oohing from the crowd. Who could blame them? The ladyboy’s tits were perfect, two plump, supple masterpieces. I stared at them in a state of near-hypnosis. I’d almost forgotten that there was an audience of one hundred staring down at my erect cock. She pushed me gently back until my legs hit the cot and I sat down. Then, she climbed over me, planting her knees at my sides, my face lined perfectly up with her abdomen. I looked up and she was smiling at me, a smile which I somehow translated into: “Your turn. Lift up my skirt,” so I did.

And then my body became rigid and I stopped. Suddenly I could see what all the hype was about, why these rich men paid so much for this show. My date wasn’t any ordinary ladyboy, and not just because she was an absolute bombshell. She was hung, and I mean hung. Her cock, even flaccid, was enormous—long, thick, heavy. These people didn’t come to watch me fuck a ladyboy. They came to watch a ladyboy fuck me—and fuck me stupid. I’d never had a cock in my ass before, never mind a cock the size of my date’s. It was going to hurt, no question about that. I was starting to wonder if she was real or some robot designed by some mad, horny scientist. She was designed to fuck, designed to draw crowds of wealthy spectators.

My hand trembled as I brought it up to the beast of a cock. I could hardly wrap my fingers around its impressive girth. And it’s weight… The thing made my hand look tiny. I gave it a long stroke and watched as the skin pulled back, revealing her thick, bulbous tip. She took my head and brought it in, but I wasn’t able to fit it in my mouth. The tip pressed against my lips but wouldn’t press through. And last I checked, my mouth was wider than my asshole.

A pit grew in my stomach. Was this even safe? Had anyone ever been fucked to death before? Or was I about to be the first, fucked to shreds by my ladyboy date and her horse-sized cock. She pulled my head in towards her body and somehow the cock slipped into my mouth. I could hardly breathe as the warm, throbbing member sunk in deep. I closed my eyes and I reconsidered everything—my foolish obsession, my need for excitement, love for money. How had I gone from accidentally picking up a ladyboy prostitute to being fucked by a world-record-sized cock in front of one hundred onlookers in the span of a day?

She did the work, thrusting her long dick into my mouth. Unlike her, I gagged, but it made no difference to her. She wasn’t interested in sparing me, and neither was the crowd. They were here to see an American being fucked senseless by their superstar Thai ladyboy, and that’s what they were getting. I could feel my saliva running down the sides of my face.

A moment later, she pulled her cock out and pushed me down on the bed. She was hard and her massive cock now stood tall, far past her bellybutton, nearly touching her supple tits. As she flipped me over onto my stomach with impressive strength, I wondered if ten thousand dollars was enough for asshole-reconstruction surgery. She made sure I was facing the crowd before she climbed on top of me, mounting me, getting ready for entry. I couldn’t see any of their faces but I knew they were staring at me, excited to see my ass pulverized by the monster-cock. I felt her saliva covered cock slap down between my butt cheeks.

Then, I felt it push in, taking my anal virginity from me in a swift push. I didn’t think it was possible, but the bombshell made it happen. She only pushed the tip in before stopping for a moment, but it was enough to make me clench, to make my whole body seize up and for me to groan aloud. I could hear a unanimous creaking as everyone leaned forward in their seats, not that they needed to be any closer to see that huge appendage between my ladyboy’s legs.

She started to fuck me with just an inch of her cock. Maybe she was just getting me ready, getting me stretched out before plunging in deep. Or maybe she was teasing the crowd. Either way, I knew she wasn’t going to stop there. I knew I was going to get the whole package eventually, if such a thing was even possible. But I have to admit, the tip of her cock, sliding in and out of my asshole, felt pretty good. Not just good, but great. After a few pumps, I felt myself relaxing, the pleasure beginning to build up and pulse through my veins. I took a deep breath and felt my asshole unclenching, letting her slide in just a bit deeper.

You know when you have a little, tiny piece of food stuck between your teeth, like the skin of an apple, and it feels like someone has their whole fist jammed between your teeth? Well, the asshole, as it turns out, isn’t much different. My date only had a couple of inches inside of my butt, but it felt like she had her whole forearm in there, filling me up, stuffed. I became tense again, clenching, trying to stop her from sinking any deeper. But again, she didn’t care for me or my feelings. She just cared about getting herself off and getting the audience off. She pushed past my clenching, deeper, deeper, deeper, deeper. Hell, I didn’t think she had anything left, but still, it kept sinking deeper. I swear to God, I could feel her tip pressing up against my sternum, and at one point, I thought it was in my goddamned throat. Now I know what a Thanksgiving turkey must feel like.

She started to pump her cock in and out of me. I managed to look back. Before her hips slapped my ass, they would rise up tall, repeating the process again and again. At first, I thought it was the end of me. No human could possibly survive such a pounding. That whole part of the body wasn’t designed to have anything going in—never mind a foot-long monster cock. Yet, there I was, taking the whole thing up my asshole.

But after a few pumps, the pleasure came rushing in. My whole body was consumed by it, a mind-numbing euphoria. I squirmed, bit the pillow, tried to hold back. I couldn’t bare to scream in front of all of those people. But I couldn’t hold back. I let go of the pillow and let out a loud bellow. My asshole had gone completely numb but all over my body was pinging with ecstasy. Time became a blur. The world around me became a blur. My date pulled out for a brief moment, flipped me over, and then squished her cock back into my body and carried on. Now, I could see everything: her tits bouncing up and down with every thrust, her long cock sliding in and out of my body, her beautiful face drifting closer and closer to orgasm.

She reached down and grabbed my erection and started to beat me off while she pumped my ass. Hell, I don’t think it was even necessary. I probably would have came without it—is that even possible? It sure as hell felt like it. She only beat my cock a few times before I unloaded all over my own chest—a massive load of white, sticky cum. Who would have thought heaven was a grungy basement bellow a Thai soup restaurant?

I could feel her cock swelling, bloating up. She was close to cumming. Would she do it deep in my ass or would she pull out and drench me in what I could only imagine was a monster load to compliment her monster cock. She chose the latter, pulling her appendage out and aiming it at the centre of my chest, where my own load was already pooled. And I was right, her load was massive. Cannon fire—load after load—maybe she was a robot, a small computer up in her brain and the rest of her just an empty shell, filled with cum that was now unloading on me.

My impulses took control and I reached forward, taking her cock in both of my hands, getting the final few pumps in. I had to feel it for myself, her giant member as it unloaded, as it pulsed with every blast. God, it felt amazing, warm, rigid, powerful. I still couldn’t believe the entire thing had just been inside of my body, which now felt empty, depleted, like it was missing something very big. I went limp, my muscles exhausted from being constantly clenched.

She crawled over me and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips, her tits pressed up against my chest, rubbing in our collective cum. I was getting paid ten grand for this? Fuck, I would have paid ten grand for this! Like a little kid getting off of a rollercoaster, I wanted back on—I wanted to run right back into the line and do it again, and again, and again.

Two men came out and led me off of the stage. They brought me to a shower room and said something in Thai, which I assumed was, “Please wash all of that cum off of your body.” I did, and then I was taken to the exit and handed an envelope with ten thousand U.S. dollars. My head was still swirling, spinning, clouded. I was still riding high, my thoughts unable to process.

It wasn’t until the next morning, when I woke up in my mansion on the hill, that I knew what I was going to do next—what the next logical step was in my hunt for excitement, my craving for adrenaline.

I was going to go and find Yun Chan again. This time, I was going to find out what I needed to do to become one of his girls—

One of his ladyboys.

THE END
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