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   TRANS CAM WHORE
 
   After accidentally stumbling on a familiar face while surfing the internet, Roger finds himself with an unlikely obsession. Turns out, his neighbour’s son, Lawrence, is a transgender webcam whore who goes by the name “LolitaXXX”. And she’s absolute beautiful.
 
   And Roger’s newfound obsession seems totally harmless, at least until he begins to suspect LolitaXXX knows too much.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER I
 
   I think everybody, deep down, wants to spot someone they know in a porno, on one of those sexy webcam sites, or in some sort of sex tape or another. Could you imagine finding that sexy girl from your office strip-teasing on PornHub? Or that girl in your social studies class flashing her tits on some Girls Gone Wild video? Who do you think you’re kidding—you’d lose your mind. Whether you like the person or not, you’d watch the tape, you know you would, even just out of curiosity.
 
   And if you’re sitting there thinking, Nope, not me, I would never watch that tape! I’m too classy for that! Well, that’s what I thought too, until I stumbled upon someone I knew in the scandalous reaches of the internet. At least, I thought I knew them—they were painfully familiar. Younger than any of my friends or my coworkers, I couldn’t place the soft, beautiful face (strange—I couldn’t imagine forgetting a face like that). So how did I know this person?
 
   I was, admittedly, watching porn (in the comfort of my own home, I feel obliged to point out) when I got one of those annoying popups for a webcam website. I was about to click the little red X in the corner when I recognized the girl in the video, sitting on a pink bed, in pink lingerie, staring into the camera with a cute smile. She was live, waiting for viewers to start pouring in. She had her hair in long brains that she played with while she hummed patiently. She was younger than me—maybe too young—but my curiosity ultimately won the battle. I knew her from somewhere, but where? Where did I know that face from? Her username was LolitaXXX. She was wearing dark red lipstick that night that I assumed she must have stolen from her mother’s makeup kit.
 
   The chat room was quickly filling up. Her computer dinged ferociously as men left her small tips and begged her to take her clothes off. I remained like a fly on the wall, ignoring the scrolling chat box. Her face was taunting me, torturing me—how on the Earth did I know this girl?
 
   She giggled and then reached forward to type something. I looked to the chat box. Someone wrote “Show us the goods, darling.” She replied, “How badly do you want it?” and then she looked into the lens and winked. God, she was gorgeous. My heart melted, probably along with the hearts of many other men around the world watching the same stream. Another flurry of dings erupted from her system as men donated tips in the form of bit-coins.
 
   Who was this sexy vixen? I needed to know. It was destroying me. Of course I couldn’t simply ask—unless she was completely handicapped, she wouldn’t reveal that information freely over the internet. I was going to need to figure it out for myself.
 
   And then I did. After one of the men donated a large twenty-dollar tip, she stood up on her knees, grabbed her panties by the waist, teased us all for a moment, and then flashed her cock. That’s right—her cock. Between her legs was a long, thick penis. Even flaccid, it was an intimidating member. And the moment I realized I was looking at a man, I realized exactly who I was looking at: the high school boy next door.
 
   I froze for a moment, realizing I’d been watching the boy next door for nearly twenty minutes straight. I clicked away from the window, closing it, my heart racing as if I’d done something terribly naughty, as if I’d been caught in some heinous act. But I was in my home, alone, perfectly safe. 
 
   I tried to remember his name. 
 
   Lawrence, that’s it! 
 
   His dad was a big football fan and was always inviting me over to watch games. His dad was quite a bit older than me, and kind of an asshole. He would always yell at Lawrence during the games, called him an idiot, stuff like that. It made me uncomfortable, so I stopped accepting his game invites, and I stayed at home instead, finishing up some “work.” I was never a great liar, but he seemed to buy it. Poor kid—his dad was a real jack-off.
 
   Though maybe I was mistaken—maybe it was just someone who just so happened to look a lot like Lawrence. After all, he had a full face of makeup on, and the video quality wasn’t exactly spectacular. 
 
   I looked out the window, towards Lawrence’s bedroom. His blinds were closed but there was a pink hue to the light in the room. It didn’t prove anything one way or the other. Though his blinds did have a very distinct zigzagging pattern to them. I tried to remember if you could see that zigzagging pattern in the background of his webcam show. 
 
   Once again, curiosity won the battle and I found myself searching that moniker: LolitaXXX. Moments later, I was face to face with him once again. He couldn’t see me (thank God) but I could see him. And I could see those blinds in the background. Now I was sure it was him. As Lawrence stood up in the video, I looked to the window, and I’m fairly certain I could see the shadow-silhouette of someone inside, standing up. It was definitely him.
 
   He grabbed his tits, which were covered only by a bra. Tits? I wondered. How did the kid have tits? I didn’t have to ask, thanks to the chat box. “Your new boobs look great, Lolita,” someone wrote. He dropped to his knees and typed a message back. “Thanks, I just got them done. They’re still tender. Have to be gentle!” He grabbed them again and squeezed. God, they looked real. Impressive. But how did he afford them? How did he get them done behind his dad’s back?
 
   A message popped up: “A user has requested a private show. Come back soon!” The screen went black and the users in the chat bar unanimously voiced typed frustrations. Their teen ladyboy was temporarily out of service.
 
   I went down to my bathroom. My bathroom window was directly across from Lawrence’s bedroom. I figured I had a better vantage point from there, and maybe I could see something—anything. And I was right, I could see a thin sliver of the room through a small gap in his blinds. Then I froze. I don’t know what I was expecting to see. Maybe him grabbing his tits, rubbing his dick—something like that. Instead, I could see Lawrence, dressed in that skimpy lingerie, on his bed, on all fours, plunging a cucumber in and out of his asshole. I looked away sharply. I didn’t know what to make of what I was seeing. What was I seeing?
 
   Lawrence had definitely never struck me as the type. His dad was a burly football fan. He had two brothers who both played for the local college football team. I didn’t know much about Lawrence, but I never in a hundred years thought he would be such a departure from the rest of his family. Yet there he was, eight inches of cucumber deep in his asshole, and a pair of great-looking fake tits, bouncing back and forth. His legs were impressively ladylike: long, smooth, wrapped nicely in thin white stockings. His hair was surprisingly long and soft. Thinking about it in that bathroom, I could only remember ever seeing him in baggy clothes and a beanie. He must have kept his hair tied up tightly underneath.
 
   I couldn’t shake that image from my mind. I mean, I hardly knew the kid, but still, it seemed so insane. To think I was living next door to those shows—and for how long? Had this been going on for years? Certainly he’d been doing it for quite some time now—enough time to afford a boob-job. I can’t imagine those come cheap, especially at that quality. I tried to go to sleep but the thought of Lawrence—on his back, legs wide, and cucumber deep in his tush—stayed in my mind.
 
   I once heard someone say that ideas are like seeds. I wasn’t really sure what that meant, I suppose that ideas grow. But that night, I think I figured it out. That image of Lawrence was like a seed stuck in my mind and it began to grow and flourish. The next day it was already an obsession, and I can’t explain to you why or how it came to be so. I needed to know more, I needed to go deeper. Maybe it was some sort of perverted excitement—and there was an excitement to it, hiding behind the anonymity of the internet, being able to see Lawrence but being an invisible stranger to him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER II
 
   As soon as I saw his bedroom light flick on, I went to my computer. I searched out his handle: LolitaXXX, and then clicked into his show. I was one of the first online, but it filled up fast. I had my credit card out, ready. But I hesitated. Something was holding me back. Fear of the taboo, probably. This wasn’t just some random webcam whore, this was my neighbour’s son, a teen boy for crying out loud. But my God, was he beautiful in that pink lingerie, that dark eyeliner, that soft pink lipstick. He looked like a goddess, or better yet, a siren, calling me towards the rocks. I had to act fast if I was going to beat one of the other hundred men in the chat lobby to the punch.
 
   Fifty dollars later, I was into a new chat room—just me and him. The others were all left behind, likely frustrated. Some of them probably waited around all night for LolitaXXX to come online and I snatched her away from them.
 
   “Hi baby, feeling naughty tonight?” she asked. Her voice was impressively feminine—so much so that I once again began to doubt it was actually my neighbour’s son, Lawrence. But I knew it was. It would have been quite the coincidence that there was a trans cam whore who looked just like my neighbour (who just happened to stick phallic objects up his asshole on camera).
 
   I typed back with trembling fingers: “Very naughty.” I considered exiting the window, leaving before I fell any deeper into this mess I was creating. But my curiosity was too strong, too overwhelming. I stayed in.
 
   “You know, you can turn on your camera, too. We can have a bit of fun together,” she said and then she bit her lip. Her eyes were locked onto mine as she stared directly into the camera’s lens. Hell, it was hard to believe she couldn’t already see me. My heart fluttered. There was no way I could turn on my camera—expose my identity. I couldn’t even begin to imagine her reaction when she saw my face—the face of that pervert next door.
 
   I typed back, “I shouldn’t. I just want to watch.”
 
   “Oh, baby, what’s the fun in that? How am I supposed to get off without seeing a bit of you,” she said, leaning closer to her camera. Those eyes—hypnotising. My heart was pounding now, my palms getting sweaty. “I don’t bite, baby. It’ll be fun, I promise.” The way she was looking into that camera lens, I still wasn’t convinced she couldn’t see me.
 
   I never knew I was so weak, so vulnerable to the mysterious powers of lust. Even though I knew she was a he, even though I knew she was my neighbour’s son, I couldn’t resist her, I couldn’t deny her. Luckily, I had an old Halloween mask in my closet. I put it on and then returned to my computer. 
 
   “Are you still there, baby?” she asked. I hovered my cursor over the Start Video button and hesitated. What was I thinking? Why was I about to do this? For what reason? This was no longer a curiosity, it was an obsession with no means to an end. Curiosity for curiosity’s sake.
 
   I clicked.
 
   And then, in the bottom-right corner, my video feed went live. On her screen, it was everything. She smiled and bit her lip. “Oh my God, you’re a hottie,” she said, looking me up and down. “Why don’t you take off some of your clothes? Get comfortable.” I realized then that she couldn’t just see me, she could also hear me. She was probably waiting for a response, to hear my voice. Would she recognize my voice? Again, I hesitated.
 
   “You’re a shy boy, huh? Well how’s about this, I’ll take off one piece, and then you take off one piece. Deal?”
 
   My heart was about to explode in my chest. Even if I wanted to speak, I wouldn’t have been able to through the lump in my throat. So instead, I nodded. 
 
   She smiled and then gently pushed the straps of her little pink outfit over her shoulder. Slowly, she pulled the top down, at first revealing her plump cleavage, then her perky nipples, then her whole chest—her perfect, supple tits. My God, those tits couldn’t have been more perfect. The pink number hit the bed and all that was left now was her tiny pink panties. I took off my shirt and her face lit up. 
 
   “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” she said, biting her soft, pink, bottom lip once again. I could practically smell her tantalizing perfume through the computer screen, feel her soft, satin skin. She seemed like so much more than just an image on the screen.
 
   “I’ll show you my cock if you show me yours,” she said, still staring into that camera lens. 
 
   I took a deep breath, trying to gather my composure. I probably looked like a nervous wreck, trembling, silent, wearing my mask. Meanwhile there she was, practically naked, face exposed, beautiful, calm. Funny isn’t it? How she—born a man, mid-transition—could be more comfortable in her body than me? There was something to be said about that, though I was too nervous to pinpoint what exactly. 
 
   Heart racing, I began to remove my pants. I didn’t even realize until that moment that I was rock-hard, fully erect. I felt a warm rush flow up to my cheeks, and I could see my face turn red in my small corner video feed. I pulled down my boxers quickly, like pulling off a Band-Aid. My cock was freed. And it didn’t look half-bad on the video screen, extending up like a tower towards my sternum. Her eyes lit up and sparkled. Apparently she liked it, too. “You’re a big boy,” she said, her tongue licking the corners of her lips. She stared at her screen, face still lit up. “If you were here with me, I would work that cock so hard.” She was either a fantastic actor or she truly, genuinely wanted my cock. Even Marlon Brando couldn’t brighten his eyes the way LolitaXXX was doing now. 
 
   “What would you do?” I asked. The words slipped out of me before I could catch them. As soon as they did, my face became a dark shade of crimson and I froze, waiting for her to recognize my voice, recognize me. 
 
   She was silent for a moment and then she smiled. “First I would run my fingers up your shaft and I would maybe play with your balls a bit. Then I would wrap my lips around the tip of your cock and I’d slowly sink down until your whole yummy dick was in my throat. You’re big, but I bet I could take it all. I’d let you fuck my face while I massaged your balls. Would you like that? If I let you fuck my face?” Her big, beautiful eyes flashed as she leaned closer to the camera. 
 
   My cock was throbbing now. I wanted her so badly. If only I could go next door, go up to her room, lay her down, and fuck her brains out. “I’d like that,” I said.
 
   “Want to see my cock?” she asked.
 
   I’d nearly forgotten she had a cock—that she was in fact a he. But despite that, I still wanted to see it—her cock. There was something so exciting about it—exhilarating, even.
 
   She pulled her panties down and there it was, semi-erect, long, thick, throbbing. She was hung like a damn horse. Now there was a cock that could do some damage—veiny, rigid, powerful—and it was between the beautiful, soft thighs of a woman. “What should I do with it?” she said.
 
   “Stroke it,” I said.
 
   She giggled. “Okay,” she said and she grabbed her giant cock in her hand (the girth of the thing made her hand look tiny) and she began to stroke it, sliding up gently and then pulling down, pulling back the skin, revealing her bulging tip. Oh, how I wished that little hand was working my cock like that, with such sensual strokes. She stared into the camera lens while she worked it, her eyes seemingly locked onto mine. It was shockingly arousing, mesmerizing, heart-melting. I watched for a good minute before I took my own cock in my hand and began to stroke it. “Do you like that?” she asked.
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “How much do you like it?”
 
   “I like it a lot.”
 
   She giggled again. Her cock had become bigger, thicker, harder, like a flagpole between her legs, nearly touching the base of her round, perky tits. “Your voice is so familiar,” she said, and my heart stopped for a moment before exploding into a frenzy. She said it with a harrowing casualness. I couldn’t even imagine, being in her position, possibly recognizing someone on the other end. Any sane person would have felt so vulnerable, so anxious. But she didn’t seem to care in the slightest. Or maybe, again, she was just a fantastic actor.
 
   My face became red again. Her head leaned to one side like a dog. “Do I know you?” she asked, without taking her hand away from her cock, continuing to stroke in long, beautiful strides. 
 
   I shrugged. “I don’t think so,” I managed to say through the lump in my throat. 
 
   “Too bad,” she said. “It would be nice to do this together.” She giggled and bit her lip, staring into the camera lens—staring into my eyes—as if she actually knew, as if to call my bluff. But it was all too casual, too undisturbed to be true. There was no way she knew who I was, right? It must have just been an act, to get me excited, to get my engines revving, and it worked. My heart was beating at a thousand miles per minute and my cock was as hard as a steel beam. “Do you want me to stick anything in my ass?” she asked.
 
   My heart stuttered. “Yes,” I said.
 
   “What do you want?” she reached behind her computer and then revealed a number of sex toys: vibrators, dildos, a cucumber, and a few other colourful options. I picked a long, blue dildo and she smiled. “Good choice,” she said. “It’s my favourite.”
 
   She leaned back, onto her shoulders, and lifted her legs into the air, knees to her chest, revealing her butthole beneath her big ball sack. First, she closed her eyes and stuck the tip of the dildo in her mouth, sucking it, getting it warm and wet. Then, she opened her eyes, smiled, and brought the long blue dildo down to her butthole. “Are you ready?” she asked. 
 
   I simply nodded my head. Then, she began to push the rubber cock into her butt. It took a moment to penetrate her anus, but once it was through, it slid in effortlessly, deeper, deeper, and deeper. My body trembled with a combination of excitement and nervousness. I wished I could have been in that room, plunging my cock deep down into her beautiful asshole while she beat her monster-cock. Don’t get me wrong, this was good, too—the excitement of anonymity. After a long, deep breath, she began to fuck herself with the blue appendage, plunging it deep and pulling it out, over and over. God, she knew how to work the thing, using both of her hands, twisting it ever so slightly to maximize the pleasure.
 
   I was in a trance. I’d almost forgotten I’d been stroking my dick off the whole time, now beating it rapidly with a tight grip. “Jerk yourself off,” I demanded, and she followed the order, using one hand to plunge the dildo deep and the other to whack off. “Faster,” I demanded, and she followed that order too. Her tight anus gripped the blue dildo with every pull-out, and then sucked ferociously with every plunge down.
 
   “Oh God,” she moaned. Her head fell back and rolled from side to side, eyes closed. She was going to come—and I wasn’t far behind. My eyes were transfixed on her big cock, visibly throbbing, about to burst. The moment that first blast of white cum shot out onto her beautiful tits, I was finished. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I came—a huge load. I screamed out loud and so did she. We came in near-unison, and it felt so incredible. 
 
   And then, after we both caught our breath, she smiled and looked at me through her computer. She shook her head. “God, you look so familiar. Are you sure I don’t know you, baby?”
 
   That familiar anxiety overtook my body and I shook my head.
 
   “Well that’s too bad. I’d love that big dick of yours deep in my asshole.” She winked at me and then blew me a kiss. “I’d better get back to the chat room,” she said, and that was the end of our little cyber-date. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER III
 
   My obsession only grew stronger over the passing days. The thought of other men having her—going into that private video room with her—drove me insane. I lingered in the public chat room when she was online, but I never went back into the private room with her—afraid she would catch on to me. She nearly caught onto me the first time. I wasn’t willing to risk another go at it. If she found me out, I’d be doomed. God only knows—I’d probably have a restraining order by the end of the week.
 
   Or maybe not. Maybe she would be into it. Maybe she would be interested in a real private one-on-one, no computer screen barrier. I shook my head. I really was beginning to lose my mind. Outing myself was suicide and trying to convince myself otherwise was foolish (foolish being a serious understatement).
 
   So instead I just watched her beauty from the safety of the public chat room, my heart filling with jealousy every time that message popped up: “A user has requested a private show. Come back soon!” I would wait for her to return while the other men in the room would flock to other girls’ shows. Sometimes I would wait as long as an hour, just for another chance to look into those gorgeous eyes one more time.
 
   One day she came back from a private show, looking rather unsatisfied, and she reached forward and typed onto her keyboard. No message appeared in the public chat box but my computer dinged. It was a private message. I clicked the red, glowing mail icon and it brought me into a new window. The message was from her, from LolitaXXX. It read: “Why don’t I ever see you in the private room anymore?”
 
   My heart fluttered at the message—she remembered me. Maybe it was just a small gesture, an attempt to drum up some more business, but the small glimmer of hope filled me with joy, that she enjoyed our time together and wanted more—that I was better than the other guys who spent their fifty dollars for their fifteen minutes. I thought of something to say back, but couldn’t think of the right thing. Every possibility sounded off—creepy, lame, worthless. “You there?” she asked.
 
   “I’m here,” I wrote back.
 
   “I miss you,” she wrote. 
 
   Again, I found myself trying to think of the right thing to write back, but nothing came to mind. I stared at the keyboard with a blank mind.
 
   “You know, I remembered how I know you,” she wrote.
 
   My heart stopped, my head began to spin. I felt nauseas, my forehead burning. Three little dots—an ellipses—that signified she was typing a message, seemed to linger on my screen forever. I thought of bailing, exiting the window, pretending like it never happened, like I never found her web cam, never went into that private chat, never watched her fuck her beautiful asshole while I jerked off. But I knew playing ignorant wouldn’t change anything. Running away would just leave me in a state of anxiety—did she really know? And if she did, what was she going to do about it? 
 
   “You should come over and fuck me on camera,” she said. My heart was tolling aggressively now into my ribcage. It was all I could hear—that and my stuttering breath. I was a mess. Did she really know? She didn’t exactly prove that she knew—she didn’t point out my identity. Maybe it was a trap, to out me, to put an end to her own little mystery. Maybe it was bothering her, not being able to pinpoint who I was. “I’ll leave the backdoor open. My dad’s out of town for the night.” She ended her message with a little winky face and a heart, and then I got a message from the server: “LolitaXXX has ended the private message.” It returned me to the public room where the trans beauty was laying on her stomach, staring into the camera lens. 
 
   “Why is the Request Private button greyed out?” someone in the chat asked.
 
   “I’m not doing privates right now,” she said. “I’m waiting.” And then she continued to lay there, staring into the camera, teasing me, her gaze burning into my soul. A minute passed, my heart was still racing. Five minutes passed, I was filled with an intense anxiety. I looked over to her bedroom window, which was glowing a soft pink. How insane was I? I was actually considering going over.
 
   I looked down and noticed the backdoor swaying gently in the breeze. She really did go and leave the backdoor open. And her father’s car wasn’t in the driveway. My God, I thought, she really did want me to go over.
 
   And then, as if possessed by some alien entity, I stood up, took a deep breath, grabbed my mask, and started towards my neighbour’s house. I walked across the yard, into her backyard, and I grabbed the door by the handle. Carefully, I opened it. The house was dark and totally silent. I thought about flicking on a light, but decided against it at the last second. I wanted to leave every out possible, just in case I came to my senses and changed my mind at the last minute. I’d been in this house a few times before, for football games and the occasional cocktail party. But never had I been over when Lawrence was home alone, at night. And maybe it was the peculiar circumstances of my visit, but the place seemed completely foreign now, totally strange.
 
   I climbed the stairs and found myself at Lawrence’s door—LolitaXXX’s door. I could see the soft pink glow striped beneath the door. It was my last chance to back out. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER IV
 
   I didn’t back out. Instead, I entered the room.
 
   And there she was, laying preciously on her pink bed, dressed in her pink nightie with her soft pink lipstick. My pink princess, my own little cyber-whore. Except now she was real—not just a moving image on a screen. She looked at me, her face becoming red. Her smile was the relief I needed, to know I hadn’t made a huge mistake, misread the situation. But her red cheeks suggested she didn’t actually expect me to come over. I stood in the doorway for a minute. “Come here,” she said, so I did. I stopped in front of her, looking down at her through the eyeholes of my mask. She smiled and took my hands.
 
   God, her hands were soft. “I’m glad you came,” she said.
 
   Her computer was dinging like crazy, like a winning slot machine. The comment box was scrolling and filling faster than any human could read. “Want to have some fun?” she asked.
 
   I tried to say yes but the lump in my throat prevented it. So I just nodded. Then, her hand found the bulge of my cock and she gave it a precious rub. In that moment I thought I was dreaming. And now that I knew I was dreaming, I would wake up. Any second, I’ll wake up… But I didn’t. I wasn’t dreaming. She was real. This was actually happening—on camera for hundreds of people watching online. I was going to fuck her in front of hundreds of people.
 
   At least, that’s what I thought.
 
   As I went to grab her body, push her down onto the bed, squeeze her tits, she said, “Nuh uh.” She was smiling. “First rule of being on the camera: we do what the people want.” Then she turned to her camera and said, “What do you want to see next?” My fate was now up to hundreds of horny men on the internet. Surely, I thought, they wanted to see their vixen get pounded in the ass. Then a chill ran up my spine. What if they were like me—jealous to see their LolitaXXX with another man? What if they wanted to see me suffer, make me regret taking their angel away from them?
 
   A ka-ching noise was accompanied by a message. It was a donator with a request: “Make him suck your dick,” he wrote.
 
   She looked at me and smiled. “The man paid good money,” she said to me, biting her lip. She straightened out her legs and motioned down towards the bulge in her panties with a nod. What had I gotten myself into? Why was I going through with this? My body was being guided by pure impulse. I sunk low and began to slip her panties down. Then, I was face-to-face with her big cock. I hesitated. “Don’t be shy,” she said.
 
   I reached forward and grabbed it, wrapping my fingers around its impressive girth. I could feel it throbbing as blood rushed into it, pumping it up, making it bigger, thicker, stronger. I brought it to my lips, my heart racing, and then I slipped it into my mouth. I felt both of her hands slide onto the back of my head, pushing me down, forcing me to take the whole cock in my mouth. The bulbous tip of her manhood pressed against the back of my throat. My mouth was stuffed. I could hardly even breathe through my nose. Saliva ran down my cheeks and I gagged, and then she released me. I pulled back to catch my breath. 
 
   “You call that sucking?” she said. Her dick was hard now, standing tall. It looked somehow bigger in real life (and it looked impressively big on the computer screen). I took the slobber-covered cock in my hand and went in for round two, sinking it into my mouth. This time, I explored the member with my tongue, wrapping it, puckering my lips around it. I found myself bobbing up and down on the dick—with the help of her hands on the back of my head. I found that if I stayed relaxed, I could let the monster cock slip in and out of my throat without too much gagging. It actually felt kind of nice—the way the hard ridges brushed against my tongue and my lips, the way it pulsed warmly against my cheeks.
 
   Another ka-ching noise stole her attention. I couldn’t see her computer screen from my vantage point—just her nicely shaved pubic area. “They want you to finger my asshole, baby,” she said, caressing my head. I took her word for it, reaching around and running the tip of my middle finger around her butthole. “We’ve got over a thousand watching now,” she let me know. My anxiety came flooding back to me.
 
   Over a thousand people—that is a hell of a lot of people. There was a half-decent chance I maybe even knew some of them. And if I did know someone watching, would they tell me? And admit to watching a trans cam whore? Doubtful. I would have to live my whole life not knowing whether someone watched or not. I tried to block the thought from my mind. I had other things to focus on, like her giant cock in my mouth, and my finger that was now up her asshole. Her asshole was tight, clenching my finger firmly. I wondered how it was possible for her to get that big blue dildo up in there, through such a tight, little anus. 
 
   She was rock-hard now in my mouth, and I was rock-hard too. My erection was pushing tightly against my pants, desperate to get out. 
 
   It got what it wanted after the next ka-ching. “Take off his clothes,” someone said. LolitaXXX pushed me down onto my back and then went at my belt. She made quick work of it, tossing it aside and then pulling my pants down in a single, quick tug. My cock was out, erect, in front of over a thousand people all over the world. I wondered if they could also see my heart beating rapidly against my chest. 
 
   She tossed one of her legs over me, planting her knees on either side of my head—sixty-nineing me. Her balls touched my forehead as she bent down and ran her tongue down the length of my shaft. She began to suck me off. I’d never felt anything like it, my cock in her warm, wet mouth. 
 
   I was still rigid with nerves, slow to act. It didn’t matter. She was a step ahead of me. She reached down, grabbed her cock and pointed it at my lips. All I had to do was open wide and once again, her thick member was deep in my mouth, pressing against the back of my throat. I reached up and grabbed onto her soft butt cheeks. I couldn’t believe what was happening—I was being throat fucked by a trans cam whore. Just a few weeks before, I didn’t even know such a thing existed, I didn’t think I’d ever be remotely interested—disturbed even. Yet here I was, cock deep in my throat in front of thousands. 
 
   She began to thrust her meat into me, down my throat, hips rising up and then plunging down, over and over. Breathing was difficult but I didn’t want to squirm or move. The feeling of her mouth around my own cock was too great, too incredible to compromise. Can you believe it? I was prioritizing her sweet, warm lips over air.
 
   The next ka-ching sound took her off of my body as she went to check the message. She did, after all, have to obey the fans, obey the money. She looked over her shoulder at me with a sly smile. What did it say? My heart fluttered. “Lay down,” she said. “On your stomach, facing the camera.” That familiar chill crawled up my spine. I did as she said, and found myself just a foot or two away from her camera lens. I could see myself on her computer screen, ignorant to what was about to happen—or maybe it was denial.
 
   I watched her on the little screen as she straddled my body and spread my butt cheeks wide.  I knew what was about to happen and I wasn’t ready for it. I’d never had anything in my ass before—not a dildo, not a cucumber, and definitely not a monster-cock. I felt the tip press up against my tight hole and I clenched. “Relax, baby,” she said, and then I felt it press in. Relaxed or not, she was going for it. It was going to happen. There was no getting out of this now. Not without disappointing her, her fans, myself. 
 
   I felt it sliding in deep. So deep. I couldn’t imagine it sinking any deeper and then it did. I could feel it pressing against my stomach, it was so damned big. Once she was all the way in, she whispered into my ear. “You like that?”
 
   I didn’t respond because I didn’t know the answer. I thought it would hurt, but it didn’t. It didn’t hurt even a little bit. But it felt… strange. Like I was completely stuffed (and I was). There aren’t any words to describe the feeling of a nearly-foot-long cock rammed up your asshole. And there definitely aren’t any words to describe the intense euphoria that came once she started to rise up and thrust down, over and over, pumping my ass with her enormous dick. Holy Hell, it felt so good, so incredible, so amazing. I could list you ever synonym for the word fantastic but that wouldn’t do this feeling justice. It was like a constant orgasm that couldn’t end, just getting stronger and stronger, immobilizing you, paralyzing you, making you nothing but a spasming pool of drool and cum. I found myself moaning and groaning uncontrollably, near hysteria, eyes shut tight. Bright colours flashed with every thrust. I could hear that ka-ching noise tolling rapidly now, or maybe that was in my head. 
 
   When I opened my eyes, I could just see myself being rammed in the asshole by the beautiful ladyboy who called herself LolitaXXX, her hands planted firmly on my ass. She had to raise her hips high in order to get that entire beast of a cock out from my asshole so she could ram it back down again. The comment box was loaded, filling so fast—it was like trying to read the writing on the side of building after jumping from the roof—impossible. 
 
   “Fuck!” I cried out loud. I must have yelled it fifteen times. If people were requesting a new position, LolitaXXX wasn’t getting their message. My sweet angel LolitaXXX was too consumed with my asshole to notice. I could hear her moaning, panting with every swift thrust. I could feel her cock bulging, getting thicker, getting ready to load my ass with her sweet, sweet cum. 
 
   Then I felt it, the warm explosion deep inside of me. I caught a glimpse of the online viewers: 4,550. That was 4,550 people watching as my precious ladyboy came deep in my asshole, loaded me full of her hot, sticky cum. My butt cheeks were on fire from the constant slapping of her pelvis. My whole body was weak from being pounded and rammed. I was a limp pool of nothing by the end of it, melted into her pink bed along with her warm cum. 
 
   It took a moment for my vision to straighten. When it did, she was looking down at me, smiling. Then I noticed my mask next to me. It had fallen off—she’d fucked it off of me. I was exposed. If she didn’t know who I was before, she did now. But she didn’t seem to be disturbed or angered. She looked happy, with the cutest goddamned smile on her face. 
 
   She grabbed my cock and began to massage it between her fingers. “That was fun,” she said. Her little massage soon turned into her stroking the length of my manhood. She stared into my eyes as she beat my dick, leaning closer, closer. Her beautiful eyes flashed. I couldn’t look away. It was like some cruel magic trick, designed to make me come on demand. And I did. “Come for me, baby,” she said gently. It wasn’t thirty seconds before cum was erupting from my cock, all over her warm grip. She bit her lip and took a big, deep breath in and then she giggled. 
 
   It was an infectious giggle—I couldn’t help but do the same.
 
   Someone in the comments asked, “How much do I have to pay for that? I’ll pay anything!”
 
   She turned to the camera and said, “That was for him only.”
 
   We looked one another in the eyes for a moment before parting ways. As I got up to leave, she leaned over and whispered into my ear: “Come back tomorrow,” and I did. And the next day, and the day after that. Once her dad was back in town, it became trickier, but we made it work. I became a regular on the nightly LolitaXXX Show—the only regular, save for LolitaXXX herself.
 
   And one day, a year later, she came to my door, hair down, face of makeup, dressed like a woman—possibly like that for the first time out of her house ever. She said, “Run away with me.” I thought about my life and what I would be leaving behind, and then I realized that in that year, she had become my life. She was everything I looked forward to, everything I thought about. My job meant nothing anymore. Besides, her cam shows made more in an hour than I made in a week.
 
   So I packed a bag and we were gone within the hour, on the road, headed for a new life together.
 
   THE END
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