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TRANS CURIOUS

Walter has a great thing going as the guitar player of a touring band—until he sleeps with Mimi, the band’s keyboard player. When he tells Mimi that he doesn’t want a relationship, just a one-night romp, things start to fall apart. Mimi leaves the band and then Walter finds himself kicked out as a repercussion.

Now, Walter has nothing—no band, no job, and his rent is almost due. He needs to find another project fast so he can start gigging and earning some cash. He’s desperate and willing to play anything with anyone. And a solution to his problems comes to him in the form of another keyboard player. She’s looking for a band, she’s beautiful, and Walter can’t help but wonder if things will end the same way they ended with Mimi. This new girl has a lot in common with Mimi, almost too much in common, except Walter will soon find out that she’s got a little bit extra between her legs.


CHAPTER I

My friends all told me the same thing: don’t sleep with her. They told me not to mix my work with my personal life—but it’s not like I worked at some office, with a manager and an HR department. We were band mates, and in the music world—particularly with musicians—people sleep together.

Besides, Mimi obviously wanted me to sleep with her. And it’s not like it was going to be a one-night stand. We knew each other well and had spent nearly every day together for almost a year, since we formed the band together. We had memories together and we had fun almost every day. Maybe it would be more than just sex—maybe it would turn into a relationship. Maybe we could be like Paul and Linda McCartney. How did that end again? They split up? Well that didn’t mean that Mimi and I would split up.

Mimi kept showing up to band practise in outfits that drove me wild. Back when we first starting playing together, it was all jeans and t-shirts. Then, one day while we were out getting dinner, I made one comment about how I adored girls in skirts. Suddenly, she started showing up to band practises in skirts. And of course I noticed—they were the tiniest skirts a girl could buy. Hell, she must have bought them in some kid’s section, because she was already petite and they hardly covered her tush.

In case it wasn’t obvious enough, I hooked up with a girl on the road one night. The girl came up to me wearing a ripped black tank top over her ruby red lace bra, which was mostly exposed. She had this cute lip ring through the middle of her top lip, which I wasn’t sure I loved at first, but it felt amazing when she was in my room sucking on my cock. I told the band about the whole encounter and even showed them pictures of the chick that I took before we fucked. It was only a few days later when Mimi got her lip pierced and started wearing loose-fitted tank tops—not too different from the ones my hook-up wore.

And it was obvious that she was jealous. She looked at the pictures of my hook-up and said, “She’s kind of ugly. You can do way better than that. I don’t even know why you slept with her.”

After shows we would hit up bars for a few drinks, sometimes with fans, sometimes with girls who wanted a little bit of action. More and more, Mimi would sit next to me, sometimes so close that people thought we were a couple. She would even lean her body against me, cuddling up, as if she was trying to protect me from sleeping with cute fans. I didn’t even say anything to Ian, our bass player, before he came up to me and said, “She’s the best keyboard player in town. Please don’t sleep with her and ruin this band. We have a good thing going.”

“Sleep with her? Who said anything about sleeping with her?” I said—though I’d been thinking about it for weeks already. Maybe it was obvious. Maybe they could see the lust in my eyes. But it wasn’t fair. She was practically throwing herself at me. She would even joke around about going on dates. I would say something along the lines of, “Do we have any beer in the house?” and she would reply, “Why don’t we go out and get one at the bar. It can be our first date.” She would wink as if she was kidding around, but I really wasn’t so sure.

The anniversary of our band’s first show was only a few days away when she asked me to see a movie with her. It was some romance movie, and she claimed none of her friends wanted to see it with her. And she asked me—not the band. I went along with her. And it was only five minutes into the movie when she pulled up the armrest and snuggled up to me. “I hope you don’t mind,” she said. “I’m kind of a snuggler.”

“You do this with everyone?” I asked.

“If they’re cute enough,” she said, again with that wink. I still wasn’t one hundred percent sure of her intentions. She was a spunky chick and a little bit offbeat. Maybe this was just her personality. Maybe I was mistaking her natural spunk for flirting. Or maybe she wanted me to rip off that red bra in that movie theatre so I could suck on those perky nipples. I managed not to make a move. I felt my phone buzzing in my pocket. I slipped out into the hallway to check to see who was messaging me.

“Don’t you dare sleep with her,” said Ian in the form of a text message.

I didn’t reply. I didn’t really understand what the big deal was, even if I did sleep with her. She was a girl and I was a guy, and that’s what girls and guys do. Can friends not sleep together? Would it really impair her ability to play the keyboard if I stuck my cock inside of her?

When I went back into the movie theatre, Mimi came on stronger. She put a hand on my thigh and then she asked me to wrap an arm around her. I bit down on my tongue and then I followed the command, putting my arm over her, pulling her small body in close. I could feel her hot breath tickling my torso. That hand on my thigh was carefully inching up towards my crotch. Now it was obvious. Now I knew she wanted me. And I couldn’t help but think that there would be more problems if I rejected her than if I just went ahead and slept with her. If I rejected her, maybe I would hurt her feelings or maybe she would be so embarrassed that she would go join a different band. If I slept with her, maybe that would give her a reason to stick with our band.

So I tilted her head towards mine and then I kissed her. I gently sucked on her bottom lip while her lip ring tickled my top lip. She was quick to kiss back and quick to slip her tongue into my mouth. Her fingers slipped onto my crotch and she began to massage my cock. We didn’t finish that movie. We got up a minute later and went straight back to my apartment, which was just around the block. We were so horny that we ran. We didn’t even wait for the elevator in my apartment building—instead, we ran up five flights of stairs while I fumbled in my pocket for my keys. Once we were in my room, I threw her down on the bed and pounced on top of her. We continued kissing as if we had never stopped. Now I was free to pull her clothes off of her body, exposing her surprisingly large tits. They wobbled on her chest for a moment before I bent over and started sucking her erect nipples. She moaned and squirmed and pressed her fingers into my hair.

I sunk down lower, pulling down her panties and grazing my chin over her soft mane of pubic hair. She wasn’t a shaver, but I liked that. I liked that soft fuzz against my face as I ate her out, making her dribble warm, clear fluid. I loved the way her thighs clamped down around my head and squeezed. I loved the way her hips gently raised off of my mattress, as if she was suggesting that I give her tight asshole a little lick—so I did. She liked it, moaning a little bit louder and squirming a little bit harder. I got my tongue deep into her asshole, and then I even got a few fingers deep into her asshole. I sat up and looked into her eyes while I fingered her.

“You want to fuck my asshole?” she asked. “Can you just fuck my pussy for one minute first?”

I took out my cock. I didn’t bother with a condom—I just assumed she was on the pill. I pressed my tip against her wet hole and then I pressed in. She was tight, but getting my whole cock in was easy because she was so wet with a combination of warm pussy fluid and my saliva. Her pussy made a squishing noise as it stretched wide to accommodate my thick girth.

“Oh God, that feels so good. Fuck—that feels so fucking good,” she moaned. Then she looked into my eyes and said, “I’m a virgin.”

I paused for a moment, unsure of how to process what she just told me. There was suddenly a lump in my throat, and I suddenly remembered all of my friends and band mates telling me not to sleep with her. Maybe they were right. Maybe this was a bad idea. If she was a virgin, then she wasn’t going to pass this romp off as a one-off. And what if there was a hot groupie on the road somewhere? Was I now tied to Mimi? Were we officially an item? Could we not separate without ruining the band?

“This is just sex,” I said. And then I watched as her big smile faded from her face.

“What do you mean?” she asked. Her voice had a thick tinge of disappointment lingering in it.

“I just mean—we’re just having sex. This is just fun. I hope you don’t think this means anything more than just fun.” I forced a big smile. Now I felt like an idiot. Why couldn’t I just keep my mouth shut? Why did I have to go and ruin this experience for her? Though it had to be said—I needed her to understand that we were just fooling around, and this didn’t mean we were now boyfriend and girlfriend. And it was too late to take it back. My cock was already in her pussy. I’d already taken her virginity.

“Right,” she said, forcing a smile of her own. “Just sex. So let’s do it then.”

I started pumping my cock in and out of her. But she was no longer in the moment. I had to close my eyes, so that her disappointed face wasn’t ruining the moment for me as well. After a minute, I couldn’t take that guilty expression anymore, so I pulled out and flipped her onto her stomach. “What are you doing?” she asked.

I didn’t answer. I just pressed my wet tip up to her tight back door and I started to press in. She gasped as I penetrated. I watched as her fingers clenched the bed sheets. I held her hips in place. I couldn’t believe how skinny she was—I could nearly touch my fingers together as I held her down. “Ouch,” she said while squirming.

“I’m almost in,” I said. I managed to sink another few inches in. She was moaning now, gripping the bed sheets even tighter.

“It hurts.”

“It won’t in a minute,” I said. I sunk in even deeper, now pressing my pelvis against her soft bum. She was amazingly tight and warm. I lingered for a moment, letting her anus stretch out a bit before I started pumping. I kind of liked the sounds of her moaning. It didn’t sound like she was in too much pain. And if she didn’t like it, she would have stopped me—right? I started fucking her asshole. I’d never fucked an asshole before, but it was fun. It felt completely different—so incredibly tight. And every time she clenched, I nearly had an orgasm. I even kind of liked that bitter smell that began to tinge the air of my bedroom.

“I think I’m going to come,” I said without stopping. I was pumping her fast, making her groan loudly and squirm intensely. I had to pin her down so that she wouldn’t squirm away from me.

“Fuck,” she screamed. And then I felt something wet and warm around my knees. I looked down and saw that she was squirting—or maybe she was peeing, ruining my bed sheets—though I didn’t mind. I had a spare set in the closet. I reached down and pressed my hand against her pussy, feeling the warm fluid gushing between my fingers. I didn’t stop pumping that asshole. “I’m so sorry,” she said—and I think she was referring to the pee, or squirt, or whatever it was. But I really didn’t care.

I groaned and tried to hold back, but the pleasure was too intense. I thrusted my cock in one last time and then I filled her tight back door with my hot load. Once I was empty, I pulled out and watched as my seed dribbled out and down her pussy, to join the rest of the mess on my bed.

I took a moment to catch my breath before asking, “Are you okay?”

It was another moment before she said, “I’m fine.” Then there was a long, awkward silence.

“You can sleep over if you want,” I said.

She nodded her head slowly, as if she hadn’t really heard what I said. It was a few seconds later when she said, “I think I’m okay. I should be getting home.” But she obviously didn’t need to be getting home. The romance movie wasn’t even over yet at the movie theatre, and I don’t think she originally planned to only watch half of the film.

She didn’t show up for practise the next day. No one could get a hold of her. “We’ve got a show coming up in two days. Why would she miss practise today of all days?” our drummer asked. Then Ian looked over at me with a dark look. I pretended not to notice. My gut turned. We couldn’t play half of our set without Mimi, and we were expected to play ten songs at our upcoming show—which was going to be one of the biggest shows we’d ever played.

No one could get a hold of Mimi the next day either. Finally, the band tasked me with going to her apartment to make sure that she was okay. I went, but she wasn’t there. I tried calling in, but she didn’t pick up. So I sent her a text message and prayed that she was just getting over some bad day cold. It was that night when she got back to me. “I’m leaving the band,” she wrote. “I just think it would be too awkward after our date, or whatever it was.”

“Please don’t do this. The guys will kill me,” I wrote back. And she didn’t reply. She never replied. That was the last I ever heard from her.

I toyed with the idea of not telling the guys about what happened, but I could see in Ian’s eyes that he knew, so I had to spill the beans. I told them about our awkward fuck. It was the next morning when I got a text message from Ian. “You’re out of the band. We have a new guitar player. Sorry, Walt.”

I tried fighting it, and then I tried pleading, but they weren’t interested in me. I’d ruined a perfect thing and now I was paying the price.


CHAPTER II

Suddenly I had no income—not that I had a lot to begin with. I had a cheap apartment that only cost me six hundred bucks a month, but even that’s expensive when you have no way of making six hundred bucks. And I didn’t exactly have the kind of resume managers drool over: the only job I’d ever had was playing guitar—and the one month of landscaping I did when I was a teenager to afford my first guitar.

So once I lost hope that my old band would allow me back in, I decided to start looking for new projects. I just needed to find a band that did a few gigs a month. Even crappy bar bands pull off a few gigs a month.

After two days of replying to listings, I got an audition. I wasn’t stoked about having to audition. The band’s manager didn’t seem to care about the demos I included in my e-mail—maybe he didn’t think it was actually me playing on the tracks. He sent me a list of five songs to learn: covers that I hated, but I was desperate. Two of the songs were by The Red Hot Chilli Peppers—probably my least favourite band of all time. But I learned the songs anyway. I even learned a Metallica song—another band I had zero interest in.

I nailed the audition, hitting every note the way a guitar player should in a cover band. Then, after we played the five songs, I said, “Should we just jam on some originals?”

“We don’t play originals,” the drummer said with a strangely monotone voice.

“Not even when you guys jam?”

“No.”

“Well should we jam on a cover then?”

They all stared at me as if I was speaking Cantonese. “Alright, well we’ll be in touch,” said the band manager—a short, fat guy who sat in the corner the whole time wearing a big pair of sunglasses. I was a bit surprised when I never heard back from them. I played the songs exactly the way they wanted me to—so why could I gig with them?

I went back to the musician’s classified and continued replying to all of the ads. I was even replying to ads looking for bass players. I could muck my way around a bass guitar if it meant paying my rent. But no one was looking for a guitar player like me—or maybe my reputation had already made its way around town. Maybe Mimi told all of her musician friends that I was a douchebag, and Ian told all of his friends that I was a saboteur.

So with two weeks left before my rent was due, I decided to start my own project. I posted listings on every classified site and then I started coming up with new material, seeing as my old band technically owned all of my old material. I even spent an entire night making band graphics and a website, so that we could hit the ground running as soon as we had at least three members. I spent the next three tedious days and nights recording demos using my old equipment. All of the good equipment we used with my old band was property of the band—purchased with band money. It was technically—and maybe legally—mine to use as well as theirs, but I had a feeling they would put up a fight if I showed up and asked to use it.

I reposted all of my listings. I couldn’t believe that I was getting no bites—not one person who wanted to join the next big band. I had the gigging experience and I had the venue hook-ups. With a single e-mail, I could have a gig booked at the Sound Room. The Sound Room paid a grand for an eight-song set. Split between a three-piece band, that was more than half of my rent right there. And then I could still hit up the Railway Club and the Media Lounge—not to mention Joe’s Apartment (which changed its name recently to something lame) and Vixen’s. Then there were all of the bars who didn’t pay quite as much—but money is money. I just needed the musicians.

I was desperate, so I started posting beyond the classifieds sites. I posted in every local Facebook group I could find. I even got banned from a few groups. I posted on Twitter and I even posted on a local art forum. It was hard to believe that there were people in the town who didn’t know about my new project. But still, I was getting no bites—until one night, when my e-mail inbox dinged with a new message. I opened it up quickly as my heart fluttered. “Hi. I’m a keys player and I’m looking for a new band. I’m only nineteen—I hope that’s okay. I’ve attached a few samples. Please let me know if you’re interested in meeting up! Cheers, Danni.”

I listened to the demos. They were good. He could play Pink Floyd perfectly, his synth was on point, and he even had a few improvised instrumentals, which were very impressive. I e-mailed him back quickly. “I know it’s late, but do you want to jam tonight?” I found myself staring at my calendar, seeing that I only had ten days left to pay my rent. It took at least seven days to book a gig, and it would take at least a week to come up with eight songs—and then Danni still had to learn the songs. But I still had hope. I wasn’t ready to take that minimum wage job at the Tim Horton’s on the street corner, where the homeless drug addicts hung out.

“What’s your address? I can come over now,” Danni replied.

I sent him my address and then I quickly darted over to my jam room and started tidying up, making a nice open space for my potential keys player. I made sure there were a few cold beers in the fridge and then I ran down to the corner store to buy a few bags of chips. I wanted this guy to have a good time. I wanted him to want to come back, because I needed him to come back. I needed his talent so that I could make rent and continue to pursue my dream of being a working musician.


CHAPTER III

It was almost 11:00 PM when the knock finally came at my door. I was unplugging my amp when I heard it, and I perked up suddenly. It had been two hours since I last heard from Danni, so I assumed he wasn’t coming. But he was here now, and that’s all that mattered. I rushed over to the door and then I swung open the door.

And then I found myself staring at young woman, about my height, with long blonde hair that was tied into a tight ponytail. I assumed she was a neighbour, coming to complain about the noise; it happened all the time, especially when I was playing guitar after 9:00 PM—and I’d been playing straight since e-mailing Danni. “Can I help you?” I asked.

“Are you Walter?” she asked.

She had a strangeness to her voice—something wasn’t quite normal about it. Maybe she was foreign and trying her best to cover up an accent, or maybe she was trying to cover up a lisp. “That’s me. What’s up?”

And then I noticed the long keyboard leaning against the hallway wall and the ring of patch cables around her arm. “I’m Danni,” she said.

“Oh—you’re a chick?” I said.

She smiled and nodded her head. “Is that okay?” I still couldn’t quite figure out what was off about her voice.

“Um, yeah, it’s fine. Come on in,” I said. I was having flashbacks to the day I met with Mimi. It wasn’t so different than this. I put out a few classified listings and she was the first to reply. I asked if she could come over to jam, and she didn’t end up showing up until late—close to 11:00 PM. We played until 1:30 AM, when an angry neighbour started pounding on the wall. We could hear him yelling, “Shut the fuck up already! I have to work in the morning!” Mimi slept on my couch that night and then we kept playing after we woke up in the morning.

And now I was thinking about that last time I saw Mimi, almost a year after that first meeting. I thought about the tightness of her asshole, and the way she clenched the bed sheets while I pumped her tush. Those pissed on sheets were still in my laundry bin, waiting to be cleaned.

“Are you okay?” Danni asked. “Is this a bad time?”

I snapped out of my daze. I looked into her eyes and wondered if it was such a good idea to get into a band with another attractive woman—and she really was attractive. I liked taller girls, and I liked her blonde hair, even though it was obviously bleached. She looked to be a bit Asian, with a slightly darker complexion, so it was hard to believe she grew naturally blonde hair—but it looked good on her. And then there was her outfit: her furry top that left her flat tummy and her bellybutton piercing exposed, her short black skirt, and her fishnet sleeves. She looked like she was ready to get up on stage—and she would definitely be the one all of the guys would be watching, even in the middle of a guitar solo. Though I didn’t mind if the attention wasn’t on me—as long as we were getting attention.

I showed Danni the jam room. I pointed to the empty corner. “You can set up there,” I said. My heart was aflutter. I suddenly had memories of Mimi in my head that wanted to reply over and over. I remembered the night we snuck away from the rest of the band after our gig. We went to get street food, and then we got a bottle of whiskey and shared it on a park bench. We were both drunk and making stupid jokes, but it was fun. We had lots of fun nights like that one—and then I slept with her and ruined it all. Now, I would never see her again, as if she never existed to begin with.

I even used to pick her up for all of our band practises, because she lived so far away, still with her parents. Her parents thought that we were dating, and her dad would always give me dark glares after staring at the tattoos on my arms. Mimi and I would joke about it during the car ride to the rehearsal studio. It was a long drive, but I didn’t mind—I didn’t even mind spending the money on gas. We had lots of great conversations during those car rides. There was even the time we got into a street race with some fancy sports car. We ended up winning, though my engine was steaming by the end of it. We wrote a song about it: Street Race King. It was one of our most popular—

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Danni asked. She had her keyboard all set up and plugged into one of my spare amps. I looked down and realized that I hadn’t set anything up. I’d just been standing there, staring off into the distance, reminiscing about a girl who wasn’t even in my life anymore.

“Yeah—I’m fine. Just give me a minute,” I said as I quickly started plugging everything in. And then I remembered the beer in the fridge and the chips on the counter. “Are you thirsty? I’ve got beer. Hold on—I’ll get you a beer. Just stay right there.” I buzzed over to the kitchen, even though I didn’t give her a chance to reply. I knew I was ruining this meeting. She probably thought that I was a psychopath. She was probably regretting the long journey she made over to my place.

I gave her a beer and she stared at it. “Do you drink?” I asked.

“Yeah—it’s just—nothing,” she said. She cracked the beer and took a sip. I did the same. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I felt overwhelmed and confused. I picked up my guitar and tried to remember one of the songs I’d come up with for this new project, but my mind was blank.

“So you said you had some songs written? Do you want to play one?” she asked.

“Yeah—totally,” I said. I looked down at the fretboard of my guitar. What songs did I have? I could only think of material from my old band. “Umm…” Now I felt embarrassed. She came all the way from wherever she came, and now I had nothing to give her. She was probably mad. I was too afraid to look into her eyes.

“Why don’t I play something and you play along?” she said. I looked up as she started to play a little diddle on her keyboard. It had a nice sound to it: a bit atmospheric and a bit groovy. It had a clear rhythm to it, so it was easy to jump in. I started by playing a few swells and then I started to figure out a clean riff to give the song some distinction. It wasn’t long before I was feeling the music. I liked it a lot—though it reminded me a lot of the kind of jams Mimi used to play. I tried not to think of Mimi in that moment. Mimi was behind me now. I had to make Danni want to stick around.

When the song ended, my beer was already a bit flatter and warmer. We’d been playing for nearly twenty minutes. Danni had a big smile on her face. “That was fun,” she said.

“It was,” I said. And now I remembered some of my own material, so after taking a sip from my beer, I started playing. She jumped in, adding lots of cool little accents and riffs. She brought a whole new life to my songs, and now they didn’t just seem like filler music that I came up with quickly. Now they were starting to sound like real songs—good songs that people would actually want to listen to.

Danni broke off into a solo, so I turned down my volume and kept a simple riff going. I looked up at her and watched as she worked her fingers across the keys. Then I looked up at her face and found myself staring at her. She was pretty—prettier than Mimi. Even though she was younger, she had a more mature look. Her beauty was almost intimidating—and maybe it had something to do with her ‘high fashion’ style. She was even wearing tall heels that a girl might wear to a fancy ball or a wedding. She swayed while she played. She even had her eyes closed at time, even when she was playing complex parts, as if she didn’t need to look at her fingers. She swayed in a mesmerizing way. It was hard to look away from her, but I looked away as soon as she opened her eyes.

Once the song was over, I had a big smile stuck on my face. Jamming out a great song is the best feeling in the world. And I could see that she was feeling it too. “That was great. I like that song,” she said. And once again, I found myself trying to figure out what was off about her voice.

“Where are you from?” I asked.

“Where am I from? I’m from here,” she said.

“Are your parents foreign?”

Her brow lowered and then she shook her head. “No. Why are you asking?”

She looked to be on the verge of being offended, so I dropped it. “I’m just wondering,” I said.

She laughed. “Should we play one more song? I have school in the morning, so I can’t stay for too much later,” she said. So we played one last song, which lasted nearly twenty-five minutes. Then she started packing up her things.

“If you liked playing with me, you’re welcome to leave your stuff here and swing by again tomorrow,” I said. Maybe we can figure out a few songs and—I don’t know—start thinking about doing a show.”

“A show?” she asked. Her eyes were wide. “That’s moving kind of quickly, no?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Nothing wrong with moving quickly, is there?”

She had a red-cheeked smile now. “I’ve never played live before,” she said. “Is that a deal breaker?”

“No—of course not,” I said. “You’ll do great. Just look beautiful like you look now and it won’t even matter if you screw up.” Now I felt my cheeks turning red. “That was just a joke by the way. I mean—I want to get a gig scheduled—and I’m not saying that you’re beautiful. I mean—you are—but this is just professional. I’m not trying to be a creep. I’m sorry if that made you feel awkward. I didn’t mean it like that.” I could feel my cheeks turning redder and redder. I bit down on my lip and made an awkward smile.

She just laughed. “I’ll come by tomorrow after school—around four. Is that okay?”

“Sure,” I said.

She walked over to the door. I was about to offer her a ride home, and then I had a sudden flashback to the first time I offered Mimi a ride home. We were standing in the same place. On the way to her house, we stopped and got McDonalds, and then we sat in the car and ate it while talking about all of the venues we wanted to play one day. We both agreed that Wembley Stadium would be the coolest venue. “Maybe one day we’ll play it together,” Mimi said to me. And that was the first time she looked right into my eyes, and I realized that her eyes were an amazing green colour that almost seemed impossible. We made another stop on our way to her house, at a billiards hall. “Let’s play one quick game,” I said. She was surprisingly good at pool—though we didn’t finish the game because a big fight broke out in the billiards hall between a Vietnamese gang and a group of gritty brown guys. We ran to the car when the chairs started flying, giggling like little kids because we didn’t settle our tab.

And now, I was staring into Danni’s eyes the way I stared into Mimi’s eyes that night. So I looked away quickly. “Get home safe,” I said.

“Will do,” she said. And then she was gone, leaving her keyboard set up in my jam space.

I didn’t go straight to sleep, even though it was past midnight. Instead, I went to my computer and looked her up on Facebook. I was able to find her page by searching for her e-mail address. ‘Danni Wong’ was her full name—so she must have been half Asian—though that still didn’t explain that strange twang to her voice.

I looked through her pictures. She didn’t have many, but she looked good in the ones that she had. There was one picture with her hair down, hanging slightly in front of her face. She looked sexy in the shot, like a model. But there was a strange, eight month old comment from one of her friends on the photo. “Wow—look at you! You’re transitioning so well!”

A felt that fluttering in my chest again. What was the friend talking about? I’d only ever heard the term transitioning in reference to a transgender person—but Danni wasn’t a transgender, was she? She was far too attractive for that to be true—though that might explain that strange twang in her voice. It was a bit masculine, now that I thought about it. And she was taller than most girls, though that didn’t necessarily mean anything.

Was she actually a guy? Did I just spend an hour jamming with a biological male? Did I just spend an hour ogling a dude? No, no—there must have been some other explanation. She was too cute. Those eyes were too big and shining. Guys don’t have big shining eyes like that. Right?


CHAPTER IV

When she showed up the next afternoon, I was ready for her. I had the jam space all tidied up and freshly vacuumed. I even went out and bought a diffuser to make the space smell more inviting. That was one thing that Mimi always complained about: that the jam space always smelled like men. Now, it had a flowery smell, which didn’t make me think about music, but I needed to make sure Danni stuck around.

I also had a surprise for her, though I was a bit worried that my surprise would scare her off. “What are you doing on the twenty-first?” Once she had a Coca-Cola in her hand and she was standing next to her keyboard.

She shrugged her shoulders. “School during the day, and I think that’s it. Why?”

“We’re playing a show that night, at the Media Lounge. I got us a slot opening for Wildebeest.”

I watched as her eyes widened and her skin became white. “What?” she said with a weak voice.

“We’re opening for Wildebeest. I pulled some strings. It’s a thousand dollar gig—three hundred and thirty bucks each.”

“But it’s the eighteenth now,” she said. “And we’re not even a band. We don’t have a drummer or a bass player—and when you say three hundred and thirty each—that’s a third. Does that mean there’s a third member? This is all just happening so… fast.”

I could see a tinge of regret in her eyes. Maybe I was coming on too strong. I knew she would either be excited or deeply confused—and I probably shouldn’t have been so surprised when she was the latter. “There’s no third member, but I think we can find a drummer before the show. And then we don’t even need a bass player as far as I’m concerned. Last night it sounded like we had a bass player. Don’t you think?”

“Because I was playing bass notes on my keyboard—because we don’t have a bass player,” she said. And her face was still that shade of white.

“Well perfect. So you agree that we don’t even need one. Should we jam? We need to come up with five songs before then. And in my opinion, we’ve already got two. So this should be easy, right?”

She didn’t reply. She just stared into my eyes with her lips slightly parted. I was beginning to think that I’d had a bit too much coffee before she showed up. Maybe I really was coming on too strong—but she was still there. She hadn’t run away yet. She was even walking up to her keyboard as if she was open to the challenge—or maybe she was just entertaining me. Maybe she was just going to force a smile for the rest of the night and then never show up again or answer any of my text messages and calls.

“Let’s start with that one you played last night,” I said, picking up my guitar.

“I don’t remember it.”

“But you wrote it,” I said.

“I was just making stuff up.”

“Oh. Well make stuff up again. And I’ll record using my phone, in case it’s gold.” I pulled out my phone and started to record. I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. If Danni left me and our project, then I had a real problem on my hands. I’d called up Mandy over at the Media Lounge and promised her that I had a new act with a whole repertoire of songs. On the phone, she kept saying, “I really hope you aren’t screwing me over.” I would definitely be blacklisted if I ended up showing up for the gig alone, with just my guitar and amp.

Now, in my jam room, Danni started playing. She was slow at first, her face still white from the shock of my big news. But she quickly started falling into a rhythm, and it wasn’t long before she was playing a cool little song. I jumped in, starting with some simple power chords, and then I came up with a neat little riff for the chorus. It was like our jam the previous never ended. Our chemistry was perfect. Playing with Danni was so effortless. And I could tell by the smile on her face that she felt it too.

As I was looking at her, I couldn’t help but notice the choker she was wearing around her throat. It was black and lacy and it seemed to be covering a slight lump. Was that lump an Adam’s apple? My gaze scanned down to her skirt. I couldn’t see any bulge, but that didn’t mean anything. It’s not like my bulge was showing through my pants. But was it possible that she was a man? If she was, then she made for a convincing woman—almost entirely convincing if not for that voice, and maybe her jawline in a small way. Maybe her jawline wasn’t quite so feminine. And maybe her shoulders were just a wee bit broad. And her hips weren’t quite as wide as they maybe should have been in proportion to the rest of her body. But that face! Her eyes were so stunning and her skin looked so smooth and perfect. I almost wanted to walk up to her and run my fingers through that soft blonde hair.

And then there were her feet, which were stuffed into a pair of knee-high boots. They looked to be bigger than a pair of feet should be on a woman—but only by a little bit. They weren’t comically big by any means, and I probably would never have noticed had it not been for that comment on that Facebook photo. But now I couldn’t help but notice. That itching curiosity just wouldn’t go away, no matter how hard I tried to push it out from my head. It didn’t matter if she was actually a dude in disguise—she was good at playing the keyboard, and that was all that mattered. It’s not like we were dating—we were just playing music together, and the music was good—that’s all that mattered.

I was still terribly tempted to ask, but I managed to keep my mouth shut. I didn’t want to give her any reason to run out on me. We were a single member short of a decent band, and we were already coming up with music.

Once we finished our first little jam, we started talking about how we could make the song better. We came up with an awesome little bridge, and then I came up with a cool intro riff, which also worked for the outro. “It’s too bad we don’t have a singer,” she said. “Because I’ve got a good idea for a melody in the chorus.”

“Sing it so I can hear,” I said.

Her cheeks turned red. “I’m not a great singer,” she said.

“I don’t mind. I’m the worst singer. I sound like Kermit the Frog when I sing.”

She took a deep breath, and then she started playing the chorus. She parted her lips and then a surprisingly beautiful sound came out. She wasn’t a good singer—she was a great singer. I didn’t even bother playing along. I just stood and listened and admired her talent, and then when she was done I said, “You have to be our singer. It would be a waste of talent if you didn’t sing for this band.”

Her cheeks became even redder. “I don’t know. I’ve never sung for people before. That was kind of the first time.”

“Well it’s your calling, so you have to do it,” I said.

It wasn’t easy to get her to sing throughout the rest of the jam. I had to beg her, and then she would sing quietly but beautifully for a little bit before reverting back to focusing her attention on her keyboard. We jammed for hours, until it was dark and well past dinnertime. “Want to play that first song again?” I asked.

She was slow to reply. “To be honest, I’m kind of hungry. I think I should get home and get some dinner in me.”

But I didn’t want our session to end. I’d never made so much great music in such a short period of time, and I was worried that we wouldn’t be able to find that spark again before our show at the Media Lounge. “There’s a little pasta restaurant at the end of the block. I’ll buy you dinner and then we’ll come back and we’ll keep going. How does that sound?”

She had to think about it, but she ended up agreeing. I put on my coat and my boots and then we went down to the restaurant. I couldn’t stop thinking about our new songs. We already had three and I was so excited about all of them. We talked for a while about what kind of drummer we would look for. We both agreed that simple drumbeats would be best, so the songs wouldn’t get too muddy. “But someone with a lot of groove. I want people to dance to our music,” Danni said.

I liked the idea. I’d always played in bands that were more on the progressive side, so no one ever danced at our shows. But our new songs definitely had dance vibes to them. They were catchy. I had all three of them currently stuck in my head, on a loop.

After our dinner, the waiter came by with a slice of cheesecake. “This is for the young couple, courtesy of the manager,” he said. I felt my face suddenly becoming warm. The waiter thought that we were a couple, and apparently the manager thought the same thing. That happened from time to time with Mimi when we would go out together—but at least with Mimi, I knew that she was definitely a chick. I didn’t mind when people thought we were a couple because Mimi was cute—unless it was other girls thinking we were a couple. And it’s not like Danni wasn’t cute, assuming she was actually a girl.

I looked forward at Danni, who had red cheeks of her own. “We’re not a couple,” I said to the waiter, as if it mattered. But I wanted to set the record straight, just in case Danni was actually a transgender. I couldn’t let people think that I was dating a transgender—especially people who lived and worked on the same block as me.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” the waiter said. “But the cake is still on the house. It’s a New York cheesecake, made fresh this morning. I hope you enjoy it.”

I looked back at Danni. She was looking down with an embarrassed look on her face. I didn’t know if she was embarrassed that they thought we were dating, or if she was embarrassed because I was so quick to set the record straight.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Take the first bite.”

“I’m not that hungry,” she said.

“Well we have to eat it or they’ll never give us free food again.”

We ate the cake and then we went back up to my apartment for a couple of hours to continue working on our songs. A bit of that spark had disappeared, but we were both getting tired. She had been up early for school and I was crashing from all of the coffee I drank. So we called it quits around 9:00 PM. “Come back tomorrow after school?” I asked.

“Sure—sounds good,” she said. And I was excited when she left her keyboard behind, proving that she really did plan on returning. Now I just needed to find a drummer.

I spent the rest of that night online, messaging every musician I knew, asking if they had any leads on a drummer. I even asked drummers from other bands if they might be interested in working on a second project. But apparently drummers were a hot commodity at the moment, and everyone was booked solid. I considered renting a drummer, just for the upcoming show, but all of the half-decent drummers charged over six hundred bucks per show, which would leave me with next to nothing for my rent.

I kept searching. I had the brilliant idea of looking through the local instrument buy and sell listings. I could find a guy selling a drum kit, and then beg him to join my band instead of selling the kit. I messaged a few guys, and then I came across a listing for a drum machine. I normally hated drum machines, but our new music wasn’t too complicated. It was all in 4/4 time without any changing tempos like my old band used to have. “What’s the lowest you’ll go on the drum machine?” I asked the seller.

“I can do down to one hundred, but no lower,” he replied quickly. I met up with him that night to take the unit off of his hands. I got home and plugged it into my PA system, and it sounded pretty good. I was up until the early morning hours tinkering with it, trying to program beats for our new songs. I had the biggest smile on my face. I paid a hundred bucks for the unit, but it was already going to save me almost double that on our first show. And now, I had a whole band, and we almost had enough music to play most of the venues in town.


CHAPTER V

Danni’s face turned pale again when I told her that I bought a drum machine for our upcoming show. I don’t think she liked the idea of having even more attention on her—though it wouldn’t have mattered if there were ten guys up on that stage—all of the attention would be on her anyway, and not just because she was singing.

“So we need one or two more songs, and then we’re good to go,” I said.

“And when’s the show again?” she asked.

“Tomorrow night,” I said, forcing a big smile. She looked terrified, but she still wasn’t running away. We spent the whole night practising and coming up with our final couple of songs.

We ordered Chinese takeout and watched a silly reality TV show while we ate. Danni started telling me more about her school, and then she started telling me about how she couldn’t wait to graduate. “It will be nice to finally get away from the bullying,” she said.

My heart silently skipped a beat. I looked up at her and then casually asked, “Why are people bullying you?”

“I’m sure you can guess,” she said. I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I only had one guess: because she was transgender. But I didn’t want to say it, in case it wasn’t true. But what other guess could I have? Were people bullying her because she was tall? Were they bullying her because she had a slightly masculine twang to her voice? Back when I was in school, that wouldn’t have been enough to get someone bullied—but the transgender thing on the other hand… That would have done it.

“And I can’t wait to be done school so I can focus on music full time,” she said. “I really want to go on tour. Though maybe I’m getting ahead of myself. I’ve never even played a show before and here I am talking about touring.”

“Touring is fun—especially when you’re with good people,” I said. And I found myself thinking about Mimi, and all of the fun we got up to when we were touring around the country. I remembered the weekend we spent in New York City. She challenged me to a race across the Brooklyn Bridge. I thought I could do it, but I didn’t even make it halfway before I was exhausted. She surprisingly made it to the end. I got a text message from her, asking me where I was. After that, she gave me the nickname ‘Fatty’ even though I wasn’t fat—just unfortunately out of shape.

That night, after Danni left, I found myself back on my computer, trying to get to the bottom of her gender situation. I looked again through her Facebook photos, and then I found her Instagram. I scrolled through dozens of photos, trying to determine whether she was a legitimate female or just a boy in disguise. I kept reminding myself that it didn’t matter either way. I wasn’t sure why I wasn’t just going to sleep, so I could be fully rested before our show. Her gender didn’t affect her ability to play music, so why was I wasting my time?

The very first picture she posted on her Instagram was a simple selfie of her face, with the caption: ‘Dropped the Y, added the I. Officially starting my transition.” Was she referring to her name with the letters? And what other transition could she be referring to? I stared for a while at the picture. It was three years old, and she did look slightly different in the shot, but I couldn’t put my finger on how she looked different.

I found myself on Google, looking up different definitions of the word ‘transition’, hoping there was a different context it could be used in. Maybe she meant she was transitioning jobs—but what did that have to do with changing letters around in her name?

It was around 2:00 AM when I finally went to sleep. But the image of Danni refused to leave my mind. If she was actually a boy under that long blonde hair and makeup, then I had to admit that she pulled the female thing off better than most of the girls I knew. She was kind of sexy, though I would never admit it to her face.

We didn’t meet up again until we were in the back alley of the Media Lounge, unloading our gear into the back room. We were running a little bit late, because my car decided not to start after I had all of our gear loaded up—so I had to call a friend to come down with his car. It took him half an hour to reach me, and then it took another twenty minutes to beg him to let me use his car for the night. Then I made him help me transfer all of the equipment from my car to his, and then—of course—I got stuck in traffic. Danni was texting me the whole time, worried we would miss sound check and then we would end up performing with a poor mix. Luckily, we didn’t have a lot to set up, seeing as there was no drum kit to set up, and we were using the Media Lounge’s PA system. So we managed to get a ten-minute sound check in before we were rushed off the stage so they could open up the venue for the line of eager drinkers waiting at the door.

Danni went straight to the bathroom and stayed in there until minutes before we were due to take the stage. When she came out, her face was whiter than I’d ever seen it. “You’re going to be fine,” I said.

She nodded her head slowly with wide eyes, as if she wasn’t really listening to me. “What if they laugh at me?” she asked.

“Why would they?”

“I don’t know. What if they think it’s funny that I’m transgender?” she asked. And suddenly, all of that investigative work was for nothing. She just came out and said it, as if it was common knowledge, as if I already knew.

I opened my mouth to reply, but I was suddenly speechless, as if I was completely caught off guard. I almost didn’t believe her, even though I’d seen the evidence myself on her Facebook and her Instagram. I guess I never believed it. I always thought that there was some other explanation. She couldn’t be a dude—she was too pretty to be a dude. Though I couldn’t think of her as pretty now—my ego couldn’t accept it. She was a man and I had to think of her as a man, for the sake of my own self-esteem. I managed to clear my throat, but I still couldn’t manage to muster up any words.

“Wait—you didn’t know?” she said.

I nodded my head, and then I shook my head. “Know? Know what?”

“You didn’t know that I was trans?”

“I—I guess not. Don’t worry about that. Just worry about the music. You’ll do fine. People will love us. They’ll love you.”

And now she was smiling, as if I’d just delivered the best news she’d ever heard. Her grin nearly reached from one ear to the other. Maybe that was the first validation she’d ever received in her life. Maybe I was the first person who couldn’t tell that she was actually a man under that makeup. What did that say about me?

I tried not to think about it. I had a show to focus on, and lots of fresh guitar riffs that I had to nail if I ever wanted to play the Media Lounge again.

“Ladies and gentlemen, may I present to you for the first time ever: Over Oleander!” the night’s host announced through the PA system. That was us—it was our time to take the stage.

I walked out slowly and picked up my guitar. The crowd clapped and cheered, even though they didn’t know who the hell we were. I looked over and saw Danni in position behind her keyboard, with her lips hovering in front of her microphone. I waited for her to start as I stared back out at the crowd. But the room was silent. Someone coughed and then I heard a snicker. Why weren’t we starting? I looked back at Danni. And she motioned towards the drum machine.

“Shit,” I mumbled under my breath. I had to start the drum machine before she could play. I reached down quickly and pressed play on our first programmed track. Then Danni hopped in. I waited a couple of bars and then I hopped in as well. And it wasn’t long before the crowd was moving to the music, swaying and dancing. Before the song was over, some people were even singing along to the chorus. Our music was a hit—Danni was a hit. Everyone was looking at her, as if I didn’t exist on the stage. Even when I started playing my guitar solo, they were still eyeing her. Some of the guys near the front were practically drooling over her and her short skirt and her amazing legs. Maybe I wasn’t the only one who couldn’t tell that she wasn’t really a woman. Maybe she was more convincing than I thought—and more convincing than she thought.

She was smiling. She had a cute smile. She looked at me and I could see in her eyes that she was truly happy, truly in her element. Nothing could stop her from dancing along with the music, swaying those beautiful hips and showing off those amazing legs. I noticed her outfit for the first time that night: her long fishnet sleeves and that fur top she wore the first time I met her. But now she was wearing a pleather skirt, which was tight, showing off the curve of her tush. She had her hair slicked back in a sexy sort of way, and her lips were shining with a delicious looking gloss. Even if she was a man, she was still hot.

We got a loud cheer when we finished our set—though I think most of that cheering was meant for her. I didn’t mind. I’d never been a big fan of the spotlight. I just wanted to play good music, and that was some of the best music I’d ever played in my life.

Danni was giddy when we got back to the green room. We got some dagger stares from the headlining band as they went out to take the stage. Now they had a seriously great performance they had to follow.

“That was so much fun! I’m kind of sad that it’s over,” Danni said, still with that big smile on her face.

“You did great—everyone loved you.”

Her eyes were glowing. I don’t think I’d ever seen her look so happy before. I don’t think I’d ever seen anyone look so happy—not since the night after my first show with Mimi. Mimi had also never performed on stage before, and she also got a standing ovation after our first set—though my first show with Mimi was at a much less desirable venue, as we had no contacts at the time. It was in the basement of a mostly quiet bar, and the bar manager turned our amps and PA system down to minimal volume so that patrons could still talk over our playing. But the gig was still fun, and Mimi was excited for a week afterwards.

“So when’s our next show?” Danni asked.

“Good question. Hopefully soon,” I said. I still needed a few hundred bucks to cover my rent, which was due in just five days. But most of the stress was gone now that I had most of that hefty bill covered. If I had to, I could busk at the bus station for a couple of days to make up most the difference, and then I could probably beg my parents for the remainder.

“What are you two doing this weekend?” a deep voice asked from the doorway. There was a man leaning his heavy body against the doorframe. He had a big moustache that curled upwards on both sides. “I need a band to fill a slot this Saturday. My other band dropped out on me last minute. There’s just one catch—it’s up in Grand Prairie.”

I looked at Danni and she looked at me. Her eyes were still glowing and she was still smiling. It maybe wasn’t the world tour she dreamed of, but it was in the right direction. “I know a bar in Edmonton that might need a spot filled for tomorrow,” I said.

“Sounds kind of like a tour,” said Danni. Her smile grew even bigger.

We agreed to do the show. I called up my contact in Edmonton that night. “I can squeeze you in around midnight tomorrow night,” he said.

“Deal,” I said. It was already 2:00 AM when Danni and I got all of our equipment loaded up in my friend’s car. “This isn’t my car by the way. My car’s dead. We’ll need to figure out how we’re going to get to Edmonton in the next twenty hours here.”

“My parents have a minivan that they hardly ever use. We can probably take that.”

So once she was finished school the next day, she pulled up to my apartment building in an obnoxiously purple minivan. We loaded everything into the back and then we took off for Edmonton. It wasn’t quite at cool as the white touring van we had for my old band, but it had four wheels and got us from point A to point B.

Danni told me more about school on the way up the QE-2. Apparently most of her friends stopped talking to her after she started transitioning, but she didn’t resent them over it. Apparently the bullies pressured them into cutting off contact. “Some days it’s hard, some days it’s not so bad,” she said. “But I’ll be done school in a month, so I’ll never have to see any of those assholes ever again.”

“You’ll find that in the real world, most people don’t care about that stuff,” I said.

“I’m starting to see that,” she said with a big smile. “It’s so refreshing to see that you don’t care.” She was looking at me now with those big glowing eyes. My heart stuttered and I forced a smile. I kept my mouth shut, because I would have been lying if I said that I didn’t care. I was happy that she was perfectly convincing, and that she sounded just like a chick when she sang. I didn’t want people to think that I was involved with a tranny. And lots of people probably assumed we were an item, seeing as we were the only two members of a two-piece band.

But I didn’t mind if people did find out, as long as they understood that we were just musical partners and not a couple. It’s not like we were having sex. People could surely see that we made beautiful music together, so they could surely understand why we were in a band together. And that’s all that mattered—that’s what I kept reminding myself.

We arrived in Edmonton around 8:00 PM, just as the sun was beginning to dip below the horizon. We missed sound check, but we were fairly confident that we could wing it, seeing as we were just two amps and the house’s PA system. We went to the bar and had a few drinks while bands went on before us. Some of them were pretty good, making me feel a bit nervous—but not nearly as nervous as Danni.

Though a distraction from the nerves came in the form of a man a few years older than me approaching Danni to hit on her. “You look absolutely stunning,” he said to her. And then he bought her a drink. He took the seat right next to her and then he subtly scooched himself closer to her, so that he could reach his arm around her. I didn’t understand why Danni wasn’t pushing his arm away. Why was she letting the drunk creep touch her? And why was I feeling so strangely jealous?

He raised his hand to wave down the bartender, to buy Danni a second drink.

“Hey man,” I said. He looked up at me with a surprised look on his face.

“Can I help you?” he asked.

“She’s going on stage in a few minutes—she doesn’t need another drink.”

He stared at me with a dark look, and I stared back at him with a darker look. Was I defending Danni or was I defending myself? She wasn’t my property—she could do whatever she wanted, as long as she performed on stage and continued making music with me. So why did I care so much about this one drunk creep?

“He’s right—I probably shouldn’t have anymore. I want to have a clear head up there,” Danni said. “We should probably get back to the green room.” I was happy to get away from the guy, and the few other guys that were hovering around, waiting for their turn to swoop in and take a shot at Danny. I couldn’t help but wonder if they were just people with some sort of trans fetish. Maybe they could tell that she wasn’t really a woman, and that was something they were into. Or maybe I was just paranoid with my stage nerves.

I remembered to turn on the drum machine once we were both in position on stage. Danni didn’t miss a beat. She was ready to play with warm excitement on her face. I was a bit slower to get into my rhythm. I couldn’t help but notice the creep had found his way to the front of the crowd and he was now staring at Danni with a fixed gaze. He was practically leaving drool on the edge of the stage. During our second song, he even put his arms up on the stage, as if he wanted to be just a little bit closer to her. He was uncomfortably close to all of the cables, so I stepped forward and kicked him away. There was a clear sign that said ‘DO NOT LEAN AGAINST STAGE’. He looked up at me with a violent glare. And then I missed my guitar solo cue. Luckily, Danni had my back. She filled in with a little keyboard solo until I gave her the signal that I was ready to finally make my solo happen. It wasn’t the best solo, and I blame that on the creep who was once again leaning against the stage, trying to get just a little bit closer to Danni.

After the show, once we had our van packed up, I said, “Let’s go hangout somewhere else. This place is kind of a pit.”

“I don’t know. I thought it was fun in there,” she said.

“Nah. There are way better places. C’mon. Hop in. I know a good place just a few minutes away.” So we drove down to another bar on Whyte Ave. It was a bit less grungy and a bit less loud—and a bit less fun—but no one was getting their drool all over my band mate. We ordered a few beers and had a good chat in a corner booth. Danni was once again reeling over how much fun the show was.

“I can get used to this life,” she said with her big grin.

“It suits you,” I said. “You just have to watch out for creeps, like that one guy.”

“He wasn’t that bad,” she said.

“He was a loser. He just wanted to sleep with you.”

She laughed. “Listen to you. You’re starting to sound like the big brother I never had.” And now she was grinning at me with those glowing eyes. “It almost seems like you like me.” She bit down on her bottom lip and then she started to laugh. “I’m just kidding around with you. This is fun. What time do we have to be in Grand Prairie tomorrow? How far away is that even?”

“We should probably leave in the morning—definitely before noon.”

She finished her beer quickly—quicker than I’ve ever seen a girl drink a beer. It was a harrowing little reminder that she was actually a dude, and there were things about her that would always be masculine, no matter how much makeup she put on, no matter how long she grew her hair, no matter how many hormones she took, and no matter how long she practised her voice. At the end of the day, every cell in her body was a male cell, and her bones would always be male bones, and her brain was a male brain.

She stood up, showing off those impressive legs in that tiny skirt. “Should we go find a motel then?” she asked.

I finished my beer and we took off.


CHAPTER VI

We rented the cheapest room at the cheapest motel we could find. After the cost of gas and lodging, we weren’t going to be left with much from our two shows, and I still needed to pay my rent. Unfortunately, that meant sharing a bed. When the man at the front desk asked if we would be okay with a single bed, I assumed he was asking if we would be okay with one bed—but he literally meant a single bed. The bed in the room was about as wide as the bed that I had when I was ten years old—not even wide enough that I could spread out my arms.

Danni laughed when she saw the bed. “Should we ask for a bigger room?” she said.

“How much money do we have left?” I asked.

“I think we got three hundred for the gig, and this room is fifty. I think the bigger rooms are eighty—I think that’s what I saw at the front desk.”

My stomach turned. Was saving thirty bucks worth sharing a tiny bed with a tranny? I really needed that money. “You don’t mind sharing, do you? It’s just for one night. I can even go and sleep in the van if you want the bed.”

She laughed. “I don’t mind sharing. I used to share with my brother all the time when we went on family trips.”

My gut turned again. I stared at the little bed and then I forced a smile. “Okay. Cool,” I said. She went off to the bathroom to get ready for bed. I just slipped into a pair of sweatpants and a clean t-shirt and then I got into the little bed, hugging the edge so that she would have enough room to get comfortable without touching me.

I tried closing my eyes, but my heart was racing too quickly to go to sleep. I ended up opening them when I heard her emerge from the bathroom. She was changed out from her sexy stage outfit. Now, she was wearing a tiny pair of pink cotton shorts and a tight white t-shirt, which hugged her tits and showed off her perky nipples. I was more nervous about her legs, which were hardly covered by the world’s tiniest shorts. She walked over to her suitcase to put her old clothes away. As she bent over, I saw her whole ass, save for the crack and the hole. It was smooth and round and surprisingly feminine. But I still forced myself to look away quickly. I didn’t want to stare at a man’s ass, even if it was perfect.

She crawled into the bed. She grazed me slightly, making me jump. Then I could feel the warmth radiating off of her body, which was kind of nice because that room was so cool and the heater didn’t seem to be working very effectively. “Good night,” she said.

“Good night,” I replied. She reached for the lamp and then the room became dark. But we didn’t end up going to sleep. Instead, we started chatting about the night, and she told me how excited she was for the show in Grand Prairie. We started coming up with names for our songs, and then we started talking about plans for our future. She spoke so passionately and with so much excitement. We ended up chatting until the sun was starting to peer through our curtains. “I guess we’d better get some sleep,” she finally said.

“I guess so,” I said. So we went to sleep. I subtly inched myself closer to her, just so I could feel a bit more of that warmth that was radiating off of her body. She gently snuggled her bum back, touching it against my lap. She didn’t say anything and neither did I. Her bum was soft and strangely comforting. The room was quiet when I gently reached my arm over her body. My heart was racing fast. I knew I was doing something that I might end up regretting—but I was just doing it to get more comfortable. I had nowhere else to put my arm, after all. And she didn’t seem to mind. She didn’t push my arm away or say anything. In fact, she snuggled back even more, pressing her whole body against mine. And then she went to sleep.

No one had to know about this. We were just making that small bed work for both of our bodies—it’s not like we were having sex or anything like that.

When I woke up, I was alone in the bed. I could hear the shower running and I could see the steam billowing out from under the bathroom door. I sat up slowly and looked at the clock. It was 11:30 AM—time to start leaving if we were going to make it to Grand Prairie in time for our sound check. I got up and walked over to the bathroom door. I knocked. “Hey—are you going to be long?”

“Just another five minutes.”

“I wouldn’t mind showering before we go if possible—so save some water.”

“The door’s unlocked if you just want to jump in with me,” she called out.

My heart stuttered and my skin suddenly became cold. My lips parted but no words came out. I could feel my cheeks turning red. I gently grabbed the door handle and I turned it. It really was unlocked. So I pushed it open.

Then she spun towards me and quickly covered herself up, using one hand to hide her crotch and the other to cover her breasts. “Oh my God, I was just kidding!” she said. And I jumped back, slamming the door shut. In that brief moment, I saw everything: her perfect, perky tits, and her long cock. I wouldn’t have seen her cock if it wasn’t for the fact that she was erect, as if she’d just been jerking herself off. I had to strain to take a deep breath in before saying, “I’m so sorry.” I didn’t know what else to say. “I just thought—I thought…” But I didn’t know what I thought. Was I really going to get into the shower with her? Was I really planning on getting naked with her? Had I forgotten about the fact that she was actually a biological male? And had I forgotten about what happened with Mimi? “I’m so sorry,” I said again.

I heard the shower shut off, and then a moment later, the door opened. She was standing with a towel around her body. “It’s okay. You just scared the hell out of me,” she said. She brushed by me. Her cheeks were dark red—almost purple. “I wasn’t masturbating by the way. It’s just the morning. You know how it is in the morning.” She didn’t look at me as she rifled through her suitcase for something to wear.

“Yeah, of course,” I said. Maybe it was the steam from the shower, but I could feel warm beads of sweat tickling my forehead. “I mean—I didn’t really see anything. I just—I don’t know why I opened the door. Let’s just pretend like that didn’t happen.”

“Deal,” she said.

I had my shower, with the door locked. While the warm water was running off of my body, I found myself with an erection of my own. I wondered if she had been jerking off, and if so, where did she come? Did she shoot her load straight down the drain, or was it currently clinging to the shower walls? There was some white stuff to my right—was that cum? Or was it just stray shampoo? I had that naked image of her in my mind and it refused to go away—my erection refused to go away as well. So I quickly rubbed one out, hoping it would filter some sanity back into my head—and it did. I immediately felt relieved and a bit guilty once my cum had finished swirling down the drain—maybe to join her cum. And I couldn’t help but wonder if she was thinking about me when she had her erection, the way I was thinking about her with mine… Or maybe she was thinking about that creep at the bar.

Or maybe she wasn’t even into dudes. Maybe she liked girls. She was technically a boy after all, and most boys like girls. Are all trans girls gay before they transition? Is there such a thing as a lesbian trans girl? What could that even mean?

I tried not to think about it while I packed up the minivan with all of our stuff. It was almost 1:00 PM now. We were running late, but I figured we could make up the time on the road. She hopped into the passenger seat and I took the wheel. “Ready to go?” I asked.

“Never been more ready,” she said. I looked over and saw that her cheeks were still a bit pink. No one wants to be seen with an erection—especially someone who doesn’t want people to know that an erection is even a possibility.

“Then let’s go,” I said, pulling away from the motel, starting on the road towards Grand Prairie where our third show awaited us.

The last time I went to Grand Prairie, I was with Mimi. Our van had broken down in Red Deer, so we ended up renting a couple of sedans. Ian and our drummer shared one sedan, while Mimi and I shared the other. Mimi and I ended up missing sound check because we kept stopping to take pictures along the way. Mimi had just started an Instagram account and she was trying to fill it up, to make it look like it wasn’t brand new. It was a few days later when Ian pointed out that her Instagram made it look like we were a couple, because I was in every one of her photos. I can still remember how red Mimi’s face got when Ian pointed it out. She started getting me to take pictures of her—but I still made it into one or two from time to time.

“We should stop to take a picture,” Danni said. We were driving past a beautiful field, and the clouds in the sky were remarkably beautiful. We pulled over, and then I recognized that very field as one of the places Mimi and I stopped for a photo. I tried not to think of that time now. Mimi wasn’t a part of my life anymore.

“Say Over Oleander!” Danni said as she held up her phone. I forced a smile and she snapped the photo. She was cute in the shots. She was amazingly photogenic. Her eyes almost didn’t look real because they were so big and flashy—it almost seemed like she had taken the photo with a SnapChat filter on. But that’s just the way her eyes were: big and beautiful and hard to look away from, even when you remembered that they belonged to a man.

“We arrived in Grand Prairie ten minutes before our sound check. We scrambled to haul our gear inside. The large man with the big moustache from our first show was there to greet us. “I’m so happy you came. The people of Grand Prairie are going to love you. Your music is exactly what they’re looking for. I’m sure you’re going to be Grand Prairie’s new favourite couple by the end of the night.”

Danni and I were both silent. I was too afraid to look over at her to see her reaction. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to tell him that we weren’t actually a couple. “Is something wrong?” he asked.

“No—nothing,” I said. “Where’s the bathroom?”

He pointed me towards the bathroom and I rushed over. I stared at myself in the mirror for a long minute. I didn’t want people to think that I was dating Danni. I wished they didn’t come to that assumption. Maybe it was time to find an actual drummer, and maybe even a bass player. No one would think that we were an item if there were more people in the band… Though people always thought that Mimi and I were together, even though we had a drummer and a bass player who were always around.

But maybe people just couldn’t tell. Maybe people thought she was hot, the way I thought she was hot—so maybe I was being gifted an opportunity. I didn’t like the idea of her running off and having a fling with some guy from the audience, so maybe it was best that everyone thought we were together.

Or maybe I needed to slap some sense into myself. Why did I care about what my band mate did with her personal life? Why did she get some special jealousy in my mind, just because she called herself a girl? I knew the truth—I knew she wasn’t a girl. I didn’t used to get jealous when Ian went off with some chick, so why should I care what Danni did? Ian and Danni were the same, biologically speaking.

Danni and I made music together, and that was it—that’s what we were good. And that night, we were on the top of our game. Danni nailed every solo and I played some of the best guitar of my life. The crowd cheered us back on stage after we finished our set and then we ended up jamming out a new song for the next ten minutes—nothing we’d ever played before, but the audience couldn’t possibly know that based on how elegant our sound was. As we left the venue, Danni’s eyes were glowing. “I’m so glad I replied to your ad,” she said, looking into my eyes.

“Me too,” I said.

We were stopped at a red light, but we didn’t start moving when it turned green. I was still staring into those eyes, unable to look away. She truly was beautiful, despite her gender mix-up. No one ever had to know that I thought she was beautiful. No one had to know that I felt jealous when she talked to other guys, even when she was just talking casually. No one had to know that I had the strong urge to kiss her. And those pretty eyes helped make me feel a bit better about my mixed up feelings. How could a man not lust after those eyes?

A car honked. We both darted our gazed forward. I started to drive. The car became silent and it stayed that way until we pulled up to a motel.

It wasn’t the ritziest motel. It was in a somewhat sketchy neighbourhood. The house across the street had its window broken, and a nearby car was up on blocks. “Maybe one of us should go in to get the room and the other should stay with the van,” she said.

“I’ll get the room,” I said, hopping out of the car, leaving it running so that Danni could stay warm on that cold spring night.


CHAPTER VII

I had to ring the bell four times before the desk clerk came out. His eyes were hardly open when he stepped into that small check-in room—to call it a lobby would be a gross overstatement. He rubbed his face and then he yawned. “A room?” he asked. “We charge upfront as of last month.”

“One room please,” I said.

“You want one bed or two?”

“Whatever’s cheapest.”

“It’s the same price. You can either have two queens, one king, or there’s the overflow room with the single twin—but I doubt you want that.”

“I’ll take that,” I said. My heart fluttered.

He stared at me for a moment. “The one with the twin?” he asked. “It’s the same price as the one with the king. We just use it for overflow. In fact, it’s only ever been used once since I started working here ten years ago.”

“Are the sheets in there clean?”

She shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah,” he said.

“Then I’ll take it.”

He stared at me for a moment longer with that crooked look. “Okay, whatever floats your dingy.” He grabbed the key off the wall and handed it to me. “That’ll be fifty bucks.”

I gave him the money and then I went back to Danni in the van. “They only have one room open. The others are being fumigated,” I said.

“For bugs?”

“He didn’t say. But he said the one room is fine—but we’ll have to share a bed again.”

“That’s fine, right?” she said.

“As long as you don’t mind.” I forced a smile. My heart was still fluttering around in my chest. Why was I doing this? Why was I trying to force us closer together? We were already starting to feel uncomfortably close. I’d already spent a night with my arm wrapped around a boy, technically speaking. Did I really want to risk going any further? Did I really want to risk this great band that I had going?

The room was small but clean. Everything, including the television, looked brand new but terribly dated, from the 80s. The carpet had a green and brown checkerboard pattern that looked like it had never been walked on. “Retro,” Danni said. “Do you need the bathroom? I’m going to take a shower.”

“No, I’m okay. I’ll unload the van for the night.”

“Do you want help?”

“No, just take your shower.”

“Are you saying I stink?” she said with a big grin. I laughed. And I couldn’t help but think that we had chemistry. We’d been together for three straight days now without even a little spat. There had hardly been a minute of silence between us since we met up for our road trip. Even with Mimi, there would be long awkward silences that would sometimes last entire car rides, though it was usually her initiating the silence. She would get mad, but I wouldn’t know why. One day, on a drive home from Saskatoon, she didn’t say a single word in the car. But just the night before, she had helped me pick up a super cute blonde at the bar we’d just played. “You can do better,” was the last thing she said to me, with a laugh, before I went home with the girl.

There was a cute blonde at the Grand Prairie show. I noticed her when we were doing our improvised encore. She was standing right at the front of the crowd and she was looking at me. She even smiled when I looked into her eyes. It didn’t dawn on me until I was unloading that minivan that she was probably hoping I would stick around after the show to hang out. Maybe she wanted me to go home with her. She was wearing a tight red dress—the kind of dress that a girl only wears when she’s looking for a good fucking. It was the kind of red dress I would ask her to leave on while I was fucking her—just hike up her skirt and tug down her top a little bit. But while we were playing, I didn’t even think about sex. I was too distracted by Danni.

On stage, Danni looked so beautiful. She danced so elegantly to the music, and her voice was so mesmerizing. And the smile she always had on when she was playing was so genuine and so precious.

I took a shower once Danni was finished. The water was no longer hot, but I didn’t mind. Sometimes a cold shower is nice after a long night, sweating under stage lights. I spent a good twenty minutes standing under that sporadic stream of water. My mind was spinning as if I was drunk, but I didn’t have a single drink that night. I could push the image of Danni in her stage outfit out from my mind. Even in my mind I couldn’t look away from her.

The room was dark when I got out from the bathroom. Danni was already in the small bed, with her back turned to me. I only had a towel on. I walked over to my bag, to get out my sweatpants, and then I hesitated. I wondered if she would even notice if I got into the bed naked. I honestly preferred sleeping without clothes—and my heart became excited over the thought of cuddling up to Danni in the nude. I walked over to the bed and gently dropped the towel on the ground. I slipped under the covers and felt that warm aura glowing off of her body. I got snuggled up tight and she snuggled her body back on cue. I put my arm over her and she accepted it.

I loved the way her hair smelled—she’d used the same cheap motel shampoo that I used, but somehow she still smelled like a supermodel. Her skin was so amazingly soft and I really couldn’t get over how warm her body was.

She snuggled back again, pressing her bum hard against my crotch. She wiggled slightly, unintentionally massaging my cock with her tush. It felt nice. I bit down hard on my tongue, but that didn’t stop the throbbing. I was quickly becoming aroused, but I wasn’t slipping away from her. I should have gotten up to put on my sweatpants before I ruined a good thing, but instead I stayed there, with my cock nestled between her cotton-clad bum cheeks. With each heartbeat, my dick was getting bigger and harder. By now, she could probably feel it. She was completely silent. And I was basically still a stranger to her. We’d only known each other for a couple of weeks—if that. And in those couple of weeks, we’d only met up to play music. We weren’t exactly getting to know each other while playing.

We were out in the middle of nowhere, seven hours away from home. What if she felt trapped? What if she was too afraid to reject me because she had to spend the whole next day in a van with me? Or what if she liked it? What if she wasn’t stopping me because she wanted it? Did I want it? Did I want to live the rest of my life knowing that I fucked a tranny?

I didn’t want that—at least I kept telling myself I didn’t want it, but that wasn’t enough to stop myself. I lowered my hand on her hip and I gently started to grind my cock up and down the length of her butt crack. It dawned on me after a few gentle thrusts that my fingers were only a couple of inches away from the big cock that I saw very briefly in that motel shower—the cock that should have been a harrowing reminder that I should be staying far away from Danni in any romantic way whatsoever. But instead of withdrawing my hand, I started to slip it forward, reaching slowly for that cock. She still wasn’t stopping me. In fact, she was rolling her body slightly, pushing herself into me and opening herself up so that I had a clearer shot at her cock. I pushed my fingertips down the front of her cotton shorts, over her soft pubic hair, and then onto her long shaft, which was already half erect.

It was warm and throbbing and thick. I could feel her veins pumping as I wrapped my hand around her member. I let a sigh out from my lips.

Now, her head was turned back and she was looking into my eyes. The sight of those eyes was a relief: a nice reminder that she was beautiful and not boyish at all—well, maybe a little bit, but not enough to knock me out of the mood. I gently kissed her lips, and that gentle kiss quickly turned into full-blown making out. We were officially crossing a line that I knew shouldn’t be crossed for so many reasons.

I was about to fuck a tranny. But worse than that, I was repeating history. I was about to ruin a perfectly good band for the second time in a month. I couldn’t help but think that God wasn’t going to give me a third chance. It wouldn’t be long before every working musician in my city knew about my reputation: the guy who fucks great opportunities into oblivion. But I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t resist her. I loved her soft lips pressed up against mine, and I loved the feeling of her thick cock throbbing in my hand.

I used my free hand to shimmy down her little shorts. Then I used the same hand to push her shirt up to her collarbone. I didn’t get it off completely; I didn’t want to ruin even a second of that perfect kiss—the best kiss I’d ever had in my life. Her tongue was in my mouth now, exploring and twisting around mine. Her lips had a slight vanilla flavour to them, which was making me harder than ever before.

So what if she had a cock? No one had to know. This little fuck could be our secret. Maybe she was just looking for a one off too. She was a guy after all—technically. So maybe she would approach sex like a guy: without emotions and baggage. We were just satisfying one another—just for fun. It didn’t have to mean anything. Sex with Mimi wasn’t supposed to mean anything either… But that was different. She was a girl with some emotional issues. Danni seemed to be put together. She had her emotions in check. Or did she?

“This is just a fling—okay?” I said as I broke away from the kiss for a moment.

She looked into my eyes. “Oh—Okay. Sure,” she said. And then she smiled—but it wasn’t the warm, sexy smile I was hoping for. My heart plunged into my gut. I’d seen that smile before, when I said the same thing to Mimi when we had sex. Did Danni want more than just a fling? Did she want a relationship? Was she now going to feel hurt every time I picked up a girl at a show? Was it going to be awkward whenever we stayed in a motel now? Was this the end of our endless conversations during long drives?

We continued kissing, but some of that spark was gone now. At least her cock was still hard, so I knew that she still wanted to fuck. With girls, you have to work hard to read their emotions. With t-girls, you just have to feel to see if they’re hard or soft—and Danni was as hard as granite. I was stroking her, pulling back her foreskin and massaging her bulbous, smooth tip. She was even gently thrusting herself into my fist.

I reached down and wiped a bit of spit onto my cock, getting it nice and wet. Then I pressed my tip up to her tight hole. “Ready?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said, taking a deep breath. I started pushing in. She clenched at first, groaning and squirming slightly. I held her down firmly. I used the same hand that I had on her cock to push her back into me. I sunk deeper and deeper, pushing through her clenching. I could feel her anal walls throbbing just as hard as her cock. She was tight and possibly a virgin. I knew I wasn’t going to last long.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I said.

“Please fuck me,” she said.

So I started to pump. She groaned louder and grabbed two handfuls of bed sheets, pulling them in towards her. I could feel every inch of her tight cavern—and I made sure to use every inch of my rugged cock, sliding all the way back until my tip was teasing her rim before plunging down again. I was pumping slowly at first, but it didn’t take long before I was slapping that ass repeatedly with my hard pelvis.

“Shit!” she screamed through clenched teeth. She clenched my cock again, which felt amazing. I had to bite down on my tongue so that I would end up coming in less than thirty seconds. I took my hand off of her cock so that I could feel her tits. She had implants, which were still a bit stiff, but they still felt nice. I squeezed them, making her nipples erect. She put one hand on top of mine and made me squeeze even harder.

“Fuck—you’re going to make me come,” I said.

“Pull out and come on me. I want your cum on my face,” she said.

“Okay,” I said between breaths. And I wasn’t far away—especially now that I had the image of myself coming on her face in my mind. I strained and clenched as the euphoria grew stronger and stronger. I tried to groan away the orgasm, but there was no stopping it. I pulled out and then I jumped up onto my knees as she rolled onto her back. I squeezed my cock tightly, holding my orgasm back for just one more second, and then I spewed my hot cream all over that beautiful face. A couple shots landed in her mouth, and then the rest coated her cheeks and chin. She licked up what she could reach and then she left the rest to gently dribble down her smiling face.

“That was awesome,” I said.

“We’re not done,” she said. She suddenly got into her feet, standing on that bed with her erection now just an inch from my face. “I’m close. Suck me off.”

“What?” I asked. My heart skipped a beat as my gaze lowered to that bobbing erection. I could see it throbbing. Her tip was a shade of dark red.

“I said suck me off. And then let me come on your face. C’mon—you’ll like it.”

I took a deep breath. My hands were trembling as I brought them up and wrapped my fingers around her girth. I gently pulled her foreskin back and then I leaned forward, allowing the cock into my mouth. And I felt a strange rush of excitement and relief. Sucking her cock wasn’t gross or weird like I was expecting. It felt strangely natural, and strangely satisfying. I sucked as much as I could fit in my mouth, and then I stroked what I couldn’t with a tightly clenched fist. I used the tip of my tongue to tickle the tip of her cock. It wasn’t long before I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum. “I’m close,” she said. “Don’t stop.”

So I sucked harder and jerked faster. She started to squirm slightly. Her knees were trying to buckle but she was managing to stay on her feet. “Oh God,” she said. And then she tapped on my head, signalling me to spit out her cock. The moment that cock was out of my mouth, it started spraying. I closed my eyes and winced my face away slightly, but she reached down with both hands and held it in place while he cock did the spewing alone. Her cumshot was seemingly endless, coating my face with her white, hot load. I felt it dribbling down to my chin, over my lips. It had a sweet taste to it, which I discovered when I used the tip of my tongue to wipe off my lips. I actually didn’t mind the taste.

She sunk to her knees and kissed me, tasting her own brand, rubbing our brands together. She let a little giggle slip and then the room became suddenly quiet. I could see in her eyes that she was remembering my little comment from earlier: ‘This is just a fling—okay?’ I was remembering it too. I was sad now that our romp was over, and I was sad that our band was probably going to be finished shortly as well.

I ruined everything with sex. Or did I? Was it the sex that was ruining things, or was it my commitment?

I looked down at Danni’s perfect body and then back up at her stunning face, which was just as beautiful without makeup. Why couldn’t I be with her? Why did I care if people thought I was dating a tranny, but I didn’t care if people knew I was making music with a tranny? Why did I want to be single so badly—so that I could fuck girls on the road? Was it any more fun to fuck drunk chicks than it was fucking Danni? And with Danni, it was so much more than just sex. In just a couple of weeks, she was already my best friend. We had fun together. We already had memories together. There was still so much fun to be had—fun I would never get from one hundred slutty fans out on the road.

“Just a fling, right?” she said.

“Unless you don’t want it to be,” I said.

I watched as her eyes lit up, but she remained apprehensive. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well—maybe this could be a thing,” I said. “I mean, we make great music together. Maybe we could do other stuff together too.”

Mimi didn’t leave the band because I fucked her. She left because I couldn’t commit—I was scared to commit. But with Danni, there was no fear—just excitement. I wanted to commit to her. I wanted everyone to know that we were together. And I was terrified that she just wanted our little romp to just be a fling.

“You’re saying you want to be, like, my boyfriend?” she said.

“If that’s cool,” I said. My heart was pounding.

A big smile suddenly crossed her face. “Sounds good to me,” she said. And then we kissed again. I got to taste my own cum, which wasn’t nearly as tasty as he cum. I threw her down on the bed and we made out for the next ten minutes, until our cocks were rock hard once again. Then, it was penetration time all over again. This time, she went first, bending me over while reaching around to jerk my cock. I’d never been penetrated before. It didn’t hurt like I thought it would. It was actually kind of nice—even when she came inside of me. The feeling of her cum oozing out of me was a strange feeling, but I knew that I would get used to it—I already kind of liked it.

We didn’t end up going straight home the next day. We stopped in Jasper, checking into a nice hotel with some of the money we made on the road. We didn’t have a show in Jasper—we just stopped for the memory. We went for a nice hike the next morning, and then we fucked a few yards off the path. It was a strange walk back to the car, with her cum oozing out from my asshole and filling up my undies, but again, I kind of liked it.

We talked the whole five-hour drive home that night. She stayed the night at my place and then we spent the morning jamming. I was getting a taste of what life was going to be like with Danni—and I loved it.

THE END
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