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   TRANS FOR HIRE
 
   Tanner made a bad deal with the wrong people. Now, he's in a lot of debt. $90,000 of debt, to be specific. And he doesn't have long to make it up. He's screwed.
 
   But there's a glimmer of hope. After a chance conversation with a prostitute in a bar, Tanner learns there is one way to make big money in a short period of time. Apparently, certain people will pay a lot of money to sleep with a tranny prostitute.
 
   And Tanner is desperate, willing to try anything. Even if it means getting a bit of work done and taking a few in the backdoor.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER I
 
   I was in some serious debt. And I’m not talking about student loans or mortgage debt or overdue car payments. I owed some mean people a lot of money. It was my own fault; I knew the risk I was taking when I borrowed the $90,000. I knew I was making a deal with the mafia. I knew I would end up at the bottom of the river with cement blocks tied to my feet if I didn’t pay them back. But I’d never been so confident about anything in my whole life. I had an insider—he told me the stock would double overnight. He said it was a sure thing.
 
   It wasn’t a sure thing. In four days, I lost $80,000. I took the last of my money out before it was a total loss. I had one week to pay it all back. I thought about taking it to the casino, putting it all on black. I just needed it to land on black three times in a row and I’d basically be back even. I could sell my car and empty my life savings for the last ten grand.
 
   I even walked into the casino with the last of my cash in a bag. But I stopped myself. There is about a 12% chance of landing black three times in a row. That’s an 88% chance of having some goomba curb stomp my face into the pavement. I’d never been a lucky person, and I’d taken enough risks over the past week.
 
   I thought about running, leaving town. But where could I go? I knew they would find me. It was 2016, after all. They had connections with the internet companies, the IRS, even the FBI. I wouldn’t last ten minutes.
 
   I had one week.
 
   Seven days. Five business days—as if that made any difference.
 
   From my apartment window, I could see three things: the corner where the prostitutes stood waiting for work, the bar where the prostitutes hung out between jobs, and the casino where the drunks hung out, trying to make enough money to pay for the prostitutes. I didn’t exactly live in a high end part of town.
 
   I didn’t have cable, so watching the whores was my only source of free entertainment. There was one girl who only stood out about once a week—a real bombshell. I always wondered why did it—with a body and a face like that, she could have been a model, or a movie star. Her legs—my God, her legs. I’d never paid for sex before, but if I was going to, she would be the one. 
 
   There was no chance in hell I could afford her. Men constantly pulled up to her and then drove away empty-handed. She only ever hopped into the nicest cars—the Lamborghinis, the Ferraris, the Rolls Royces. Basically, if the car wasn’t worth at least a quarter-million, she wasn’t getting in. She probably made some alright coin.
 
   Hell, even the less-attractive ladies got picked up by wealthy-enough looking men.
 
   Whenever I watched the ladies stand out on that corner, I would always see at least a couple of men stopped at red lights, shaking their heads as if they were above the sex trade. Pricks. If I had a pair of tits on my chest and a pussy between my legs, I would be down there, too. 
 
   I went down to get a drink at the bar. One of the girls sat down next to me. “What’s your name?” she asked.
 
   “Tanner,” I told her.
 
   “Looking for a date, Tanner?” she asked.
 
   I smiled and apologized. “You’re very beautiful, but I’m still trying to figure out how I’m going to pay for this drink.” She wasn’t exactly beautiful, but she was a nice enough lady. “How’s about a rain check?”
 
   “Don’t sweat it, darling,” she said, and then she paid for my drink. She looked around to make sure no one was looking, then she reached down my pants, grabbed my cock and gave it a quick massage. Hell, she knew how to work those fingers. It wasn’t even a ten second ordeal and I nearly came in the palm of her hand. “Five hundred and you can stick it anywhere you’d like,” she said as she stood up.
 
   Jesus Christ, I thought. Five hundred bucks? If she cost five hundred, what did the beauty on the street corner go for? “If you don’t mind my asking, how much do you make in a night?” I asked.
 
   “I don’t mind, sweetie. If I’m busy? Maybe three or four grand, plus tips. One night I went home with twelve stuffed in my purse.”
 
   “Twelve thousand?” I didn’t know whether or not to believe her. On a scale from one to ten, she wasn’t even a solid five. Maybe a three. She was kind of chubby, her eyes were kind of sunken, and her legs were kind of short. She also had a smell that reminded me of my late-grandmother’s retirement home.
 
   “Yeah, but I had two guys share the same backdoor that night. As far as I’m concerned, it was money well earned.”
 
   “You can fit two back there?”
 
   “Let’s just say their wallets were bigger than their cocks.”
 
   “Twelve thousand is a lot of money.” I couldn’t even imagine making that kind of money in a single night. I hardly made that money in a whole year.
 
   “Some girls make that every night—I’m not even kidding. I’m a low earner. A few of the girls make that every job. Hell, even the trannies make more than me—but to be fair, that’s a niche market.”
 
   “A niche market?”
 
   “A few clients paying a lot of money. And I mean, a lot of money. They’re into some weird stuff though. I did a job with a tranny friend of them once. The guy wanted to watch my friend fuck me in the ass. Money was good, but I don’t think I would do that again.”
 
   “Why not?” I asked.
 
   “I don’t know. I got a weird vibe from it. After I was done, the client kept the tranny around for himself. She finally came out a few hours later with a hell of a lot more money than I made. I can only image what he had her doing.”
 
   I was strangely fascinated. “What did he have her doing, do you think?”
 
   “I don’t know, but my tranny friend took a few days off after that night. She wouldn’t talk to me about it.”
 
   I loved how open the whore was about her career choice. The bartender came around and asked if I wanted another drink. I dug into my pockets and started to count my change. I only needed two dollars, but I was about fifty cents short. My new whore friends slapped down a five. “It’s on me,” she said, and then she gave me a smile that was full of pity. Then she asked me to follow her to the bathroom and she gave me a pity blowjob. 
 
   She was a pro. She pumped my dick with a ferocious elegance, and she sucked it like she wanted it. She managed to get my cock halfway down her throat without even the slightest gag. “Where do you want to come, baby?” she asked me.
 
   “Where can I come?”
 
   “Anywhere but the face. Are my tits okay?” She didn’t stop beating me off while she talked to me. There was something extremely arousing about that. “Or you can come on my ass. Your choice.”
 
   “I’ll take the tits.”
 
   Then, she did a little flicking motion with her tongue along the underside of my cock, and five seconds later I was blasting hot, sticky cum onto her big, fake tits. She made some orgasm sound effects which were convincing, but I knew they were fake. 
 
   “I would give you a tip, but…” I felt like a cheap pile of shit. I couldn’t even look her in the eyes. 
 
   “I wouldn’t be mad if you ate me out,” she said.
 
   So I did. It seemed like the least I could do. She sat down on the toilet seat, slipped off her black thong, and spread her legs. Her pussy had a natural gape to it, probably from years of constant penetration. Once my face was nestled between her plump thighs, and my nose was pressed into her pubic hair, she pulled me in with her hands and held me in place. She wasn’t letting go until I got her off. It really was the least I could do. It took about fifteen minutes, and my tongue was limp and sore by the end of it, but I got her off.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER II
 
   I didn’t sleep that night. Instead, I just stared up at my ceiling and wondered how I was going to turn $10,000 into $90,000 in one week. The casino was my last resort, I knew I had that in my back pocket if nothing else worked out. Even if I could just make $10,000 into $45,000, I would only need to hit black once—that would increase my chance of surviving the mafia from 12% to 50%. I could play those odds.
 
   But the question was still the same. Where could I make that kind of money in what was now six days? I had no ideas, aside from various ways to gamble it. Bet what I had on a hockey game, bet it all on a horse down at the track, try to count cards down at the casino. I was awful with math—I would never make it a single round trying to count cards.
 
   I laughed—I could become a tranny prostitute. I laughed at the thought for a while and then I stopped laughing. Maybe it wasn’t the dumbest idea. I only needed to make about $9,000 each night. According to my new prostitute friend, that was doable in what she called “a niche market.”
 
   I slapped myself across the face. Don’t be an idiot, Tanner. You aren’t seriously considering getting a sex change to pay off your debts, are you? I continued to think about it. It wasn’t like I needed a full sex change—I could probably get by with a half-decent set of fake tits. I could shave my legs, wax my eyebrows, spend a couple hundred bucks on some clothes and a decent wig. I’d seen some of those tranny prostitutes my whore friend was talking about. Some of them were surprisingly beautiful, but most of them looked like dudes in drag. Even they got picked up. And hell, I’d had people tell me I made a pretty man before. I bet I could pull it off.
 
   And worse case scenario, I get the implants taken out, right? 
 
   I slapped myself again, and got a drink of water. The entire notion was crazy.
 
   There was a knock at my door. There was a bluntness to the knock. A shiver ran up my spine and through the roof of my apartment. I opened the door anyway. It was an Italian-looking man in a black suit. It didn’t take me long to realize he was with the mafia. “Can I help you?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah, I’m here for the money,” he said with a bluntness to compliment his knock.
 
   “I still have six days.” I tried to close the door but he stopped it with his foot.
 
   “Well, do you have it?” he asked.
 
   “I’ll have it in six days.”
 
   “So you don’t have it.”
 
   “Maybe I do, maybe I don’t. But I’ve got six days to pay it back.” The man gave me a sour look. Then I noticed the bulge in his coat. There was a gun there and something told me the guy knew how to use it.
 
   “I’ll have the money, man, I swear.”
 
   He stared at me in a silence for a moment before turning back towards the staircase and disappearing. I didn’t have any more time to think. Every day I spent thinking was a day wasted, potential money wasted. If I was going to survive more than the next six days, I needed money, and there was only one way I could think to make it.
 
   I called a few clinics. They all had waiting lists at least three months long. So I went online to see what I could find. I was determined. When your life is on the line, you can make anything happen. You can turn shit into solid gold if you needed to—and I needed to. I found a clinic in Venezuela. Round trip flight was $1,600. The operation was $8,000 and change. I could be there and back in two days. That would leave four days to make the money—four days to make $45,000, and a hell of a lot of luck. I left for the airport. 
 
   The doctor didn’t speak a word of English, but it didn’t matter, he knew what I wanted. There were a dozen other men in the waiting room who were there for the same exact thing. I wondered how many of them were just in it for the cash, like me. They all wanted massive tits and extreme facial surgery—nose jobs, face lifts, Botox injections, and so on. They wanted to be women. I didn’t. I wanted to be a tranny, a ladyboy, a shemale. That’s where the money was—and I needed the money.
 
   I was almost a little disappointed waking up from my anaesthetic-induced slumber when I saw that the doctor did a goddamned incredible job. My tits looked like… tits. “You don’t think they look too real?” I asked the doctor. A nurse translated for me.
 
   He looked at me as if I was mentally retarded, and then gave me a shot in the arm. It was a thick needle and hurt like hell.
 
   “Ouch. What was the hell was that?” I asked.
 
   “It’s for your voice and your face hairs,” the nurse said in her thick Venezuelan accent. “New drug. Not legal in America. Should start to notice the effects in a day or two.”
 
   It was even quicker than that. As I stepped off of the plane, back on American soil, I waved at the hot little flight attendant. “See you around,” I said. I didn’t even recognize my own voice. I thought maybe I didn’t say anything, and it was someone behind me who actually spoke—but it was me, it was my voice, my new voice. Panic finally started to sink in. I was halfway to becoming a woman. I wasn’t Tanner anymore.
 
   When I stepped out from the airport, the sun was lingering on the horizon. I had four days to make that money, including today. I was tired, but I had work to do. I had money to make, and I still wasn’t ready to hit the streets. I still needed to hit up the mall. I’d never bought women’s clothes or makeup before. I needed to think like a woman. First I bought a wig. I figured, everything I’m going to buy needs to go with my hair. That’s how women think, right? The wig I got was long and strawberry blonde. 
 
   Next, I needed a dress that I could wear out on the street. I went through three stores before I found the right one, a short, tight little black number that maybe looked more like lingerie than a dress. It seemed fitting. Most of the prostitutes who stood out on the street wore nothing but lingerie, even when it was freezing out. Still, I bought a little sheer white number for the bedroom. It was the sluttiest thing in the whole mall, and it made my new tits look great, though it didn’t leave much to the imagination.
 
   At the makeup store, I bought one of everything. I had no idea what any of it did, but I would figure that out later. I also got a perfume that made me hard. I figured if it could make me hard, it would make whatever John picked me up hard. 
 
   Then I went home, and put it all together. I laid the mascara on thick, and same with the eye shadow. The lipstick took a few tries, and so did the eyeliner, but eventually, with the help of a few YouTube tutorials, I got it looking right. I took a step back and then froze.
 
   I wasn’t staring at Tanner. I was staring at a woman. A hot woman. A woman with a pretty face, a decent body, and a nice set of tits. I adjusted my tits and straightened out my dress. I looked too good. I was way hotter than the whore who gave me a freebie a few days earlier. Hell, I was maybe even on par with the luxury car whore. 
 
   “Shit,” I muttered out loud.
 
   If it wasn’t for the cock stiffening between my legs, pushing tightly against the thin fabric of my tight dress, I would have passed for a woman. Even flaccid, my bulge was hard not to notice. Good. I needed something to let people know I was still packing heat. 
 
   The sun was starting to set. It was time for me to hit the streets, to start earning some coin. I had to walk down the street a few blocks from my apartment, to the neighbourhood where the homos and trannies hung out. I needed to make sure I was targeting the right clientele. Also, I didn’t want any of my neighbours to look out and recognize me—though it was hard to care about that when my life was on the line. I stood about fifty feet down the block from another tranny whore. She kept throwing dagger-stares in my direction, as if I was killing her business—and I probably was. Seeing me next to her, no one in the right mind would have taken her. Maybe if they were on a budget.
 
   My heart was pounding relentlessly against my ribcage.
 
   Nearly an hour passed by. I asked one of the other girls for the time. “It’s ten after seven.” A few cars slowed down, and I got a handful of catcalls, but no one stopped. There was something about the catcalls that I liked, that made me feel warm inside. It was nice to know I made a hot woman, and I wasn’t just another ‘dude in drag.’
 
   Finally, a car pulled up next to me. My heart skipped a few beats and then started racing again. Despite the fact it was dark out, the driver was wearing sunglasses. I walked up and leaned into his window, like I’d seen other prostitutes doing. Then, I was silent. I didn’t know what to do next. I didn’t know the protocol. “Well?” he said.
 
   “Well what?”
 
   “You a cop?”
 
   “No way. You looking for a date?” My voice was shaken. My hands trembled. But I kept my composure.
 
   “Maybe. What are your rates?”
 
   “A thousand.”
 
   The man took a deep breath in. “Jesus, a thousand? For the whole night, maybe.”
 
   “For an hour,” I said.
 
   He was completely silent for a good ten seconds. Then, he sighed. “Okay, fine. What does that get me?”
 
   I took a moment to respond. Anxiety was overtaking my body, making me tense. I’d never been with another man before. I didn’t even know whether I could get a cock up my asshole. I had a girlfriend who would stick her finger up my ass—even that was a challenge, never mind a whole cock. “Whatever you want,” I said.
 
   “How much to just let me suck you off?” he asked. “Until you come… On my face.”
 
   I thought about it. That’s all he wanted? To suck me off? He didn’t want to stick it in my ass? He didn’t want to get off himself? “Eight hundred,” I said. Would I even be able to get off? What if he couldn’t get me off? Would he want his money back?
 
   “Alright, deal,” he said. “I know a good motel on the other end of town.” The other end of town was too far. It would be half an hour there, half an hour back. I didn’t have that kind of time to kill. 
 
   “Just pull into the alley,” I said. “You can blow me in the back of your car.”
 
   He pulled into the alley, and I hopped into the backseat. Away from the safe glow of the streetlights, I became increasingly nervous. As far as I knew, this guy was a serial killer. He could have stabbed me to death and no one would have heard a thing. I was totally alone. I didn’t even have a cell phone on me. Clumsily, he crawled over me and started to kiss my neck. He was already rock hard, I could feel his cock rubbing up against my leg. “Hey man,” I said. “If you want foreplay, that’s another hundred.”
 
   He stared at me for a moment with hollow eyes, looking slightly disappointed and slightly perplexed. Then he shrugged his shoulders and said, “Okay, fine by me.” And without warning, he pulled up my dress and tugged my panties down to my knees. His eyes lit up. “Damn, darling,” he said. “Nice package.” I had an impulse to cover myself up with my hand, but I fought the impulse back. I tried to remain confident, in control. 
 
   I’d never even had a woman look at my cock like that before, never mind a man. He was a horny fucker, obsessed with my body, obsessed with my dick. It was slightly disturbing, but also kind of nice. It was nice to feel appreciated, to feel sexy. He grabbed my flaccid dick and started to massage it between his fingers. He let out a long, deep groan, as if he’d been waiting a lifetime for that moment. My body tensed up. It was an awkward feeling, having my cock massaged by a strange man. He wasn’t exactly gentle, sometimes squeezing too hard, eliciting an “ouch” out of me.
 
   “Sorry,” he said, and he would be gentle for about five seconds before his testosterone regained control. I wasn’t getting hard. I was too nervous, too uncomfortable. He sunk down and slid my cock into his mouth. His mouth was warm and wet, and he was surprisingly agile with his tongue. But still, I remained limp. “C’mon, baby. I’m not paying eight hundred bucks to suck on a limp dick.”
 
   I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I tried to imagine a woman between my legs, sucking my dick. It was working for a moment, until he reached up and grabbed my tit. His hands were big and strong, not at all like a woman’s hands—making it increasingly difficult to image a woman. Then, I opened my eyes and looked past the man, at my own reflection in the window. The man had my dress down over my tits. All I could see in the reflection was my smoking hot body and the man’s hand fondling my tit. The sight was strangely arousing. My cock started to harden in the stranger’s mouth.
 
   He moaned a satisfying moan. It wasn’t the first dick he’d ever sucked. He was good at it. Better than most of the women I’d ever been with. As long as I kept my eyes off of his balding head, I was able to stay hard—and the man managed to get me rock solid. He finally let go of my tit and then grabbed my balls. With his other hand, he grabbed my dick, keeping his lips locked around the tip of my member. He was working me from three angles.
 
   Shit, I thought. I should be paying him for this kind of service. I could learn a thing or two from his handiwork. Less than a minute later, I gave him the warning. “I’m going to cum,” I said.
 
   The biggest grin I’d ever seen swept across his face, and he leaned back, still beating off my dick like some Mennonite butter churn. He pointed his chin upwards and lined his face up with the tip of my cock. He was ready for it. And he got it. “Holy fuck,” I muttered as cum began to blast out from my manhood, onto his face. He moaned and groaned as if he was the one having the orgasm. He even opened his mouth and let a few shots straight in. Then, his body relaxed and he sunk back into his seat, that smirk still plastered on his face.
 
   I stared at him for a moment. He wasn’t moving. “Everything okay?” I asked.
 
   He nodded slowly. “Everything’s great.” He reached into his wallet and dug out a handful of cash.
 
   “Thanks,” I said, getting out of the car before even counting the money.  I didn’t want to count it in front of him. I don’t know why, but it seemed wrong, insulting. I wanted him to enjoy his moment. I was halfway down the alley when I finally counted the money. It was more than I was expecting: $1,200. It was the most money I’d ever made in a night—and the night was only just starting. 
 
   I asked one of the other whores for the time. “It’s ten to eight,” she said. $1,200 in half an hour, and I got a blowjob. Not a bad gig, I thought. But $1,200 was nowhere near $90,000. At the pace I was going, I would need to work about 75 more gigs to break even.
 
   If I was going to make up my debt in just four nights, I needed to up my game. I needed to go for the bigger clients.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER III
 
   My second client came only thirty minutes later. I upped my rates, seeing as my last client didn’t take much convincing. I started at two thousand. He laughed and said, “Give me a break.” He came back at one thousand. “That’s more than enough, sweetheart,” he said. I considered his offer but decided to turn him down. A thousand here and a thousand there wasn’t going to get me up to ninety grand in a few days. I needed bigger. Even two grand didn’t seem big enough, but it seemed slightly more feasible.
 
   “Sorry, it’s two thousand or nothing.” 
 
   He shook his head, drove away, and then pulled back up ten minutes later. “Okay fine,” he said. “But I get to come wherever I want and I don’t want to hear you bitching about it later.” I didn’t mind my first client. He was nice enough, kind of a pushover. This guy was different. He was mean. He was an asshole. Unlike my first client, he didn’t seem to get much joy out of the experience. If anything, he acted as if it was a chore, a setback. I didn’t care—it was his money. If he wanted to sulk around and grumble under his breath, that was up to him.
 
   He pulled his car into the exact same spot as my first client. “Okay, what do you want?” I asked. He thought for a moment with a grumpy look on his face. I noticed the glimmer of his wedding band as he scratched at the stubble on his cheek. Lucky lady, I thought. 
 
   “I want a blowjob. And…” He thought for another moment. “What kind of toys do you have?”
 
   I didn’t have any, so I just shook my head and shrugged. He grumbled some profanities under his breath. “Okay, fine. I want you to stick your fingers up my ass while you suck my cock. Got it?” His face became a shade of red as he waited for a reply. I tried my best not to cringe at the idea of sticking my fingers up the man’s asshole, but I didn’t do a great job. His face became a shade of crimson and then he looked away sharply. “And maybe I want to stick my fingers in your ass. I haven’t decided yet. Can I play with your dick?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   That’s where we started. Him carefully pulling down my panties and fondling my cock. He still had that grumpy look on his face. “You’ve got a big cock for a tranny. I like that,” he said. But that permanent frown remained on his face. “Can I lick it?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   He wasn’t nearly as skilled as my previous date. He was a noisy sucker, slurping and puckering constantly. He only managed to get me half-hard, and I had to close my eyes for most of it.  “Okay, now suck mine,” he said, wiping the spit from his face. He whipped down his pants and the biggest fucking cock I’d ever seen in my life sprang out. The thing looked like it belonged on the National Geographic Channel. Even the veins were unusually thick, visibly throbbing. He wasn’t even fully hard yet. “C’mon, bitch. Suck it. I don’t have all night. My wife’s going to start calling soon. She thinks I’m out getting smokes.”
 
   I took the massive beast in my hand. It was heavy—like a third arm. I tried to curl my fingers around it, but they wouldn’t reach. The thing was just too big, made of cement or something. “I can’t get this in my mouth.”
 
   “Don’t give me that shit. I’ve had tinier whores than you take in the whole thing. Now let’s go. Suck me off.”
 
   I brought his meat to my lips and opened wide. It just wasn’t possible, not without some sort of mouth enlargement surgery. But I needed the money, so I gave it a shot, started stuffing the thing in. I managed to get the tip in, and then, with my lips stretched as thin as they would go, I got another inch in. Beyond that, the thing was too big.
 
   His body relaxed somewhat and he let out a long, deep moan. I was doing something right. I had to use my hand to satisfy the other nine inches of his cock. It was the first dick I ever sucked. It was the first dick, my own aside, that I’d ever touched. I kind of liked it—it made me feel in control. His body responded to every movement I made. Every swift stroke made him relax back. Every flick of the tongue made his legs constrict tighter around my body. When I finally got my hand around him, and a finger up his asshole, I was completely in control. I was like a puppet master. He was like my pet. 
 
   I could feel his veins throbbing against my lips. The throbbing became faster and faster, and somehow, the massive cock in my mouth started to get thicker, longer. The man reached down and grabbed my head firmly with both of his hands. Then, he started to thrust himself into my mouth, sinking his cock in deep, stretching my mouth wider than Mother Nature intended it to be stretched. He was about to come. I tried to pull his dick out, but he was locked. He let out a long, deep groan, and then I felt it—warm cum splashing against the back of my throat. I couldn’t breathe. His load never ended. Shot after shot. I was going to drown in cum.
 
   With all of my force, I pushed him back. His dick was still firing off rounds when he hit the car door, all over his lap and his car seat. Even in all of the porn I’d seen in my life, I’d never seen a man come that much. I leaned over and spat out what he’d unloaded in my mouth. It was a lot.
 
   “What the fuck?” the man shouted as he sat up and tried to wipe the cum off of his shirt.
 
   “You said on my tits, asshole. You never said in my mouth.”
 
   “I changed my mind. I think for two grand, I should get to change my mind if I want to! This shirt is ruined. What am I going to tell my wife?”
 
   “Why don’t you tell her you were cheating on her? Face-fucking a tranny whore in an alleyway?” I said.
 
   The colour drained from his face and he became silent. After a moment of stillness, he reached into his wallet and passed me a handful of cash. He opened the door for me and said nothing as I left. I counted the money in front of him. Fuck him. He didn’t leave me a tip anyway. I was up to $3,200 for the night. Still nowhere close to what I needed. 
 
   And I was exhausted. 
 
   My third client ended up being the last of the night. Like my first, all he wanted to do was suck my dick. Apparently everyone just wanted to suck a tranny’s dick. He insisted on a motel, so we went to one that was just down the street. I fell asleep before I came. I woke up with the sun blaring in through the window the next morning. He was gone, but he left me a good chunk of change—$2,500, $500 more than quoted. He also left a pool of dried cum between my tits.
 
   I took a long, hot shower and thought about what I was going to do. I’d made $5,700 in one night. Not bad for one night, but I only had three more nights to make a hell of a lot more and I hadn’t even broken even on my $10,000 investment yet. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER IV
 
   My second night on the street wasn’t much different than my first. Lots of guys wanted to suck my dick, lots of guys wanted me to suck their dick. One guy wanted to fuck my tits, which was the easiest $1,500 I’d ever made. I just sat there holding my tits together while he slid his cock up and down and eventually came all over my chin. Whatever—it was his money.
 
   I had my first ass fucking. It hurt like hell at first, but it was easy money. He leaned me over the bed and stuck it in. He wasn’t huge, so it wasn’t so bad. But by the end of it, my ass was terribly sore from him slapping it. Goddamn, did he slap the hell out of my ass—and he was a strong guy, too. He wore a condom, and he was a nice enough man—pretty hot, too. He looked like he was maybe in the military or something, like he hit the gym twice a day. Good hygiene. I couldn’t complain. He opened doors for me, bought me drinks, always asked before doing anything. And he paid three grand for what ended up being less than thirty minutes of work. Funny enough, he came back an hour later, picked me up again, and had me fuck him in the ass. Another three grand. Where the guy got that kind of money, I’ll never know—I wanted to ask, but I thought that would be rude. He asked me to jerk him off while I slammed his asshole, so I did. I hardly thrust myself into him five times before he came all over his own chest. And it felt good, pushing my dick between those muscular butt cheeks, holding onto his toned sides. I ended up coming on his cock, which he seemed to like quite a bit. He tipped me an extra five hundred and drove me back to my corner.
 
   Thanks to a full night’s sleep, I had more energy that night. I was able to handle way more clients, but I was still nowhere near making the kind of money I needed. At the end of the night, I counted everything I had from both nights. $18,000. Not bad, but not enough.
 
   My first client on my third night was a woman, which I thought was strange. She was an older woman, maybe in her fifties. She was kind of hot for an older lady, big tits, fit body. All she wanted was to hold my tits while I fucked her in the pussy. I was ecstatic when she picked me up—I was going to be paid to fuck a woman. Great. But it wasn’t so great. It wasn’t bad either. It was just mediocre. When I was with my other clients, there was an excitement, an electricity. My male clients all wanted me more than they wanted air. The woman was just another horny lady who wasn’t getting enough at home, who maybe had some lesbian tendencies she didn’t want to fully admit to. I don’t know, I’m not a goddamned psychologist. I came on her big tits. Another two thousand.
 
   When I found my way back to my street corner, I noticed a familiar woman across the street. It was the luxury whore—the drop-dead beauty who only went home with the richest men. She was smoking a cigarette, looking hot. It was the closest I’d ever been to her, and I could practically smell her perfume from across the street. It was an expensive smell, an irresistible smell. And those legs—fuck me—those legs. I was tempted to take my twenty grand and see if I could just get fifteen minutes with the siren. 
 
   I watched her closely, observing her mannerisms carefully. I wanted to see how she hooked the big clients, what she did that was so special (aside from being the most beautiful woman in the western hemisphere). A Ferrari pulled up and picked her up. She did nothing but step into the car. Not a word exchanged. Maybe he was a regular client, or maybe it was just some unspoken thing. Maybe she could smell the money, and the money could smell her. Like animals in the jungle.
 
   I was picked up just minutes later. My client’s car wasn’t as nice as a Ferrari; it was a Ford Focus. He wanted to jerk me off while I jerked him off. Sure. His grip was uncomfortably tight, and it got tighter the more I beat his dick. “I want you to come in my mouth,” he said, so I did. He swallowed, which I wasn’t expecting. “Can I come in your mouth?”
 
   “For another five hundred.” I was hoping he would go for it. Not just because I needed the extra money, but because I was curious. I wanted to know what it felt like, having a man come in my mouth (I didn’t count my first experience, which I could hardly remember because of the shock). My heart fluttered at the thought and that familiar electricity buzzed through my body. He didn’t seem too happy about the price jump. His face told me ‘no,’ but the more I whacked him off, and the closer he came to finishing, the more conflicted he looked.
 
   “Okay, fine,” he said, pulling his dick out from my hand. He stood up quickly, grabbed me by the back of the head, and pulled me in close to his crotch. “Open up,” he said through clenched teeth. Then, he came in my mouth. It wasn’t bad. It kind of tasted like pancake batter. It was warm. I swallowed, mostly because I thought it would be rude to spit it out in front of him.
 
   As he dropped me back off at the street corner, the Ferrari pulled up and dropped off the vixen. She lit up another cigarette and stood there smoking like a goddamned supermodel. I pulled out a cigarette of my own and tried to imitate her. Then the thought occurred to me, my chances of surviving had gone up drastically. I had $22,500 in my purse. That was just two consecutive wins at the roulette table. My odds of surviving were now hovering around 25%.
 
   Knowing my luck, it was nowhere near good enough.
 
   I had a few more clients that night, but overall, it was a slow night. I took a few in the ass, fucked a few in the ass, sucked a few, and got sucked by a few. I gave my last client of the night half of his money back because I felt bad. I could hardly get myself hard, and I couldn’t come. I was drained. The tap was dry. I fucked him in the ass for about fifteen minutes straight and then I gave him a hand job. He wanted cum in his ass. He didn’t get it and he looked upset about it.
 
   I went home early and slept. I had one more night, and I needed to make about sixty thousand dollars. Fifteen thousand if I felt like flipping a coin at the casino (I didn’t, but it was nice to have a last resort). I needed a miracle.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER V
 
   I hit the streets early the next night after a quick visit to the adult toy store. I got an assortment of dildos, vibrators, strap-ons, lubes—and a bunch of shit that gave me the shivers, but I wanted to be prepared. Leather harnesses, masks. I even bought a thick, foot long dildo that looked like it wouldn’t even fit in a horse. I had no intention of it going inside of me. It was my final night—I needed to maximize profits. I couldn’t miss out on any potential clients. I was out before any of the other girls. I was out before the glow of the sun had left the sky. 
 
   But still, my night was off to a slow start.
 
   In my first two hours standing out on that corner, I had one client. He wanted to fuck my tits and stick a vibrator in my ass. I let him do both. The vibrator felt good, but the guy was a little too aggressive with it, jamming it in hard and deep. I had to tell him to take it easy, and to use more lube. Thank God I bought a ton of lube—the industrial strength stuff. It smelled a bit like bleach. After I had his money and I’d cleaned the cum off of my tits, I hurried back to the street corner. There was no time to spare.
 
   My second client wanted to eat out my asshole, which probably just tasted like strong chemicals at that point. Still, he managed to beat himself to climax while his tongue was an inch down my hole.
 
   I was back out on the street corner before he even had his fly done up.
 
   But the streets were quiet. It was a weeknight—a cold weeknight. I could feel my nipples stiffening, poking out, trying to break free from my tight little dress. My whole body was freezing. The other whores weren’t even out that night—and I couldn’t blame them. But the Johns weren’t out either. It was starting to look like I was fucked.
 
   Then a set of headlights started in my direction. They grew brighter and brighter. I perked up, adjusted my tits and then I adjusted my cock. Then I saw the car. It was a Bentley—a fucking beautiful Bentley, worth probably half a million dollars. I looked around to see if the vixen was out. She wasn’t.
 
   The car slowed down as it approached me. I couldn’t tell if my shivers were from the cold or from anxiety. I needed this job. Ford Focus money wasn’t cutting it. I needed the Bentley money. The Bentley pulled up to me and the window rolled down. The driver was wearing an immaculate black suit, fitted perfectly to his athletic, tanned body. I could smell his cologne. It smelled like mahogany and money. Lots of money. “Hey beautiful,” he said in a deep, confident tone.
 
   “Hey there,” I said. Nerves were overtaking my body.
 
   “Hop in,” he said.
 
   “Don’t you want to know my rates?”
 
   He laughed. “Don’t worry about your rates.”
 
   I thought of hopping in, hoping he just wanted a blowjob—hoping, somehow, he wouldn’t notice my dick. He didn’t look like my clientele. He looked like he was cruising for a luxury escort, not a tranny whore. “I’ve got a cock,” I said reluctantly.
 
   He was silent for a moment and his expression dropped. “You’re trans?”
 
   “Yeah. You can still fuck me in the ass though.” I was speaking quickly, desperately. I didn’t want to lose the job. “I can tuck my cock between my legs if you want, you won’t even notice it.”
 
   He sat in silence for a moment. He scanned the streets, probably looking for the beauty. “You look pretty good for a trans.”
 
   I was desperate. “I can suck pretty good, too.” I regretted saying it the moment the words slipped my tongue. It made me sound like a slut, like some cheap whore. “I really need the money.” I sounded pathetic. “Please.” I hated myself. I wanted to run away and hide my face. Instead, I just stared at the man and waited desperately for a response. 
 
   After another long moment of silence, he said, “Okay. Hop in.” I did. He started to drive. The entire trip, he said nothing, and neither did I. I couldn’t get a read on him. When we drove past the city limit, I started to panic. Even in the motels and the alleyways, there was a strange sense of safety. Just being able to hear nearby traffic, see the glow of street lights—that sense of safety was gone the moment we were beyond that city limit. Everything was dark, save for the glow from the Bentley dashboard and the pocket of highway in the Bentley high beams. “You’re going to earn your pay tonight,” the man said with a smirk. My heart skipped a beat.
 
   We turned off the highway and then drove down a narrow forest road for another ten minutes. Then, we arrived at a large mansion. Four stories of windows were dark. Only one window was lit up, and there were silhouettes moving around inside. It was the biggest house I’d ever seen—if you could even call it a house. Castle was maybe a better description. The man left his car in the roundabout driveway and then led me inside. We walked down a maze of hallways and staircases and ended up in a large library room.
 
   Waiting in the room were two other men, all dressed in the most expensive suits money could buy. They were smoking cigars, and didn’t bother to stand up when they saw us enter.
 
   “We’ve got something a bit different tonight,” said the man who picked me up.
 
   “She looks alright to me,” the older looking of the two men said. He had grey hair and some grey scruff on his face.
 
   “She’s a he.”
 
   The men were silent.
 
   “She said she needs the money, so I figured we would see what she can do.”
 
   “How badly does she need the money?” the clean-shaven, younger man asked. All eyes turned to me and waited for my response.
 
   My heart stuttered and sunk into my gut. What was the worst they could do? What could they do that I hadn’t already experienced over the past few nights? “Badly,” I said. My voice was quiet, sheepish.
 
   The older man stepped up. He scanned my body. He put his hand on my side and then ran it down to my hip. “Would have fooled me,” he said. 
 
   “She did fool me,” said the man who picked me up.
 
   “Well, you are a fool, Aaron,” the older man replied with a laugh. He brought his hands to my chest and then squeezed my tits. “Impressive. Very impressive.”
 
   The younger man stepped up. “Let me feel,” he said, taking my tits and giving them a firm squeeze. I could tell right away that he was going to be rough. I could practically feel the testosterone through his grip, the way he squeezed my tits. He reached down and squeezed my butt. “Nice ass, too.” The two men continued to feel up my body. They didn’t touch my cock. They were afraid to. Whenever they got close, they retracted their hands and pretended like they were actually just reaching for my thighs or for my ass. But I could tell they were curious—the younger man especially. He was nervous. Every time he looked me in the eyes, he would look away quickly. His cheeks became red.
 
   “Okay, let’s bring her into the room,” Aaron said.
 
   We went through another set of doors into a dark room. Aaron flicked on the lights, and the room became lit by a dim orange glow. In the middle of the room was a black chair-looking thing. It almost looked like a dentists chair, but smaller. As we walked closer to it, I noticed the hand cuffs on the arm rests, and then I noticed the ropes hanging from the ceiling, tied like small nooses. “Sit down,” the older man said, motioning towards the chair.
 
   I hesitated, then thought of the money. Again—what was the worse they could do? I placed my bag down and then sat down in the chair. Aaron took my hands and cuffed them to the arm rests. The older man took my ankles and brought them up to the nooses. I could swing my legs slightly from side to side, but I was otherwise immobile, paralyzed. I was theirs to do whatever they wanted. The greying man returned to my chest again and started to fondle my tits. He pulled my dress down, letting my tits pop out, and then he bent over to suck on my nipples.
 
   “I’m not cheap,” I said. My body was trembling in fear. “Don’t you want to know my rates?”
 
   The men all laughed. “I’m sure we’ll survive.”
 
   I could feel my face becoming warm and turning red. “I’m not cheap,” I said again, sounding like a broken record.
 
   “Didn’t I tell you not to worry about the rates?” Aaron said. His suit jacket was hanging over a chair and he was undoing his dress shirt, revealing his chiselled chest.
 
   I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat.
 
   “I don’t have to remind anyone here that, what happens in the room, stays in the room. Right?” the younger man asked. His voice was shaken.
 
   “Of course,” Aaron replied. “But I picked her up, so I get to go first.” He let his pants drop, along with his boxer shorts. He was hung, and already semi-erect. He stood tall, completely confident in his body, totally comfortable being naked in front of his friends. He walked around me and pressed a button on the chair. I started to recline. He let go of the recline button once my lips were lined up with his cock. “Open that pretty mouth of yours,” he said. I did, and he slid his throbber into my mouth. “That’s right. Suck it like you want it.” I sucked it like I wanted sixty thousand dollars. 
 
   I could feel the older man’s lips still locked around my nipple, while one of his hands fondled my tit. I could feel the younger man’s hands exploring my body, getting closer and closer to my cock. Eventually, he let his fingers slip over it, and he started to rub it through my dress. He was biting his lip, staring at my chest, acting as if he wasn’t rubbing a tranny’s cock.
 
   Aaron sunk his cock deeper into my mouth. Too deep. I had the impulse to pull it out, but I’d forgotten that my hands were locked in place. He laughed when he heard the cuffs rattling. Still, he kept his member in deep.
 
   The younger man’s hand slipped under my skirt. His face was dark crimson now, and he was sweating. He grabbed my dick and started to slowly stroke it. I could feel his hand trembling. He liked it. He wanted it. I could tell he wanted to suck it. I’d seen that look a half dozen times in the past few days.
 
   I closed my eyes. The past few days, I’d liked the excitement of sleeping with strangers, fucking men. There was a harmless fun to it all. But this was different. This was uncomfortable and overwhelming. I was out in the middle of nowhere, in someone’s personal home, tied to a sex chair, with three strange men having their way with me—three men who didn’t give a fuck about my comfort, my well-being, or my feelings. These were society’s elite—men who could make any of their problems disappear with money. Problems which maybe even included dead hookers. 
 
   Aaron’s cock sunk down into my throat. I gagged. I couldn’t breathe. But he held it in place.
 
   The younger man started to fondle my balls. His breathing was shallow, sporadic. He wanted to suck my cock so badly, but he was afraid—afraid his friends would think he was gay. Maybe he was afraid I would think he was gay. Maybe he didn’t want that getting out. How far would he go to make sure that didn’t get out? 
 
   Aaron slipped his cock out from my mouth and I took a deep breath in. I coughed and gagged. None of the men cared. “Move,” Aaron said to the younger man, who obeyed the command. It was obvious Aaron was the leader of the pack, probably the owner of the car, of the house, of the crazy fucking sex room. He pulled my dress up and ripped my panties off of my body with a swift tug. He looked down at my cock and smiled. “Nice dick,” he said.
 
   Before I could respond, the older man grabbed my head and turned it onto its side. His cock was out, hard, and ready to be inside of my mouth. I opened up and a second later, I was sucking his dick. Thankfully, he was insurmountably more gentle than Aaron. But the kid was next, and he was shaking, hardly able to contain his boiling testosterone. The older man was the calm before the storm.
 
   I felt Aaron push his cock into my asshole. He let it sink in slowly, waited a moment for me to relax, for me to un-pucker my hole. I closed my eyes and took a breath. The sooner he got going, the sooner it would all be over. I felt my asshole unclench, and he started to slide his slick cock in and out.
 
   “She knows how to take a cock,” Aaron laughed. I could feel everything—every vein, every ridge, every throb—everything. 
 
   I kept my eyes closed. The older man slipped his cock out and I took another series of deep breaths. Then, my eyes still closed, I felt a thick, bulbous tip press up against my lips. I opened my eyes. It was the kid. He was rock-hard, and big, like a lead pipe. I could practically see the blood and adrenaline surging through the veins of his cock. “Open up,” he said with a coy voice. I opened my mouth wide and he crammed his throbber in. He grabbed the back of my head with a tight grip and started to fuck my face like it was a hole in his parent’s couch. I could feel my mascara running down my face. I couldn’t breathe. I was starting to become faint.
 
   “Let’s make her earn her rate,” the older man said with a  laugh. Then, I felt the tip of his cock press up against my asshole. But Aaron was still inside. I looked down my body. He wasn’t waiting for Aaron to finish. He was joining in.
 
   It was impossible, I thought. My asshole would never stretch enough for two cocks.
 
   I was wrong.
 
   Somehow, the older man managed to squeeze the tip of his cock in. Fuck, it hurt. I screamed out loud.
 
   Slowly, the older man pushed himself in deeper. Aaron continued to thrust in and out, completely unphased by the fact he was rubbing his dick up against his friend’s. I had two full cocks in my asshole. I was wincing in pain. My whole body was tense. I rolled my head from side to side, trying to fight away the pain, but it was hopeless. “Is she okay?” the older man asked.
 
   “She’s fine. She needs the money.” I could see Aaron smirking out of the corner of my eye.
 
   The older man hesitated, then started to slide in and out, opposite his friend. I could feel my asshole stretching out, probably permanently. The kid grabbed my head, held it firm, and stuck his giant cock back into my mouth.
 
   Three. That was the number of cocks I had in my body. I couldn’t breathe. The faintness returned. The room started to become white and the pain began to disappear. I was going numb. Maybe I was dying. 
 
   I lost consciousness. For how long, I have no idea. A few seconds? A minute? A few minutes?
 
   When I came back to, there was no cock in my mouth, but the two men were still fucking me in the asshole. I could hardly feel a thing. The younger man was straddling me, his ass planted on my belly. “If you won’t suck me off, at least jerk me off,” he said. I hadn’t realized until that moment that one of my hands had been freed. Probably while I was out cold.
 
   I wanted to tear his throat out. Of all the clients I’d had, he was the most ruthless, the most selfish. The rich, spoiled little shit. He was lucky I didn’t tear his dick off of his body. I took his cock and started to jerk him off. I gripped him tight, channelling a lot of my anger into his manhood. “Take it easy,” he said.
 
   “Suck my dick,” I said.
 
   “What the fuck did you just say?”
 
   “I said, suck my dick. I know you fucking want to. Just suck it.”
 
   He stared at me for a moment, his face a dark shade of red. Then, he turned around, slid back, and bent over, lining his asshole up with my face. I could feel him lifting up my dick, and then I could feel it sliding into his mouth. I was right. He did want it. And judging by the way he was sucking it, like his goddamned life depended on it, he loved it. After a minute of ferocious sucking, he resurfaced. “Finger my asshole,” he said, and then his lips locked with my cock again. I followed the order, and stuck two of my fingers as far up his ass as I could. He moaned a muffled moan.
 
   The two cocks in my asshole were hitting a sweet spot just perfectly, sending jolts of euphoria surging through my body. My legs started to tremble uncontrollably. My whole body felt like it was lifting up into the air, weightless. The kid had my whole cock in his mouth, half of it in his throat. I was about to come. I decided not to warn the spoiled little prick.
 
   I came in his throat. I was hoping it would piss him off, but instead he moaned as if he was the one coming.
 
   “Shit,” Aaron said, and I knew already what was about to happen. I could feel one of the cocks in my ass swelling up, picking up intensity, slamming down harder. He was about to come. He didn’t pull out, and I could feel my asshole filling up with his warm juice. The older man wasn’t too far behind. Before Aaron even finished, he started coming. There were two massive loads deep in my asshole, being held in place by two massive cocks.
 
   They pulled out in unison, and the massive load of warm, white, sticky cum poured out. Aaron stumbled back, the kid remained slumped over my body. Everyone in the room took a few minutes to catch their breath and gather their composure before muttering a word. My asshole hurt. My head hurt from lack of oxygen. My wrists hurt from pulling against the handcuffs. Everything hurt. 
 
   The men seemed satisfied. Thank God, I thought. It was all over. Once Aaron was able to stand upright, he unlocked my cuffs and released my ankles. It took me a minute to stand up. Cum was still pouring down my legs, still trickling out of my asshole.
 
   “What do we owe you?” Aaron asked, walking over to a desk.
 
   “Sixty thousand,” I said without missing a beat.
 
   “Sixty thousand dollars? Jesus—that’s a lot of dough.”
 
   “I tried to tell you my rates. You told me not to worry about the rates.” I became quickly defensive. I was done for the night. There was no way I could handle another client. I probably wouldn’t be able to handle another client for another week. And my debt was due in the morning. I wasn’t leaving that mansion until I got my sixty grand. 
 
   Aaron laughed. “Okay, fair enough.” He pulled a wad of bills out from his desk and handed them to me. “I’ll give you a ride home.”
 
   The weight of the money was surprising, like the cash was made out of cement—or maybe my arms were just tired from subconsciously tugging against the cuffs. I didn’t count it in front of him. I didn’t even count it when he dropped me off, back at the street corner. I waited until I got home. Sixty grand is a lot of money, and I wasn’t exactly in the best part of town. There was street scum that would have killed for that money. I’m sure there were regular people out there that would have kill for a wad of cash like that. It was like I’d made two years worth of pay in a couple of hours. Yet somehow, my ass still sore, thinking of both of those dicks lodged way up my hole, it seemed well-deserved.
 
   When I got home, I counted it. There was ninety thousand dollars in that wad of cash. Exactly the amount I needed the pay off my debt. It was as if Aaron knew. Was it possible? Was Aaron part of the mafia? He didn’t look like a mobster—but who did these days?
 
   I was still in my work outfit when the goomba came to collect my debt. I was even still in makeup. I didn’t give a shit what he knew or thought. In a way, I was proud of what I’d done, what I’d managed to accomplish. So what if I made the money sucking dick and taking it in the ass?
 
   He didn’t say anything as he took the money. He did check me out though, and it seemed as if he liked what he saw. He left in silence.
 
   After he left, I got a phone call. 
 
   It was my insider friend, the guy who gave me the tip on the bum stock. He was ecstatic, over the moon. “Tanner—you there, buddy?” he said speaking quickly, as if he’d just done six lines of cocaine. “You there?”
 
   “I’m here. What is it?” I wanted to tell him what I’d gone through because of him, how little I’d slept over the past week, how many dicks I’d put into my body. I decided to keep quiet. It wasn’t his fault as much as it was my fault. I took the risk. I decided to go to the mob for the money. All he did was give me a tip—although he did say it was a sure thing, the prick.
 
   “The stock—it exploded overnight. I told you it was good. Did I not tell you it was good? We’re fucking rich, buddy.”
 
   I was silent. My heart sank into my gut. “How rich?” I managed to ask through the lump in my throat.
 
   “It was at four dollars when we bought in, yeah?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “It’s up to eighty now, and still climbing.” It was up twenty-fold. My $80,000 investment was up to 1.6 million. The thirty thousand dollar tip I’d made the night before suddenly seemed like nothing.
 
   “Are you fucking with me?”
 
   “No. It’s at Eighty-one now. Still climbing!” Another twenty grand. “We’re rich!” I’d never even heard that kind of excitement out of a child.
 
   I cashed out my earnings and booked the next available flight to Venezuela. I could finally go back to my real life, my life as Tanner. Except it would be better than ever. For once in my life, I had money. I wouldn’t have to whore myself out. I wouldn’t have to make deals with the mafia. I was free from everything and everyone. But when I got to the airport, I hesitated. I kind of liked being a woman. I liked the way men swooned over me, complimented me, held doors open for me. For once I didn’t feel invisible.
 
   Still, I got on the flight. 
 
   And two weeks later, when I returned to America, I was a different person. I wasn’t a T-girl anymore. I was a full-blown woman. I decided to get the full operation. The hormones, the vagina, the laser hair removal—everything. The doctor did a bang up job, too.
 
   It wasn’t even an hour into my flight home and I’d joined the mile-high club. A handsome man ate me out in the bathroom. I don’t know how that doctor did it, but that tongue felt incredible. For a moment, I was on another dimension.
 
   I was happy. Life was looking bright. Brighter than it ever had before.
 
   THE END
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