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TRAP HOTEL

Chris was nineteen and visiting London when he accidentally checked into what he thought was a hotel. When he came out from his shower, there was a young, beautiful brunette waiting for him on his bed—and she had a lot more to offer than just a hole.

After thirteen years, Chris isn’t sure if the London experience was real or just a dream—but a day doesn’t go by that he doesn’t think about that night. Now, for the first time in thirteen years, Chris is being sent back to London for work. He has to track down a famous footballer for an interview, and his hunt might just bring him to some familiar places.


CHAPTER I

It was 2006 and I was nineteen years old, thousands of miles away from my home, and all alone.

I had big dreams, like every nineteen-year-old guy. I wanted to see the world. I wanted to absorb every culture I could. I felt like life was zipping by quickly, and if I wasn’t careful, I would miss my chance to see everything—and I was determined to see everything.

My first stop was London. It was the first plane I’d ever been on for more than two hours: New York City to London. I spent the whole flight daydreaming about the approaching hours. In my mind, I was already meeting great travel partners who would be splitting a hostel with me—those same guys would become my best friends. In my head, everyone was so nice to me. They all saw the Canadian flag on my backpack and thought that I was a top-notch bloke. I couldn’t wait for my dream to become a reality… And then I stepped off the plane.

There was no kindness. No one was excited like me. Everyone was in a rush, zipping by me, bumping into me while I tried to find the baggage claim. No one came up to chat with me—and no one noticed the Canadian flag on my backpack. I walked up to one young man who had a large hiking bag on his back. I figured he was like me: a traveller of the world. I gently tapped him and said, “Excuse me, are you a backpacker?”

He turned and looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Don’t touch me, mate,” he said. I was frightened and crushed. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. He wasn’t at all like the friendly backpackers of my daydreams.

My bag didn’t come down with the rest of them. I waited an hour before walking over to the lost bag line. It took another hour to reach the front of that line, and then it nearly took an hour to fill out all of the lost baggage paperwork. By the time I was out on the street, it was dark. The cab into the city was way more expensive than I’d anticipated—and it didn’t help that I’d forgotten to convert my money. I was lucky that the cab driver accepted my Canadian cash (after a bit of begging). By the time I was downtown, I was feeling completely defeated. I walked around looking for a hostel, thinking there would be one on every street corner, but I found nothing. My legs were starting to ache and my eyes were becoming heavy.

I found myself wandering into the darker end of town, far from where the cab driver dropped me off. I wanted to ask a local to point me in the direction of a hostel, but the people on the street now were frightening—especially to a nineteen-year-old boy who was away from his parents for the first time in his life.

What was I thinking? Or better yet: what were my parents thinking? Why would they let me go out into such a scary world? Why didn’t they warn me? Why didn’t they tell me that the world was filled with unfriendly, frightening people? I thought that trait was exclusive to my hometown.

I was exhausted and already considering the option of heading back to the airport and buying a ticket back home. I was almost ready to accept the hit—a few thousand bucks for nothing, except for a very cruel lesson about life.

But the airport was far away and there were no cabs buzzing around the area I was in now. My phone was dead so I couldn’t call for a cab, and I had a feeling cabs wouldn’t come to that dingy corner of the town I’d accidentally stumbled into.

I was tired. I hadn’t planned on staying in a single hotel during what was supposed to be a yearlong backpacking adventure. But I needed somewhere to sleep, and somewhere to charge my phone, so I could gather myself and create some sort of plan. And thankfully, a moment before I gave up hope completely, I saw a glowing sign that simply read ‘HOTEL’.

I didn’t even realize that it was 1:30 AM until I saw the clock above the hotel’s front desk. It was warm inside. The smell of the Chinese food restaurant next door was overpowering: a bit off putting while also making me realize I hadn’t eaten anything since the small bag of pretzels I ate on the plane.

I rang the little bell, and then I waited, looking around at the old art on the walls. It appeared to be old Soviet art, with lots of reds and lots of pictures of Lenin. I wondered if I was in some sort of communist joint, or if they just got a really good bulk discount around 1992.

The wallpaper was a dark red colour, and the wood wainscoting also had a cherry tinge to it. The place reminded me of a horror movie, though I couldn’t remember exactly which one.

“Hello,” a woman said with a British accent. I jumped slightly, nearly shrieking like a young child, taking a quick breath of air into my lungs.

“Sorry—it’s been a long day,” I said. I smiled awkwardly.

She looked me up and down and then she asked, “Are you here for the night, or just for an hour?”

The question took me by surprise. I assumed it was a British thing. My innocent mind didn’t immediately put the pieces together. “I need a room for the night,” I said.

“It’s one-hundred and fifty per night,” she said.

“What is that in Canadian dollars? Unfortunately, that’s all I have,” I said.

She stared at me for a moment with a cool smile on her face. “Let’s say two-hundred,” she said. It was a lot more than I thought it was going to be—especially since I was expecting to pay around ten bucks for a hostel, and I was already hoping to have found someone to split a room with. But I was feeling depleted and desperate, so I took the offer. At least she was willing to accept my Canadian dollars.

So I dug out ten twenties and handed them over. I watched those bills as she tucked them away into a drawer. It was hard to watch. That should have been enough for nearly a month of hostel hopping. I guess I should have planned my trip better.

Then she handed me a key. “It’s the second room on your left once you’re up the stairs.” She pointed towards the staircase. I turned around and took a step. Then she said, “Wait.”

I stopped. “What is it?” I asked.

“Don’t you want to look at the menu?” she said.

My stomach grumbled on cue. But I had a feeling I wouldn’t be able to afford the food, seeing as the room was already twenty times my budget. So I had to just smile and shake my head. “I’m okay,” I said.

“Do you just want us to surprise you?” she asked.

“I’m sorry. What do you mean?”

“You’ve already paid for it.”

“Oh, I see,” I said. Apparently hotels in England were more all-inclusive than I realized. Maybe that explained the hefty price. The room came with a dinner, and probably a breakfast as well. “Just whatever you’ve got is fine.”

“Are you sure?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “It’s late. I don’t want to be a nuisance.” I didn’t want them to go and wake up the chef just because I wanted the steak instead of the chicken. Sure, I was paying a lot of money, but I also didn’t want to be rude. If there was just something they could toss in the microwave, that was okay with me.

So I went up to my room and I went straight into the shower. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as the warm water poured down my body. Already, the stress of the day was washing away. Maybe this trip wasn’t going to be such a disaster. Sure, it started off on a bad foot, but I just needed to gather myself and go into the next day with a plan. I would get a good sleep and then make a plan with a fully charged phone. I could ask the front desk to print out directions to the nearest hostels, and then I could spend the day scoping them out, so I didn’t end up wandering the dark streets yet again.

I showered for a long time—nearly thirty minutes. I was tired, but that warm water just felt so good as it washed down my sore muscles. I heard my door open and then close, and I assumed it was the hotel dropping off that complimentary meal. I thought it was a bit weird that they would open my door without knocking, but I tried not to get too worked up about it. Maybe it was just a cultural thing. I hardly knew anything about the English culture, after all. I wanted to be a man of the world, but I wasn’t a man of the world just yet.

So I ended my shower and towelled myself off. I stared at myself in the foggy mirror, and then I stretched out my arms and yawned. I was ready for bed.

I stepped out from the bathroom and took two steps towards my bed, and then I saw the woman lying on my bed, clad in lingerie, staring right at me. I yelped and quickly covered my exposed cock with both of my hands. “Oh my God,” I said. “I’m so sorry.” I quickly reached for one of the clean towels on the small shelf next to me. Using one hand, I awkwardly unravelled it and wrapped it around my body. I must have had the wrong room—or maybe she accidentally sent me up to the wrong room.

But why wasn’t the girl just as startled as me? Why wasn’t she shocked to see a stranger coming out from her bathroom? Why wasn’t she covering herself up? Her lingerie was slightly see-thru. I could see her perky nipples and even her soft mane of pubic hair above her closed thighs. I looked around, trying to figure out what was happening. Was she in shock? Was she about to scream at any second?


CHAPTER II

I carefully bent over and picked up my small pile of clothes. “I’ll just get dressed and then I’ll get out of here,” I said. “I’m really so sorry.”

Now the girl’s eyes were narrowed. “Is something wrong? Do you want me to put on a different outfit?” she said.

“What?” I said, stuttering slightly.

“If you’d prefer a blonde, I can put on a blonde wig. Marissa said that you had no preference,” she said.

“Marissa? Who’s Marissa?”

“My boss,” she said, still with those confused, narrowed eyes.

And finally, my naïve brain put the pieces together. I wasn’t at an ordinary hotel. I was at a brothel. I’d paid two hundred dollars to spend the night with a prostitute. This wasn’t my room, it was her room. Was it illegal to hire a prostitute in London? Was I breaking the law without even realizing it? What if this was a sting operation? How would I explain this to my parents? If I ended up being arrested just hours after leaving home, my parents would never let me leave the house again! “I’m sorry—there’s been some sort of confusion. I’m just looking for a room. Not even a room—just a bed—somewhere to sleep.”

“Don’t you want to sleep with me?” she asked. She ran a gentle finger slowly from her thigh, up to her chest. Then she gently cupped her breast and pulled until her fingers were curled around her nipple. I found myself staring, but I looked away quickly as blood rushed into my face.

I didn’t know what to say. I was rendered speechless: overwhelmed and afraid. She was very pretty, with her long dark hair and her tight lingerie. She had nice curves, and big, gorgeous eyes. She was much prettier than the girls I went to high school with, and those were the only girls I knew—the only girls I’d ever talked to. I was a virgin. I’d never had sex before. I’d never even seen a prostitute before, unless you count the ones who stagger around downtown Toronto, high on various brain-melting drugs, with red welts all over their bony bodies. This girl wasn’t bony: she was curvy and soft. Her skin glowed and her eyes sparkled.

“It’s okay. We’ll have fun,” she said. She cupped her breast again and pulled until those fingers were curled around that perky nipple. A warm shiver buzzed through my body. “I promise I’m clean.”

“I—I thought this was a hotel,” I said.

She giggled. She had a cute giggle, though I could tell that she didn’t believe me. And it probably was a hard claim to believe. We weren’t exactly in the hotel part of town. “Come lay with me. And take off the towel.”

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” I said, stuttering again. I forced a smile. I could feel that my cheeks were dark red. I wanted to grab my bag and get out of that hotel fast, even if it meant sleeping on the street for the night until McDonalds was open, so that I could charge my phone at one of their free charging stations.

“You’ll like it. Just come lay with me and relax. You don’t have to do anything.”

My heart was pounding—and I knew it was pounding because I was actually considering her offer. Maybe it was my exhaustion, but she was beautiful, and I knew that I would never in my life sleep with a girl as beautiful as her. So if I was going to lose my virginity, why not lose it with a gorgeous babe? My exhausted mind wasn’t properly considering that fact that she was a prostitute, and that I would live for the rest of my life knowing that I lost my virginity to a prostitute. Or maybe it was considering that fact, hence the ruthlessly pounding heart.

“I don’t know,” I said.

She gently patted the spot in front of her. I remained frozen for a moment, biting down on the edge of my tongue. I took a deep breath and considered the positives. Assuming she was telling the truth, she was clean. And I could see that she was beautiful. And the bed was real and it looked comfortable. If I did go ahead and sleep with the whore, then I had a bed to sleep on, which meant no more wandering aimlessly around town. And I had already paid, so I didn’t have much left to lose, aside from my virginity and my dignity.

I stepped towards the bed. She could probably see my heart pounding against my ribcage—and maybe she could hear it too. I sat down gently on the edge of the bed and then I looked into her big, shining eyes. I forced a smile. She smiled back, and then I looked away for a reason I couldn’t understand. I took a deep breath again.

Then she put a hand on my thigh. “Don’t be nervous,” she said. “Are you a virgin?

I nodded my head awkwardly, and then I immediately regretted my stupid honesty. I bit down on my tongue, wishing I could backtrack, but it was too late.

“I’ll make sure this is a nice memory for you,” she said. Then she took the edge of my towel and folded it away from my lap, exposing my cock. I closed my eyes, terrified. I felt her hand slip up my thigh, cupping my ball sack, and then pulling gently the same way she pulled on her perky tit, until her fingers were curled around my shaft. When I opened my eyes, she was leaning forward, bending down, slipping her lips around my flaccid shaft. She started sucking.

And just like that, my virginity was fluttering away. For a moment I felt nauseous, and then I felt excited, and then I felt what I can only describe as dread. I looked down at her lace-clad back. She had a few cute beauty marks, and lots of freckles on her shoulders. I pressed my hand against the bare skin of her upper back. Her body was warm and soft. A shudder ran through me.

Now I found myself worrying that she would think that I was small. What if I was the smallest she’d ever been with? Was I small? I measured my erection once, and it was six inches. At school we learned that six inches was average, but what if that was just the school system trying to make people like me feel better?

And what if I came in her mouth after just a minute or two? It already felt so good—so much better than jerking off. She stroked my length while she sucked my tip, and then she pulled her hand away to dip her head down completely, pushing her nose into my pubic bone and sinking my shaft into her throat. She didn’t gag. Her mouth was warm and wet and perfect. I groaned and flexed the muscles in my legs in an attempt to fight away the euphoria, which was coming way too quickly. I remembered again that I was with a prostitute, and that I wasn’t exactly in the clearest state of mind.

“Maybe we shouldn’t do this,” I said.

But she ignored me. She kept sucking, bobbing her head faster and faster. Her tongue moved with goddess-like precision. The tip of her tongue tickled the tip of my shaft, making my whole body tense up with hot ecstasy. I groaned and squirmed.

“That feels really good,” I said, trying to warn her that things were moving along a little bit too quickly for my inexperienced self. “Maybe too good.” I laughed nervously.

She slowly sat up, slipping my cock out from her mouth. She looked up into my eyes with a glowing smile. “Do you want to suck mine for a minute or two?” she asked.

“Suck yours?” I said. My heart skipped a beat.

Then I looked down as she spread her legs. She reached her slim fingers into her lingerie bottoms and dug out a semi-erect penis. I became a statue of fear. My mouth slowly opened as a coldness swept through all of the nerves in my body. That nausea returned to my stomach. “Is that—is that a cock?”

She let that cute giggle slip again. “What do you mean? Of course it is,” she said.

“Is it real?”

“Why don’t you go down and find out?” she said.

“I—I’m straight. I thought you were—I thought you were a girl.”

She giggled and shook her head. “That’s not very tolerant of you, is it?” She said it with a big, cute grin. But now her cute face was just confusing and terrifying. How could she be so cute? How did she have such a small, curvy body? How were her eyes so big? Where did those perky tits come from? Were they fake?

And that’s when I realized a biological man had just sucked my cock—nearly to orgasm. Had I let her go on for another minute, I would have expelled my first cumshot into another human being—and it would have been into the mouth of a biological man. “What’s wrong?” she said.

“I thought you—I thought you had a pussy,” I said.

“I assure you my back door feels even better,” she said with a big smile. “You paid for a night with a trap, sweetie. This is a trap hotel.”

“A trap hotel?” I said.

She nodded her head with a precious smile. It was 2006, long before the term ‘trap’ was being commonly used, even on the dark corners of the Internet. I’d never met a transgender before—I’d never even heard the term transgender. Sure, I’d heard ‘transsexual’, but I always thought that a transsexual was just a gimmicky thing at the weirder bars in town. I didn’t know that there were men legitimately turning themselves into women.

“Just relax and let’s have some fun. No one will ever find out about this. And I promise you won’t ever regret it,” she said. And that was a big promise to make. How could I not regret it? It was my virginity—and my innocence. I knew that a day wouldn’t go by that I didn’t think about this moment—and maybe that damage had already been done. So what was I supposed to do?

She reached out and gently slipped her hand behind my head. Then she carefully pulled my head forward, forcing me to bend over. I didn’t resist, even though I wanted to. She bent me over more and more until my face was inches away from her cock. I just remained frozen, staring at her long, curved shaft. She reached down and slipped her free hand around her shaft. Then she pulled her tip up to my lips. “Open your mouth,” she said.

And for some reason, I followed the command. I opened my lips and she pushed her semi-erect cock into my mouth.


CHAPTER III

I had to close my eyes. My mind was already racing with more emotions than I could process—though I could easily identify the regret. No nineteen-year-old boy wants to live knowing that he once sucked a cock—yet there I was, sucking and bobbing my head. She was big—bigger than me by a considerable amount, which made me feel embarrassment on top of all those other emotions.

I could feel her shaft hardening. It was so hot, and so rigid. But strangely, it had a feminine smell and even a slight rose taste, which just added to the confusion. But what made me more confused than anything was the throbbing erection between my legs; it just wouldn’t go away. It continued to throb, as if I was still on the verge of an orgasm—as if one little touch would make my cock spew cum all over myself and that bed. Why wasn’t that euphoria dissipating? Why did it still feel so good?

“You’re so good at that,” she said—and that statement didn’t help the confusion that was growing inside of my gut. Was I good, or was she just saying it in some strange attempt to help me relax? “I think you’re going to make me come.”

My heart stuttered. Did she just say that she was going to come? Was she going to come in my mouth? Would I be able to live with myself after an experience like that? Or had that ship already sailed?

“Keep going,” she said with an elated sigh. “Don’t stop.” She slipped a hand onto the back of my head to hold me from sitting up. She wrapped her other hand around the base of her shaft, to keep it pointed directly into my mouth. She was gently thrusting her hips, rising off the bed so her cock would plunge further into my throat. I was doing my best not to gag. I could feel her shaft bloating up and twitching. It was hotter than ever now. I could even feel one of her veins pulsing.

She groaned loudly and pushed my head down hard, so that my nose was pressed hard into her lace-clad pelvis. “Oh my God,” she said with her thick British accent. Then I felt a blast—and then another, and then another. I closed my throat and tensed up. I could feel that warm slime pooling in my mouth. I could feel her cock pulsing with each blast, unloading a heavy cumshot in my mouth. There was a lot of cum—far more than I was expecting, though I wasn’t sure I was actually expecting any at all.

When she finally released my head, I opened my mouth and let the cum fall out. I had no intention of swallowing it, so I just let it pour down her cock and pool on her tight lingerie. I wiped my lips with my wrist, but I tried not to look too disgusted so I wouldn’t offend her. She looked down at her shaft and giggled. She grabbed her shaft from the base, making sure lots of her cum was in her hand, and then she pulled that cum up to her tip, coating her shaft with her own load. It was disgusting to me at the time, but also mesmerizing. My cock was suddenly harder than it had ever been before. I had the strangest urge to bend over and suck that cum off, to get another taste, but I fought that urge away. It was unwanted and probably mistaken.

She rolled over, showing me her pretty bum. She reached back and pulled her lingerie to the side, exposing her tight asshole. She let it pucker, as if to draw me in. I watched as it opened and closed. I didn’t know a person could control their asshole like that. Then she looked back at me with that cute smile. “Well? Don’t you want to fuck me?”

I stood up on my knees and walked in close. I put a hand down on her bare ass and felt her smooth skin. Then I reached down and grabbed my cock firmly, getting ready to line it up with her tight hole. My heart stuttered and my body shuddered. I watched that hole pucker again, and then I leaned in close.

Then suddenly, I came. My cock didn’t make it inside. The overwhelming arousal was just too much to handle. My cock started to spew hot, white cum all over her tush. She gasped, and then she started giggling, making me feel humiliated. My cum ran down her pretty fishnet-clad thighs. I squeezed my cock firmly, groaning with a combination of pleasure and embarrassment. I don’t think I’d ever come so much in my life—which was impressive, considering I hardly touched my shaft.

She turned around and planted a gentle kiss on my lips before springing up to her feet. “That was cute,” she said, looking down at her legs, which were now stained with long white streaks.

“I’m so sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be sorry. I’m flattered,” she said. “And look how much cum you made. I’ve never seen so much cum in my life!”

“I’m sorry,” I said again, but I wasn’t even sure why I was saying it.

“I’m just going to get washed up, and then we can fool around a bit more—if you want,” she said.

I nodded my head slowly. Then I watched her as she walked sensually into the bathroom, closing the door behind her. I rolled over and stared up at the ceiling. My heart was still pounding and my mind was still racing. Did that all really just happen? Did I really just suck a tranny off? Did I really just come all over her ass without even putting it inside of her? Maybe that was for the best—maybe it was a good thing that I still technically had my virginity. Maybe I wouldn’t remember all of this like I thought that I would. It was already starting to seem like a dream that was about to end at any moment.

My exhaustion suddenly caught up with me. I’d been awake for nearly thirty stressful hours, so I decided I would just close my eyes for one minute while my whore got herself cleaned up. Then, I figured that maybe it would be fun to fool around with her a little bit. Maybe I would stick my cock into that puckering asshole. Maybe I would officially lose my virginity.

And then I fell asleep. When I woke up, the room was bright and I was alone in that bed with the blanket pulled up to my chin. It took a moment to realize I wasn’t in my bed back home in Toronto. When that realization finally occurred, I sprung up with a gasp and looked around. I saw the clock on the wall, which read 11:20 AM. Just below that clock was a sign that read, ‘Checkout is at 11:30 AM’. So I quickly got dressed and gathered my things and went down to the lobby. I put my key down on the desk but I didn’t bother to ring the bell. I just wanted to get out of there before the police came swooping in to arrest every man in every room. Marissa already had my cash, so I figured there was nothing left to settle. I slipped out quickly and carefully, and then I started walking down the road without looking back—and I went two dozen blocks before I finally even considered turning to look back.

I found a café with free Internet. I bought a coffee and then I looked up some hostels. I spent an hour planning out the rest of my day. Then, when I emerged from that café, I couldn’t even remember which direction that ‘trap hotel’ was in. A strange feeling washed over me as I realized I wouldn’t be able to find it again, even if I wanted to—and thankfully, I didn’t want to find it again. I wanted to think that it was all just a strange dream, and it was already starting to seem like it might have been a strange dream. I had no proof that the place existed—not even a receipt or a business card. Maybe it was just an exhaustion-induced nightmare. Maybe that pretty tranny never really existed. Maybe Marissa never existed. Maybe I spent the night sleeping in an alleyway and I was just too tired to remember.

But if it was real, then it was by far the strangest experience I had during my yearlong backpacking trip. I met lots of people over the next year, and I ended up losing my virginity to a pretty blonde in Sweden. I walked world famous hiking trails and saw some of the most famous museums on the planet. Then, in 2007, I finally ran out of money, so I went back home to Toronto to start school and eventually start a career.

And just as I expected on that first night in London, a day didn’t go by where I didn’t think about that little romp with that pretty transgender prostitute in that trap hotel.


CHAPTER IV

I managed to land a decent job as a sports writer after finishing my master’s degree at college. It wasn’t exactly the literary dream job I was hoping for, but the hours were good and the pay was better. I was assigned to write about Toronto’s soccer team for one of the biggest papers in town. I got free tickets to all of the games, which would have been pretty great if I’d been a big soccer fan. Though I have to admit, over the next couple of years, the sport grew on me.

I moved up quickly, first just writing for the local team, and then writing for the whole MLS soccer league. It was in 2018 when I was promoted to an editing position for the sports section, and the paper started sending me all over the world to cover major soccer games. I got to interview some of the most famous soccer players on the planet, and I got prime seats to games where crappy seats cost over five hundred bucks. The paper would give me pairs of tickets so that I could bring a guest, so I always had a stellar date in my back pocket. I would bring girls down to the locker rooms after the games, and maybe it was the sight of the ripped soccer players, but by the end of the night, my dates were always begging to be plugged and filled.

I fucked one girl who made me wear a David Beckham jersey she happened to own. She had me fuck her from behind while she screamed, “Oh, David! Oh, David! Fuck me harder!” I have to admit: it was a bit awkward, but she was wild and her pussy was tight, so I wasn’t about to complain.

It was in 2019 when I got a call from my boss. “Turn on your TV,” he said. So I turned on my television, which was already tuned to the sports channel.

“What is it?” I asked, as a commercial was playing.

“Just watch!” he said.

The commercial ended and Sports Centre returned. “We’re just getting confirmation from Chelsea F.C. now,” the reporter said. “Chaz Munroe has been signed for a four year contract. We’re still trying to get the details of the contract.”

“What the hell?” I said. “Why did I not hear about this?”

“No one heard about it. It’s just breaking. The deal was done in secret. Our guy in London isn’t answering his phone. I don’t even think he’s awake, goddamnit,” my boss said.

“Chaz has not made himself available for an interview, but we’ll let you all know every detail as soon as we know it.”

“We need to get that interview first,” said my boss. “Get on a plane and get that interview. You know Chaz, right? You’ve interviewed him before, haven’t you? Get that fucking interview!” I’d never heard my boss so worked up before—but he was rightfully worked up. Chaz was the hottest rising star in the sport, and this was a massive move, from Uruguay to England without any warning. Chelsea was already a hot team, and they were already skirting close to their cap, which meant they got Chaz for a good deal.

So I jumped to my feet and I started stuffing clothes into a bag. I had to get to London before it was too late. I quickly looked up the next flight. It was set to depart in two hours, so I had to be fast. I didn’t even bother to pack a stowaway bag. As I ran to the elevator, I called a cab and told them it was urgent. That cab was already waiting for me when I ran out from my building. “To the airport—quick!” I said. I only had twenty minutes before I had to wait an additional two hours for the next flight—and by then, it could have been too late.

I squirmed in my seat, trying desperate to get a hold of one of my Premiere League contacts, so I could schedule an interview as soon as I was on British soil—but all the lines were busy. Apparently my contacts were also other reporters’ contacts. I finally got through to a bookie who sometimes gave me reliable rumours. “No one’s getting through to Chaz. I heard he’s already in the city. I even heard they’re going to have him play in the next game.”

“Where is he staying?”

“I don’t know where he’s staying, but your best bet is Rosewood Hotel. That’s where the organization puts up most of their high-tier clients.”

So I called the Rosewood to book a room. The cheapest room they had was twelve hundred bucks per night, but it wasn’t my money—it was the paper’s money, and the paper desperately wanted an interview. I wasn’t going to get that interview unless I could get within the same walls as Chaz Monroe.

We were five minutes away from the airport when it occurred to me that I hadn’t been back to London since my big backpacking trip when I was nineteen years old. I suddenly remembered those classic London streets, and the warm glow of the heritage buildings at night. And then I remembered that first night I spent in London. I remembered the dingy alleyways and that glowing ‘HOTEL’ sign. I remembered the prostitute with her long, hard cock, plunging into my mouth and filling me with her hot cum. I remembered her long, smooth legs, coated with long strands of white cum. I remembered the sound of her cute giggling as I came all over her round bum.

“Sir?” the cab driver said.

I snapped back to reality and realized we were at the airport. “Oh shit. Thank you.” I tossed two twenties at him and then I jumped out of the cab, not even waiting for the fifteen dollars in change that he owed me. He could keep it—I didn’t have time to wait.

I managed to make it into the gate as the flight was boarding. I had a one-way ticket, seeing as I had no idea when I would be able to get that interview. I had a feeling that my boss was going to want me to stay in London until I got it—even if that meant staying for a whole month. I called my boss to let him know that I was successfully on my way to London to get that interview. “You’re a life saver, Chris,” he said to me.

Once I was on my seat, the memories from that trap hotel returned to my head. It was so long over—over a decade—but I could still remember my night in that red-tinged brothel as if it happened earlier that day. The details were still so vivid in my mind: the Soviet pictures in the lobby, the cherry wood on the walls, the floral lace lingerie that tightly hugged that beautiful prostitute’s amazing curves. Maybe that trap hotel was still there. Maybe that girl was still working at that hotel.


CHAPTER V

I checked into the Rosewood Hotel in London. It was already late—almost midnight—around the same time I was wandering the streets over a decade before. Except this was a much nicer part of town. Luxury cars lined the side of the road, and the air smelled like money wherever I turned. It was probably the nicest hotel I’d ever stayed in.

I leaned over and quietly asked the front desk clerk, “Do you know if Chaz Monroe is staying here?”

She stared into my eyes for a moment before shaking her head. “I’m not allowed to say, sir.”

“So he is staying here? You know who he is, right?” I asked.

And she was silent for another moment. “I really can’t say who is and isn’t staying here. I could lose my job.”

“Blink twice if he’s staying here. I promise I won’t tell anyone that you told me.” I watched her eyes closely, but she didn’t blink. She just stared at me with wide, seemingly frightened eyes. Maybe she wanted to tell me, or maybe she really was terrified of losing her job. It was a large hotel with many rooms. If Chaz was in there, I was going to need a good tip. I couldn’t just go knocking on all of the doors until I found him—unless that’s what my boss wanted me to do.

I went up to my room, which was surprisingly small for the price. It had a nice view of downtown London, and the bed was outrageously comfortable. But for the price of that one night in that one room, I could have stayed at that trap hotel for an entire week—assuming it was even a real place and not just a dream I once had a long time ago.

I went to take a shower. While I was in the shower, I heard a subtle thud—possibly someone pulling a heavy suitcase into the room next to me, or possibly a well-hung prostitute letting herself into my suite for the night. I was slightly disappointed when I poked my head out from the bathroom and saw that my room was empty.

After my shower, I knew that I should have been putting all of my effort into trying to track down Chaz. I still had a number of contacts to call, including an old friend who now worked for Chelsea FC in the media department. But instead, I found myself on my laptop, looking at a map of London, trying to figure out which part of town I was in on that day, so many years ago. I used Google’s Street View to look at a number of grungy streets. But I had no idea if that street was still grungy. Maybe it had been cleaned up over the past thirteen years.

I tried searching for hotels, and then I searched through the many results that appeared on the map. But none of the names sounded familiar, and there certainly weren’t any hotels that were simply called ‘HOTEL’.

I hadn’t been with a trap since that night at the trap hotel, but there were many times I thought about it, especially over the past few years, when transgenderism started to become more mainstream. It was 2013 when I was sitting at a bar with some classmates and I overheard a conversation at a nearby table between two girls: a brunette and a blonde. The blonde had a funny voice, and it turned out that she was a trap. She was telling her friend about some of the side effects of her hormone therapy. A few of my friends overheard the conversation and giggled like children. After the two girls got up and migrated over to the dance floor, my friends started to mock the blonde. “She doesn’t even look a little bit like a girl,” one of my friends said.

“Not even close,” said another.

I nodded my head in agreement, but that’s not how I felt. I found myself staring at the girl while she danced, trying to see what my friends saw—though I was becoming increasingly convinced that they were just lying to protect their fragile egos. Sure, she had a few masculine characteristics, like the voice, and her shoulders were maybe a bit more broad than her female counterparts, but she was kind of cute—and she was still taking hormones, so maybe her transition wasn’t complete quite yet.

My friends ended up getting drunk and drifting in different directions. The blonde was still in the bar, still dancing with her friend, still getting a bit drunker with each passing hour. Our eyes met at one point and I thought about making a quick move. And then my heart started pounding the same way it did when I was in the trap brothel in London. A cold, nervous sweat formed on the back of my neck. I never got this way with women. In fact, I was good with women. My friends were always asking me where I found my confidence, and I never knew what to tell them. It was easy to get up and chat up a lady. But the thought of approaching the blonde trap made my joints swell and stiffen. A lump formed in my throat and incoherent words jumbled up in my brain. I became something less than a pimply teenager.

After a few more drinks I gathered the courage to approach her. She was alone at the bar when I stepped up next to her. I could feel the warmth radiating off of her body and I could smell her sweet, childish perfume. She looked over at me with her big flashing eyes, and then she broke the ice by simply saying, “Hi there.”

And that frozen terror returned. I opened my mouth but no words came out. I was suddenly worried that my friends were all staring at me. I didn’t want them going around telling everyone that I was hitting on a tranny—and I certainly didn’t want them going around and telling everyone that I took home a tranny. I stared into her eyes for a moment longer, and then I said, “Hi.” I looked away, and then I walked away a moment later, not even bothering to get a drink. I left that bar embarrassed and confused. It wasn’t until I was out on the cold street that I began to wonder why I even approached the trap to begin with. Did I really want to take her home? Did I really want to relive my London experience?

There were many days where I felt grateful that my cock never went into that transgender prostitute in that London brothel. I could still say that I’d never fucked a man. Though I never forgot the feeling of that shaft hardening in my mouth, so maybe my bragging right wasn’t so much to be proud of.

My phone rang. I snapped back into reality and looked up at the clock. It was now 2:00 AM. “This is Chris,” I said, picking up the phone.

“Have you managed to reach Chaz yet?” my boss asked me.

“Not yet. It’s 2:00 AM,” I said.

“Well it’s 10:00 PM in Uruguay, and he’s probably still on Uruguay time. So keep trying.”

“I’m doing my best,” I said. “I think I’m in the same hotel as him. I’m almost positive.”

“Then go and find him. Go wait by the ice machine or something. I just heard that the Toronto Star is in London now, so we need to beat them to that interview.”

“Got it,” I said. “I’ll go look around for him.” So that’s what I did. I quietly slipped out from my hotel room and I started to aimlessly wander the hallways of the large hotel. I knew that I wasn’t going to find him, but I was hoping that I would run into someone else who might have seen him. If he was in that hotel, then there was surely someone who could point me in the right direction—even if I had to pay off some young pool cleaner.

My floor was completely desolate, and so was the floor above me. I skipped the next few floors, assuming Chaz would be at the top of the building if he were going to be anywhere. My key card didn’t work in the elevator to bring me to the top floor, so I had to climb the stairs. It was a long climb, but it was nice to work my legs after a long flight.

The top floor only had a few rooms: two on one end of the building and two on the other. With my hands buried in my pockets, I sauntered towards one end. Below one door was a tray of discarded food from someone’s room service. There was a receipt under a plate, so I picked it up and looked for a name. ‘Klein’ was the name on the receipt. I tried to think if there was a Klein in the Chelsea FC organization. The room was likely not in Chaz’s name at all—but I couldn’t think of any Klein, so I turned around and started towards the other end of the hall.

Then one of the doors at the other end of the hallway suddenly opened. I stopped and turned towards a painting on the wall, pretending to admire it, even though it was very ordinary.

Three beautiful women emerged from that hotel suite, giggling as they swayed drunkenly in their high heels. I looked over casually and saw that they were dressed in little more than lingerie. The girl in the middle was hardly wearing anything, and her bra was see-thru, so I could see her perky nipples and the complete contour of her breasts. She looked at me and then looked away dismissively, as if I didn’t even exist.

The girls came closer to me on their way to the elevator. “I told you he was gay,” said one of the girls to the others in a thick British accent.

“I’m so disappointed,” said another. “But I guess we can’t really complain.” I noticed her holding up a small wad of cash—in case it wasn’t already obvious that the girls were escorts.

I turned around slowly. One of the girls looked back at me with a strange look on her face. “What do you want?” she asked.

“Whose room is that down there?” I asked.

The girls laughed at my ridiculous question. “Sorry, mate. We signed NDAs—we can’t say nothing.” They laughed again as they turned towards the elevator.

“I’ll pay you to tell me. If it’s who I think it is, I’ll give you each a hundred bucks,” I said.

The girls all turned back to me. This time they weren’t laughing. “If it’s who you think it is? And what if it’s not?” one girl asked.

“Then I could care less,” I said. “I’m just looking for one person. It’s actually very important.”

“If it’s very important, you can afford more than three hundred pounds.”

“Okay. Two hundred pounds each,” I said. “Six hundred total.”

They laughed. “My hourly is three hundred,” said the girl with the blatantly see-thru bra. “Make it four hundred each and we’ll come to your room and tell you whatever you want to hear, and maybe we’ll even give you a bonus.” She giggled, looking over at her friend.

I bit down on the edge of my lip. “I’ve got the cash,” I said, reaching for my wallet. “Just tell me who’s in there.”

“If you tell anyone that we told you—we know some scary guys, mate. They’ll find you. We signed NDAs, you know.”

“I just need to know who’s in the room,” I said. “Here’s nine hundred pounds. So who is it?”

The girls looked at one another. “Chaz Monroe. Ever heard of him? He’s a soccer player. And guess what? He’s gay. He couldn’t even get it up. Waste of an hour, if you ask me.” The girl took the money from my hand before I could even confirm that it was what I wanted to hear. “So for three hundred more pounds, the three of us will suck your dick. Want to go back to your room?”

The offer was tempting, but I couldn’t waste my golden opportunity. I could see that Chaz’s light was still on in his suite, meaning he was still awake. This was my chance to get that golden interview. This was my chance to make my boss proud. An interview of this scale would almost certainly translate into a hefty raise. It would be the kind of interview that would sit at the top of my resume.

“I’m going to pass for now, ladies. Thanks for your help.” I brushed by the girls, leaving them confused and giggling.

I walked up to the door and I took a deep breath. I had to be careful. I didn’t want to annoy Chaz. I didn’t want him calling the hotel’s security and having me removed from the premises. I couldn’t embarrass him. I couldn’t have him know that a group of disappointed prostituted pointed me in his direction after signing non-disclosure agreements. But I had to get that interview, so I knocked on his door.


CHAPTER VI

It was a minute before he answered. He was in a hotel robe, wearing a pair of big sunglasses even though the light was dim, and he hardly opened his door more than two inches. “What is it?” he said in a low voice.

“Hi Chaz, I’m not sure if you remember me. I’ve interviewed you a couple of times in the past.”

“You’re a reporter? It’s almost 3:00 AM. What the fuck are you doing here?”

“Sorry, but I was just really hoping to get a quick interview.”

“An interview? At 3:00 AM? Are you fucking high?” he said.

“I know it’s crazy. But—well—I don’t really have a good excuse, to be honest. My boss sent me here from Toronto, and I haven’t slept really in the past thirty hours trying to find you.”

“How did you find me?” he asked.

I bit down on the edge of my tongue, trying to quickly concoct a lie. “A hotel guest tweeted that you were here. I figured you were up on the top floor, so I knocked on all of the doors. Please just give me a quick interview. It would really mean the world to me.” I forced my biggest smile, feeling very little hope swelling inside of me. So I was shocked when he sighed and then turned around and walked back into his room, leaving that door open for me.

I hesitated before entering, not sure if it really was an invite to step in. But when I stepped in, he didn’t stop me. He was already at the bar, pouring himself a drink.

“I’ll let you interview me under one condition,” he said.

“What’s that?” I already had my notepad and pen out.

“You don’t publish anything I tell you until Friday morning.” It was Wednesday night—or Thursday morning, technically. “I’m doing a press junket on Friday. If you publish before then, my manager will fry me.”

“Are you going to be doing any other interviews before then? It would really be a shame to hold of on publishing, and then another interview pops up on another site.”

“No. I’m not even supposed to be leaving this hotel room until Friday morning. You’re lucky to be here, so if I read any headlines about anything I tell you, I’ll use my own contacts to get you canned—got it?”

I nodded my head quickly. “Nothing goes out until Friday morning—got it.”

“I’m serious. You won’t write about sports another day in your life.”

“I won’t even send this to my boss until Friday morning—I promise.”

“Okay,” he said, looking me up and down carefully, as if he was still deciding whether or not he could trust me. “So what do you want to know?”

I cleared my throat and then I took a deep breath. “Has the trade been confirmed? Are you really a member of Chelsea FC?”

He nodded his head. “I signed the papers a few hours ago. It’s a six-year deal, fifteen mil per year. I’ll play my first game on Saturday.”

I jotted down every word. My handwriting was a mess, but I could read it. “How long has this deal been in the works?” I asked.

“Two months. I secretly asked for a trade back in April.”

“Any idea how Chelsea is going to fit you into the cap?”

He nodded his head and took a long sip from his drink. “Bolsovichev is going to Uruguay, and Kraus is going back to Germany. That’s all going to be dropped on Friday.”

I scribbled the news down fast. It was big news. Bolsovichev and Kraus were major players. I asked every question that came to my mind, and I was shocked when Chaz answered every single one of them. It wasn’t until my tenth question that I realized he was drunk, and I’d practically won the lottery. He even admitted that he wanted to leave Uruguay because his coach was on his nerves and he thought that the GM was incompetent. I had a feeling he was going to regret telling me all of this—and Chelsea FC was probably going to have a stern conversation once our article went out—but at least I got everything I could have wanted, plus more.

“Is that it? Can I go to bed now?” he asked. He took one last, long sip from his drink. He placed it down next to a series of empty glasses: all his own. He swayed slightly.

I nodded my head quickly. “I have everything I need. Thank you so much for this.” I stood up. “Seriously—it means so much.” I turned and started towards the door.

Then he stopped me. “Wait,” he said. “Did a bunch of whores tell you I was in here?” He was starting to slur his words slightly.

I hesitated. I bit down on my tongue and then I awkwardly told him the truth. “Yeah.”

“What else did they tell you?”

I shrugged my shoulders after a moment of awkward silence. “Nothing I care about. I’m only going to publish what you told me here.”

“They tell you that I’m gay?” he asked.

I remained silent, biting down hard on my tongue as I tried to keep my poker face on. “I can’t even remember to be honest,” I lied.

“It’s not true,” he said. “I’m not gay. They just weren’t my type.”

I nodded my head. “I didn’t believe them anyway.”

“You know, there’s a hotel here in London. It’s hard to find, but it will change your life. I’m going there now. They have girls there… You wouldn’t believe the girls they have there.”

My heart stammered as a cool buzz crept down my spine. “What kind of girls?” I asked.

“Girls that have more than your usual whores. Tell anyone I told you about this and I’ll make sure your career ends.”

I nodded my head quickly. “Where is this place?” I asked.

“Why? So you can get a picture of me going inside? I don’t think so, man. You people are such sharks. You know I can’t even take the regular elevator up and down here? I have to take the service elevator down to the bottom of the parking garage, just to avoid you and your cameras. Do you know how annoying that is? I go to the hotel every night, and I have to be so careful because this entire place is crawling with people just like you.”

I had no idea why he was telling me what he was telling me—though I suspected he didn’t know either. He was just drunk and rambling at this point.

“I’m really not looking to get a picture of you going to this hotel. But maybe I’ll check the place out for myself. Where is it?” I asked.

He shook his head slowly. “You know what? Forget I even told you. Why are you still standing there? You got your interview, now get the hell out of here. And don’t you dare publish anything about those whores. They’re stupid girls and they don’t know what the hell they’re talking about.”

“Thank you, Chaz. I really appreciate everything. I slipped out from his room and went straight to the stairwell. My heart was pounding. I got exactly what I came for: that golden interview. But now I couldn’t do anything with it. I couldn’t even tell my boss that I had it because I knew he would immediately throw me under the bus and publish it within minutes of receiving it. I had to keep it a secret until Friday morning. I only had to wait until 12:01 AM—that was technically Friday morning, so Chaz couldn’t be angry—but I had to wait. So now, I had to kill twenty-four hours.


CHAPTER VII

It wasn’t even 9:00 AM the next morning and I already had my article typed out and carefully edited. I have to admit: I was tempted to send it off to my boss, just to ensure that we got the story first. At one point I even had the article attached to an email, ready to be sent. But I didn’t press that send button. I had to be a man of my word. I had to keep my integrity and trust that Chaz wasn’t going around giving drunken interviews to every reporter who asked for one.

I spent the next few hours scouring the Internet, making sure no new news was dropping. I found lots of speculation—particularly concerning the details of Chaz’s rumoured trade deal. No one was correct. For some reason, all of the experts were predicting a four-year deal at twelve million. I wasn’t sure how they were landing on that number—I suppose they assumed Chelsea FC would be keeping their star roster. With every article I read, I found myself so tempted to send my article to my boss so it could be published. I knew it was going to be trending news, posted on millions of Facebook and Twitter accounts. And my name would be there at the top of the article. I was already grinning thinking about it. It would almost certainly be the most popular article I’d ever written.

I had my television tuned into the sports network. I had my computer playing another sports network in the background, and I had my radio tuned to sports radio. I felt like a schizophrenic, listening to so many different news streams at once. And all of them were constantly speculating on the big Chelsea FC trade.

It was noon when I decided I needed to get away from all the noise. It was hard to pull myself away from my computer, and I had no idea how I was going to kill another twelve hours—until I stepped out onto the street and I suddenly remembered what Chaz told me before I left his hotel suite: ‘You know, there’s a hotel here in London. It’s hard to find, but it will change your life.’ I had a feeling I knew exactly which hotel he was talking about.

And it was surreal, hearing him mention it aloud. For so many years, I’d been half-convinced that the hotel wasn’t real, that I’d simply dreamed it up. And maybe that was still the case. Maybe Chaz was talking about another hotel—some high-class brothel for the rich. Surely he couldn’t have been talking about some scuzzy brothel filled with hot traps, right?

I was surprised by how much I recognized as I sauntered around the London streets. I hadn’t been in that city for thirteen years, but so much was still the same. I even recognized one of the buildings I stayed in for a week—where I met a guy who was now one of my best friends.

It was nice walking around London now as an adult, with a proper bank account filled with money. Before, so much of the city was pointlessly off limits. But now, I could walk into just about any store and I could eat at just about any restaurant—and not just the cheapest food carts I could find. And with the paper’s credit card at my disposal, the city really was my own personal playground.

But instead of wandering through the ritzy London streets, I found myself heading towards that grungy end of town, where I spent a single night thirteen years before. I didn’t recognize much, but some things hadn’t changed. Most of the buildings were cleaned up, but on every block was an old, grimy brick wall, seemingly immune to the rampant gentrification.

I zigzagged through the streets, hoping to spot that plain ‘HOTEL’ sign that I saw on that first ever night away from my home. My heart started pounding as I felt its presence drawing closer and closer. But after hours of going up and down roads, I found nothing. I stopped and looked around and wondered if I was even on the correct side of the city—or if there even was a correct side of the city.

London is a massive city—especially to a visitor. The streets were seemingly endless in every direction. It was quickly becoming obvious that I wasn’t going to find that brothel—at least not by myself. But I knew someone who went to the brothel every night after the rest of the city went to sleep. So if I was going to have any chance of finding it, I knew I was going to have to follow Chaz Monroe.

My heart was in a constant pounding state for the rest of the day while I thought about my little scheme. I knew Chaz went to the trap brothel every night, and I knew how Chaz got in and out from the hotel. I also knew that he always waited until very late before going, so I was going to have to wait until very late before I could go myself.

So right at midnight, I went down to the very bottom of the parking garage and I began my stakeout. Earlier that day, I rented a car just for the occasion. I made sure to get a small black vehicle with headlights that could be toggled on and off. It was a hybrid car: nice and quiet, so that I could follow Chaz inconspicuously. I had a bit of espionage experience from a stakeout I did a couple years before, when I was the first person to interview Erik Karlsson after his trade to San Jose. Though with Erik Karlsson, there were no tranny prostitutes or secret brothels.

I only had my phone to keep me entertained. I had a good view of the service elevator—the only one that went all the way up to the top floor. I made sure to hold my phone down low enough so I wouldn’t block my own view of those heavy metal doors. It was 1:30 AM when those doors opened.

My heart fluttered quickly in my chest. I sunk down and turned off my phone quickly. I was wearing all black, to blend in with the black seats. I even had a black hat pulled over most of my face, with my collar pulled up past my nose. From the safety of my little car, I watched as one of the hotel security guards stepped out and lit up a cigarette. I did my best not to move over the next five minutes while he slowly puffed smoke and checked his phone for messages.

Once he was gone, I finally relaxed. I looked at the clock and started to worry that Chaz was going to skip a night. It was my final night in London, and I wasn’t thrilled about the idea of wasting it in a dark parking garage.

The Sudoku game on my phone was starting to become repetitive and tedious, so I put it away. I read through a tourism brochure that someone left in the rental car, and then I mindlessly dug through the glove box, hoping to find something to eat up another five minutes or so. There was a half-finished children’s colouring book deep in the glove box. I reached in to pull it out, and then I heard the dull motors of the elevator doors whirring. I looked up and saw Chaz stepping out carefully, looking around to ensure the parking garage wasn’t filled with more people like me.

I sunk down quickly, tugging my collar up over my face and holding my breath, as if I was worried that Chaz would be able to hear my breathing. I even closed my eyes for the next thirty seconds, worried the glare off of my eyeballs would snag his attention. When I finally opened my eyes, he was already halfway across the parking garage, headed towards a small black sedan that was way below his pay grade—clearly a car he rented to remain under the radar. He slipped into the driver’s seat and then fired it up. He pulled out slowly, keeping his headlights off. Once he was around the corner and out of sight, I did the same thing. I had to follow him from a far distance, which meant losing sight of him from time to time. But I knew if I tipped him off, he would end up veering off course, either to try and lose me or to bail on going to the trap hotel altogether. I wasn’t about to take any risks.

I circled up the many floors of the parking garage, catching very short glimpses of his car at each floor. When I finally pulled out from beneath the ground, I had to strain to see that his car had taken a left. He was already nearly three blocks away—but thankfully he was the only car on the street, so he wasn’t too hard to spot. I kept about two blocks between us. Whenever he hit a red light, I would simply pull over, never getting closer than an entire block. I had to run a few red lights to avoid losing him, but thankfully our cars were the only cars on the road.

For a moment, I started to become convinced that he’d spotted me, as he was taking seemingly random turns throughout the city, as if he was trying to see if I would do the same. And there were turns where I considered bailing, worried he would realize who was behind the wheel of my car and then follow through with his threat to have me removed from the world of sports. But my fears began to flutter away when he turned down a particularly grungy street that brought vivid memories back to me.

It was the street from thirteen years ago—unchanged in every way. Even the rusty cars parked along the side of the road looked like the same ones that were there when I was a nineteen-year-old backpacker. I brought my car to a stop as he turned down a dingy alleyway. I didn’t need him anymore, as I could see the faint glow of that old ‘HOTEL’ sign in the distance.

So it wasn’t just a crazy dream. The Trap Hotel was a real place, and I was finally back.


CHAPTER VIII

I had to sit in my car for the longest hour of my life. I couldn’t go into the Trap Hotel just yet and risk being seen by Chaz Monroe, and I figured he would only be paying for a single hour, rather than a whole night, seeing as he was likely planning on being back at his proper hotel long before sunrise.

I wanted to go inside. I wanted to see if it was exactly as I remembered it, with the old Soviet paintings and the various shades of red all over the walls. I could see red-tinted light emanating from one of the upstairs windows. Instead of a proper curtain, a red sheet was hung in front of that window, in case it wasn’t obvious enough that the place was a brothel.

And looking at it now, I couldn’t believe that I thought it was just a regular hotel back when I was nineteen. I really was naïve. I really was an oblivious little virgin.

I looked at the clock. Forty-five minutes had already passed. In fifteen minutes, I was going to go inside. But for what? Was I really planning on hiring a prostitute? Was I really going to sleep with a transgender? Did I honestly think that was a good idea?

I could still remember my girl from thirteen years before. She was beautiful—or was she? Maybe I just thought she was beautiful because I was naïve, exhausted, and inexperienced. Maybe I would see that same girl now and suddenly regret that night over a decade ago. Maybe her manliness would be obvious: big shoulders, unappealing stubble on her legs, receding hairline, messy makeup… Was I better off turning around and going home? Maybe this was my chance to snap a picture of Chaz for a truly great headline. My boss would certainly love me if I had proof that Chaz Monroe was seeing transgender prostitutes on a nightly basis.

But I made a promise. I told Chaz that I was just going to run with the information he gave me permission to run with. I wasn’t looking to tank his career or his reputation. I didn’t want him to have a taste of what they dragged Tiger Woods through. He was nice enough to give me a very important interview, so the least I could do was keep his love for tranny whores a secret.

The light went off upstairs. I could only assume that Chaz was finished and on his way out. I looked down at the clock. It was 3:25 AM now. In a few hours, the sun would be up. In just over five hours, Chaz would be starting his press junket, so I had to be back at the hotel soon so I could send my article over to my boss.

But first, I wanted to go inside. I just had to see it with my own eyes. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to sleep properly if I simply turned back now. I would always wonder what was really happening within those walls.

So I stepped out from my car, still with my baseball cap tilted over my eyes. I jotted across the road with my hands buried in my pockets. I approached the front door of the brothel slowly, looking around to ensure I didn’t have a spy of my own on my back. I reached for the handle and could already feel the heat emanating from inside. My heart throbbed and stuttered and begged me to turned around—but I ignored it and went inside.

Everything was just as I remembered it: the soviet paintings, the cherry wood, the old red rugs, and the dim sconces on the walls. The place smelled like cheap massage oils and discount perfume. I had to fight back the urge to laugh at my innocent past self. How could I have truly thought this was a normal hotel?

I was slow as I approached the counter. I looked at the bell, but I was too afraid to ring it—afraid of drawing attention to the illegal activity I was about to undertake. I could hear heeled footsteps upstairs: probably some well-hung girl heading to the bathroom to clean Chaz’s hot load out from her tight asshole. Or maybe Chaz was the one who had to clean cum out from his asshole. The prostitutes at the hotel did say that he was gay, after all. I wasn’t about to judge. I was standing in a tranny brothel, after all.

That strange urge came back: the urge to prioritize my career over my word. I had my camera phone in my pocket. If Chaz was still inside, I could easily snap a photo of him and make a million dollars from some tabloid company. Then I could tell myself that I wasn’t at that brothel to hire a tranny prostitute—but I was actually there to do my job. And there was nothing humiliating about being in a brothel to get a million dollar photo—right?

I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone. I turned on the camera and then I slipped it back into my pocket, so that I could easily pull it out and snap a shot with the fastest moment’s notice. Then I started to creep towards the back door. I gently pushed it open and poked my head out into the alleyway. Chaz’s car was still parked between two dumpsters, which meant he was still inside—probably upstairs, getting himself cleaned up. Maybe I would get lucky and get a photo of him with one of the well-endowed girls.

So I started climbing the stairs slowly, keeping one hand in my pocket, on my camera phone. I took a deep breath before I reached the top of the stairs. I was still overwhelmed by how unchanged that brothel was.

At the top of the stairs I looked around. I saw a glowing underneath the door at the end of the hallway. The other rooms were dark, so I could only assume Chaz was in that room with a hooker. I crept towards the door—but I couldn’t just throw the door open and jump in. I had to be more careful than that. I had to wait for him to come out.

Next to me was the room I stayed in so many years before. I figured it would be the perfect place to hide while I waited for Chaz to emerge from his room, so I slipped in. The room was dark, so I turned on a small lamp that sat on top of a dresser. The light was dim—just how I remembered it. I looked over at the bed, and I was pretty sure that the sheets hadn’t even changed in thirteen years. The smell of sex was powerful in this room.

I looked over at the bathroom, where I took that oblivious shower. My memories of that night were so powerfully vivid now. It was hard to believe that thirteen years had gone by since that night.

I had the urge to walk over to the bed, where I had my cock sucked for the first time—and where I sucked my first and only cock. My heart rose up into my throat as I reached down and felt the soft satin duvet cover. And then I felt my face turning red as I remembered coming all over that trap’s ass, before I even got my cock into her body. Though maybe that was for the best.

For some reason I had the urge to bend over and smell the sheets, even though I had a good feeling many men (and women) had ejaculated onto those sheets—not to mention all the sweat and God knows whatever else. As I held that sheet up to my face, the door behind me suddenly opened.

I spun around and then I froze as my gaze landed on a woman, clad in elegant lacy lingerie. She had her dark hair tied into a loose bun on the top of her head. Her eyes widened. “Oh—I’m sorry. I didn’t realize I had a client,” she said. And the sound of that voice made my joints lock. My heart plunged into my stomach. It was the same girl from thirteen years before—but now she was thirteen years older—no longer a barely legal teenager. She was still quite pretty, only with a few lines around her eyes. I could remember everything about her, right down to the taste of her cock.

I tried to reply, but I couldn’t muster up any words.

“I just need one minute to freshen up. Is that okay?” she asked.

I still couldn’t respond. I couldn’t even nod my head. She smiled and then she slipped over to the bathroom, closing the door behind her. It was my chance to escape, but for some reason I wasn’t moving. I was paralyzed with fear—or maybe I was paralyzed with something else.

I looked up at that door. I knew I needed to move. I just needed to walk down that hallway, open that door at the end of the hall, snap a quick photo, and then make a run for my car. It would take one minute—two minutes at the very most. So why wasn’t I moving? Why was I just standing there?

I heard the trap whore turn off the sink in the bathroom. Then I heard her heels clicking towards the door. I still had a few seconds to escape before the situation became awkward—but still, my body refused to move. And I was starting to worry that a part of me was looking to continue where I left off thirteen years before.


CHAPTER IX

She came out from the bathroom and stopped in the same spot she stood in before. She looked at me with a warm smile. “Nervous?” she asked.

I had to play along. I couldn’t let her know that I’d snuck in, or that I hadn’t paid, or that I was just there to get a picture of another client. Or was that why I was there? Now, I couldn’t figure out what I was doing. So I just nodded my head.

“First time?” she asked.

I wasn’t sure whether to nod my head or shake it. So I just remained still. She started walking towards me: one foot in front of the other, the way a model would walk down a runway. She reached her gentle hands out and put them on my shoulders. “I can be gentle if you want,” she said. “But something tells me you don’t want that.”

My mouth felt dry. It didn’t help that I couldn’t seem to force myself to close my mouth. I could smell her strong perfume now. She was wearing the same one when she was a teen. That smell alone was enough to make my pants tight. I squirmed slightly and managed to force a small smile. “I’ve been here before, actually,” I said.

“Oh really?” she said. “And you came back to try out a different girl?” She ran her hands down from my shoulders to my hips. Then she took one hand and brought it forward, to my crotch. She began to tease the tip of my cock with the tip of her pointer finger. I couldn’t even figure out how she managed to locate the tip of my cock through my pants. Maybe it was just a skill that a prostitute develops over time.

“I was with you, actually,” I said after a short moment. Her teasing felt good, but I didn’t want it to. This time, I knew that she was biologically male. I knew that there was a cock hidden impressively in her tight lingerie.

“With me?” she said. “I’m sorry—I usually remember all of my clients. Maybe take that hat off so I can see your face better.”

She reached up for my hat. I was tempted to stop her, but my mind was too preoccupied trying to figure out what was happening. I’d completely forgotten why I was at the brothel. I remembered that Chaz was in the other room—but was I really there for Chaz? Did I really think that I was going to get a photo of him fucking a tranny, or was that just an excuse to get me in a room with a horny trap?

She tossed my hat aside. I forced a smile as she stared into my eyes. I couldn’t believe how feminine her eyes were. They were so big and bright—but I knew there were no surgeries or treatments for that—so how was it possible? Or was it just an illusion from her makeup?

“You do look a little bit familiar,” she said. Without looking down, she started to unbuckle my belt. “If I’ve seen you before, it was a long time ago.”

I nodded my head slowly.

Her eyes narrowed, as if she was trying to look deeper into my soul. Was she reading my mind? Was she some sort of clairvoyant? “We were young,” she said. “You were my first client when I started working here.”

“Really?” I said.

“God, that must have been twelve years ago,” she said.

“Thirteen,” I said.

“You came on my ass, but we never had sex. Then you fell asleep on the bed, and I wasn’t sure what to do.”

I laughed nervously. “You really do remember me,” I said.

Then she gave my pants a tug, taking them down along with my boxers. My erection sprung up and my cheeks instantly turned red. “You’re horny,” she said. I nodded my head. Then she grabbed my shaft and gave it a firm squeeze before pulling it upwards gently.

“You’re still very beautiful,” I said. And then I realized it was a bit of a backhanded compliment. “Not that I was expecting otherwise. I mean—I wasn’t even expecting to see you. I can’t believe you’re still here.”

She looked down and her smile suddenly disappeared. “Yeah. I’m still here,” she said with a soft voice. She kept massaging my cock. And now I was worried I said something I wasn’t supposed to.

“Do you not want to be here?” I asked.

“I would be lying if I said this is my dream life,” she said. “But I guess I can’t complain. I make decent money and I don’t really have to pay taxes or anything. Plus I get a free roof over my head. I think your cock is bigger than it was last time.”

I looked down. It really did look bigger in her small hand than it did thirteen years ago—but there was a good chance I was misremembering. “Really?” I said.

“I think so. And you’re still just as hard. So many guys come through here who can’t get this hard.” She squeezed my shaft tighter and then she looked up into my eyes. “So are you married?”

I shook my head. “No.”

“Me neither. Do you want me to take my cock out?”

I nodded my head slowly. “Okay,” I said. My voice cracked slightly—but enough to leave me feeling embarrassed.

She reached down with her free hand, still massaging my cock, and pulled her cock out from her lingerie. She wasn’t hard, but the sight of her cock still made my heart stammer. For the first time in thirteen years, I was realizing that there wasn’t a single detail of that old memory that was false.

She held her flaccid member up to my throbbing erection, and then she grabbed both with one hand and started to rub them together. “Do you like that?” she asked me.

I nodded my head. “It feels good,” I said.

“Yeah,” she agreed. I looked down and watched as her cock slowly started to grow and thicken. I could already tell that she was going to tower over me and humiliate me—but strangely, I couldn’t wait. I reached my hands out to feel her petite body and saw that my hands were trembling. I’d never trembled with a woman before. Was it my body’s way of telling me I was doing something wrong? If so, why couldn’t I pull myself away?

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

I shook my head quickly. “No. I just—I haven’t been with a girl like you since… the last time I was here.”

“That’s funny,” she said.

“Why is that?”

“Because most guys don’t go back to regular girls at all after they come here,” she said. “You might be the first one—or are you saying you’ve been with no one since then?”

“I’ve been with girls,” I said. “But—But I guess I have to admit that I think about you a lot. Whenever I’m with a girl, I close my eyes and imagine my cock is in your asshole. I pretend as though I can feel your cock rubbing against my stomach whenever I’m doing missionary.”

She giggled. “That’s cute.” I’d almost forgotten about that adorable giggle. It was enough to make my legs tremble.

My heart skipped a beat. I took a deep breath and felt more hotness rushing into my cheeks. “Could I maybe… suck your cock?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes and her grin widened. “Is that what you want to do?” she asked.

I nodded my head. Then she reached up and put her hands on my shoulders and gently started to push me down. I didn’t resist. I let my knees fall to the red rug. Then I stared at her long, curved erection. I reached for it with my trembling hands. I squeezed it firmly and then I pulled back her pretty foreskin, exposing her swollen red tip. A whimper escaped my lips. She giggled again. I felt humiliated beyond belief, but it wasn’t enough to stop me. I leaned forward and accepted her cock into my mouth.

I could feel her throbbing. She wasn’t finished growing. Her shaft was hot and slick and hard, and somehow it was getting harder. She moaned gently as I pressed my lips firmly around her girth and ran the tip of my tongue along the underside of that beautiful cock. I’d waited thirteen years to taste that cock again. I pushed my face forward, sliding her shaft towards the back of my throat so that I could nestle my nose into her trimmed mane of pubic hair. I fought back the urge to gag. I loved the feeling of her tip pulsing in my throat.

My mind was racing and my heart was pounding. There was no hiding from reality now: I went to that brothel to fuck a trap—and I went hoping that I would find the exact trap I was with now, so I could finally feel what I should have felt so many years before. I was going to stick my cock into her tight asshole—and maybe I let her into my asshole. No—not might—I had to let her into my asshole. I couldn’t leave London again wondering what I was missing. I couldn’t live another thirteen years wondering what her hot cum would feel like deep in my anal cavity.

I pulled my head back slowly and let her cock flip up, brushing my nose as it escaped my lips. A long strand of my saliva dripped off of it and splattered on the floor. Her cock appeared huge from down below. It must have been ten inches erect—maybe even more. Or maybe I was just trapped in a partial state of hallucination between my excitement and my exhaustion. It was nearly 4:00 AM after all.

“Do you want to come on my ass again?” she asked me.

“I’d like to come in your ass,” I said.

“I don’t normally let guys raw dog me, but for you I’ll make an exception. You’re clean, right?”

I nodded my head and my heart raced even faster. I hadn’t even thought about STDs. At least I knew I couldn’t get her pregnant, no matter how hard I tried. I stood up as she turned around and walked casually towards the bed. She bent over in the same exact spot she bent over thirteen years before, as if she could remember that night just as vividly as I could—and maybe she could; it was her first time as a prostitute, and maybe her first sexual experience as well.

I looked down at my cock, which was throbbing and begging me to walk forward. Pleasure was pulsing between my legs. I was older now, so I was almost sure that I would be able to last longer. But what if I couldn’t? What if the arousal was just too much once again and I ended up coming all over her perfectly round, smooth tush?

I took a deep breath and gently grasped my cock. It didn’t feel like I was about to come, but I didn’t want to take any chances. I carefully spat into my hand and lubricated the length of my shaft. Then I pointed my tip down at her perfect ass. She reached back and spread her cheeks for me, exposing that tight, puckering asshole. I forgot how beautifully it could open and close. What a fantastic skill! Another whimper escaped my lips.

Then I pressed my tip against that hole. I felt her puckering my tip, as if she was teasing me. Warm pleasure shot up my spine and swirled between my legs. My knees wanted to buckle.

“Push it into me,” she said with her adorable British accent.

I took a deep breath and started to push forward. She squirmed and groaned for a moment. Then I penetrated her. My cock slid in two inches and she became tense. I felt her strong anal muscles clamping my cock and holding me in place while she groaned and whimpered. I used my hands to spread her cheeks wide, so I could watch her anus as it hugged my shaft. “Fuck, that feels good,” she said.

“Yeah,” I agreed. My voice cracked again, but this time I hardly noticed. I forced my cock an inch deeper, pushing past her clenching. She groaned and moaned, but it sounded like she was enjoying it. I caved to the urge to reach around and grab her erection. I didn’t want to get her off, so I was careful not to pump—but I wanted to feel her warm throbbing. I had to save her for my own back door experimentation—the thought of which was still making my nerves tingle with dread and horror.

I pushed in deeper. Another groan escaped those beautiful lips. I could hear that masculine tinge seeping out now that she was losing control of herself, but I didn’t mind. I pushed in another inch, and then another. Finally, my pelvis was pressed against her ass. She moaned and then I started pumping. My heart soared up into the front of my chest. I’d waited so long for this moment. I’d spent so many nights fantasizing about this exact scenario.

I picked up speed, pumping her faster. She moaned louder and clutched at the bed sheets. “Fuck me harder. It feels so good,” she yelled. Sure, she was a prostitute and it was her job to pretend to like it, but if she was pretending, then she should have considered a career in acting. Her moans were so genuine and her cries were so passionate. I was obsessed with the way she pushed her tush back into my pelvis with each penetration. I loved the sound her asshole made every time my cock pulled out and then pushed back in.

Suddenly, I couldn’t figure out why I’d been so ashamed of this fantasy. I couldn’t figure out why I was so desperate for that night to fade away into the realm of dreams. Why was I so afraid of coming back to London for so long? I’d even turned down a job once that would have had me move to London. But why? Was I really so afraid that someone might find out that I liked transgender girls? Was I really worried that my life would somehow be ruined if people thought that I might be a little bit gay? Is it even gay to like being with a beautiful woman who happens to have a cock? Who cares?

I clutched her butt cheeks tightly with both of my hands, sinking my nails slightly into her skin. I groaned loudly and tried to hold back my orgasm. I didn’t last long, but at least I got inside of her. With a loud groan, I came inside of her. She screamed loudly as my cum began to fill up her cavity.

Then I stumbled back and watched as my cum drained out of her, running down both of her thick thighs and pooling on the bed sheets below.

I didn’t say anything as I walked over next to her and bent over the same way she was bent over. She looked over at me and was silent for a moment. It didn’t take her long to realize what I wanted. A smile suddenly crossed her face, and she walked around me. I planted my face down on the mattress and took a deep breath. The room was silent, until her cock slapped between my butt cheeks. She slid her rod down until the tip was lined up with my tight hole. Would I regret this moment? Maybe. Would I regret never trying it? Definitely.

I took a deep breath as her tip found my hole and began to push. It took a moment before I was able to relax my muscles—and then she pierced me. I gasped and clutched bed sheets. I wasn’t expecting her to enter me so suddenly, but in a few seconds, she managed to push half of her long cock into my body. “Oh God,” I groaned.

“Just relax,” she said, gently rubbing my lower back. And that rub really was relaxing. My body seemed to melt into that dirty brothel mattress. She sunk in deeper and deeper—beyond what I thought was possible. She used both of her hands to hold me down on that mattress, and she was surprisingly strong. I tried to squirm, but she had me pinned properly.

Then she started pumping. It was only moments before I was groaning, and not even two minutes before I was practically screaming. She was using every inch of her cock, plunging me like an oilrig hitting black gold. I could hear her breathing heavily and straining as she tried to hold her own orgasm back. I managed to look to the side, at a mirror which framed my ass fucking perfectly. In that mirror I could see my cum still dribbling down her legs, as if it was still pouring out from her asshole. I couldn’t wait to feel the same thing.

“Harder,” I said, even though I already felt like I was at my maximum tolerance. “Oh God, it feels so good.”

She groaned loudly, sinking her nails deep into my skin. Then, without warning, she came inside of me. I gasped. I wasn’t expecting to be able to feel it—but I felt everything. I could feel her cock pulsing and I could feel her warm wet cum blasting into my body. I squirmed and moaned and rolled my head from side to side as more and more cum filled me up.

Then she pulled out, leaving me feeling strangely empty. I could feel that load rushing towards the exit. I wasn’t able to move. I was only able to turn my head enough to see that mirror, so I could watch as that whiteness billowed out of me.

My beautiful date was giggling. She skipped happily over to a robe on the wall. She grabbed it and put it on. “That was fun,” she said. “If you’re still in town tomorrow, you should come back.”

“I won’t be in town. I’m going to be heading back to Canada in a few hours,” I said.

“Oh. Really?”

I nodded my head and managed to sit up. Euphoria was still tingling through me. “Sorry,” I said.

“Well, I guess you know where to find me,” she said. I was surprised by the disappointment in her voice. Was she really sad that I was going, or was that just a prostitute trick? Was she trying to guilt me into leaving her a big tip? Or did she feel the same strange emotions that I was feeling for her?

“Do you want to come with me?” I asked.

She was slow to respond. “To Canada?”

I nodded my head. “I can show you around Toronto. It’s no London, but it’s worth checking out.”

A smile appeared on her face. “Really?” she said. Her whole face brightened. Then that brightness faded. “No—I can’t. I’ll lose my job. They won’t let me come back if I go.”

“Who?” I said.

“The Moroccan man who runs this place. He—He just wouldn’t let it happen. I need this job. It’s all I have. I’ve been doing this for so long—it’s all I know.”

“Come to Toronto and we’ll figure it out together. You can live with me. And—I don’t know—maybe we can try being a couple.”

And that brightness came back. Her eyes widened and her lips parted. “Really?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure. I’ve spent the past thirteen years thinking about you. I’m not sure I can go another thirteen years wondering what life would have been like. I know that sounds creepy, but I can’t really help it.”

She smiled and bit her lip. Then I took her by the hand. “You don’t mind that I’m trans?” she said.

I shook my head. “Not even a little bit. In fact, I wouldn’t have you any other way.”

Once I was dressed, we snuck out the front door together and hopped into my rental car. She didn’t have any clothes to bring with her. She told me that the only clothes they let her own were lingerie, so I was going to have to sneak her into my hotel room and then find her some proper clothes to wear in the morning.

It was the next week when I broke a story much bigger than the Chelsea FC trade. The story was outside of my usual realm of sports, but it still ended up becoming international news: exposing a human trafficking organization in the heart of London. My article led to over a dozen arrests. Unfortunately, Chaz was in the brothel when police raided it. Some people were angry at me for supposedly ruining Chelsea FC’s season—but some things are more important than sports—like love, for instance.

THE END
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