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TRAP THOT

George likes the status quo. He likes his routine and he likes things being predictable. So he isn’t terribly excited when his girlfriend, Angie, brings home a racy board game for the bedroom, which forces the couple to try new things. When the game starts to get spicy, George refuses to carry on. The next morning, Angie is gone, leaving only a note saying that she needs more adventure in her life and maybe George needs the same thing.

Determined to get Angie back, George decides he’s going to change himself for the better. He’s going to try out all of the things that have always made him feel uncomfortable. It’s a long list, but it isn’t long before George starts becoming addicted to facing his fears.


CHAPTER I

It was a late night in May when I thought I was almost positive that I was about to discover my girlfriend cheating on me with another man.

We’d been dating for almost four years, and each year was a little bit worse than the last. When we first started dating, we were having sex all of the time—as new couples do. But with each passing month, our weekly average seemed to drop slightly. It was Angie, my girlfriend, who pointed out one morning that we hadn’t fucked in nearly a month. I hadn’t noticed because I’d been so busy with work. But what was frustrating was that she looked at me as if it was my fault—as if I hadn’t proposed sex a number of times during that month. I had proposed sex a number of times, but she would always say the same thing: “I’m just not in the mood.”

That elusive mood was becoming harder for me to wrap my head around. It was a few months before our four-year anniversary that I began to suspect she was getting her loving elsewhere. So when I came home almost an hour early from my out-of-town business meeting and I saw that the only light on in the house was our bedroom light, I had a terrible feeling I knew exactly what I was about to see: my girlfriend getting ploughed by some taller, more muscular, and more handsome man.

I opened the front door slowly, trying not to make a sound. If she was cheating, I didn’t want to give her a chance to cover up, and I didn’t want to give the guy a chance to get away. I put my suitcase down gently next to the door and then I started towards our upstairs bedroom, avoiding the stairs that I knew creaked. I was even careful not to breathe too loudly. I could see the glowing light underneath the bedroom door. There was a slight flickering to the light, as if candles were lit inside. Apparently she wasn’t just getting a quickie—she was getting some serious romance. I couldn’t remember the last time she lit a candle for me.

I stopped short of the door, with my hand on the handle. I took a deep breath and prepared myself for the worst. I was ready to stare the end of our relationship right in the face—at least I told myself that I was prepared. But in reality, I knew that I would probably end up on the floor, bawling my eyes out, remembering all of the fun times we had together. It had been a while since we’d had any fun times, but there still had been fun times, and they wouldn’t be easy to let go of.

I took one last deep breath and then I threw the door open. I wanted to leap into the room, but I froze as soon as I saw Angie clad in tight black lingerie. My lips parted as if I had something to say, but no words came out. My joints were frozen. A trembling started to overwhelm my knees. But there was no man in sight—just Angie, lying on the bed, looking right at me with a sly smile. I’d never seen the black lingerie before. I didn’t even know that she owned lingerie. I never bought it for her, and I was always telling her ‘no’ when she asked if she could buy it for herself. We lived in a nosy neighbourhood—and lingerie is so expensive, considering it’s only worn for five minutes every month at most.

“W—What are you doing?” I managed to ask through my paralysis. I looked around the room quickly. I even threw the closet door open to check for hiding men. Maybe they heard me coming. Maybe they heard my car tires on the driveway gravel.

“Looking for something?” Angie asked with a sexy voice.

I swung my gaze towards her and looked into her eyes. I didn’t accuse her with my words—but that gaze certainly made my point. “What—you think I’m cheating on you?” she said, rolling her eyes. “You don’t actually think that I would cheat on you, do you?”

“Well why are you all dressed up? And what’s with the candles? I wasn’t supposed to be home for an hour. The flight was early and traffic was totally clear. I hit every green light. How could you know that was going to happen?” I kept my distance, still worried there was a guy hiding somewhere in that room. I didn’t want to let my guard down, giving him a chance to slip away.

“We have Find my Friends on our phones, you idiot,” she said. “And I was tracking your flight. I got the notification to my phone, telling me you were early.” She picked her phone up off of the nightstand and turned it towards me. Sure enough, Find my Friends was open, showing my dot right over top of hers.

“Oh,” I said, suddenly feeling stupid, but still reserved. The scene still seemed awfully suspicious, though I no longer knew why. I looked around again, just in case I’d missed something.

“Are you going to fuck me or what?” she asked.

So I took a breath and then slipped out from my suit jacket. I began unbuttoning my dress shirt while she watched. Her lingerie was slightly see-thru; I could see her nipples and even her pussy, which she’d recently shaved. She had her makeup done up nicely, with lots of dark eyeliner around her eyes. She looked good, but it seemed like a waste—especially if I was going to be the only one to see it. “Did you go out today?” I asked.

“No,” she said.

So the makeup really was just for me. I forced a smile, even though I was a bit frustrated. I was always buying makeup for her, and it was terribly expensive—such a waste. She was fine without makeup, and that lingerie would just be coming off, so she was better without that as well. And even the scented candles—those weren’t cheap. I looked over and saw that she was using the ones she bought at Chapters; they were twenty-five bucks each, and burning away quickly. I blew out the one closest to me, which smelled like fresh pine. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“We shouldn’t waste these. They’re supposed to be for when we have guests.”

She rolled her eyes again, with a slight sigh, as if she wanted me to know that she was over me.

“What?” I said.

“Nothing. Let’s just have some fun.”

I dropped my pants along with my boxers, and then I climbed up onto the bed. I was about to roll her onto her back when she suddenly hopped away from me. She reached underneath the pile of decorative pillows and pulled out a board game. “Look what I got,” she said with beaming excitement. The board game had three large red exes on it, and a picture of a woman in a similar piece of black lingerie to what Angie was wearing now. As I stared at the box, I noticed a perfume that I didn’t recognize.

“Did you buy a new perfume?”

“Yeah. Do you like it?”

“How much was it? I just bought you that other one for your birthday.”

“My birthday was eight months ago,” she said, rolling her eyes again. She took a deep breath and then opened up the box. “You get to be the cock,” she said, pulling out a little board game piece shaped like an erect dick. I thought it was rather vulgar. For her own piece, she got to be a tiny tube of lipstick. “So I think it’s pretty simple. We take turns rolling the dice. If we land on a blue space, you pick up a blue card and you have to do what it says. If you land on a red space, you pick up a red card and have to do what it says. Easy, right?” She was looking into my eyes with a smile. The board had lots of blue spaces near the start, and lots of red spaces near the end—but there were plenty of both spattered throughout.

“How much did this cost?” I asked, picking up the box and inspecting it for a price tag.

“George—c’mon. Live a little. It’s just a cheap board game. It’s supposed to be fun.”

I sighed. “Fine. Whatever. Let’s play. Who goes first?”

“You go first,” she said. So I picked up the die and I rolled. I rolled a four, so I moved my cock up four spaces, landing on a blue card. I picked up my blue card and saw a drawing of a couple kissing.

“French kiss for fifteen seconds,” I said. Angie hopped towards me and leaned her head in, ready for her kiss. “This seems silly. Do we have to do this?”

“Just kiss me,” she said. So I pressed my lips against hers, and she quickly penetrated my lips with her tongue. I pulled my head back quickly. I’d never been a fan of French kissing. It always seemed so dirty. Kissing is fine—why do people need to swap saliva? “George—please just play the game,” she said.

“It’s just weird. You know I don’t like tongues touching. It’s just weird for me.”

“Well maybe if you try it you’ll realize you like it. Just do it for me.”

I took a deep breath and kissed her again. I wanted to flinch back when her tongue entered my mouth, but I managed to hold myself together. I counted down the seconds in my head as her tongue squirmed around in my mouth. It almost seemed like she was trying her best to make me feel uncomfortable. “Okay—that’s fifteen seconds. It’s your turn.”

I noticed her slight eye roll before she picked up the die. She rolled a four as well, landing her on the same blue space. She picked up a card, holding it close to her face so that I couldn’t see it. She grinned. “What is it?” I asked.

“Lay down,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because that’s what the card says.”

“It says for me to lay down?”

“It says other stuff too. Just lay down.”

I followed the command. Then, she reached into the box and pulled out a blindfold. She put it over my eyes. I did my best not to protest, even though I hated being blindfolded. Then I waited. There was a cool draft in the room. It seemed like she was purposely taking her time, trying to make me frustrated. “Any day now,” I said.

And then I felt her lips press against my nipple. I jumped slightly, and then I nearly leapt up when I felt the coldness against my nipple. “What the hell is that?” I asked, pulling off my blindfold.

“You aren’t supposed to look,” she said, with an ice cube held between her teeth. “Put that back on.”

I bit down on my tongue and put the blindfold back on. She continued to rub it against my nipple with her mouth. It felt weird and uncomfortable. I didn’t get it at all, but I tried my best to play along. “Is it my turn yet?” I asked.

“Fine. Go,” she said, sitting back up. I had to use a pillowcase to wipe the cold liquid off of my chest. Now this game was starting to get messy as well as frustrating.

I rolled, and then I landed on a red space. I picked up a card. The game suddenly went from zero to sixty. I was looking at a picture of a woman sitting on a man’s face. “Can I pick up another card?” I asked.

“No. You have to do what the card says.”

“But I get claustrophobic. Just let me pick up another card.”

“What—does it say to lock yourself in the closet or something?”

I showed her the card, and then she laughed. I didn’t mind eating her out—in fact I usually ate her out before we had sex. But she was always on her back, and I always had the option to pull away if I needed air, or if she started to squirt (which she did often).

“C’mon. Just get on your back,” she said.

I flipped myself over reluctantly. I wanted this game to be over with already. I liked the missionary sex we normally had. I liked our little routine, which didn’t involve any ice or face sitting or blindfolds. Why did we need all of these gimmicks? Why did we need expensive lingerie and makeup and a silly board game?

She straddled my face, pulling aside her sheer lingerie to expose her pussy. “Ready?” she asked. I wasn’t, but I nodded my head anyway. She lowered herself down, pressing those lips against my face. She let the weight of her body rest on my face, with her butt cheeks pressed against my chin. I stuck out my tongue, and then she immediately began to grind herself. The claustrophobia quickly began to set in, but I managed to hold myself together. I closed my eyes and counted down the seconds, while squirming my tongue upwards into her pussy.

She let a little moan slip. I had to admit: she looked hot in that lingerie one piece. And she looked cute in that makeup. I liked the way she cupped her breasts with her hands and squeezed as she rocked back and forth. She let more of her weight weigh down on my face. I could feel the rubbery rim of her asshole now rubbing against my chin. Her lips were parted and now I could taste the sweet wetness of her cunt. I could feel the little bulb of her clit teasing my top lip. “Oh, shit,” she moaned after a minute, and then a sudden gush of warm liquid suddenly fell on my face. Some of it got into my mouth. And that was all I could take. I gently pushed her off and then I used the pillowcase to wipe my face. Little known fact: female squirting is mostly just pee—and I didn’t like being peed on.

“Sorry,” she said. “But I feel like you secretly liked it.”

“Don’t be gross,” I said. “Roll the die.”

She picked up the die and tossed it. She landed on a blue space, so she picked up a blue card. “So all you have to do this time is watch,” she said with a big grin. She reached into the game box and pulled out a small blue dildo. She brought it up to her lips and ran her tongue along the rim of the toy. I wondered if she washed it before I got home. I didn’t think that anyone had used it before, but it was certainly handled by someone at the game factory—whoever put it in that box. And maybe they didn’t wash their hands after using the bathroom.

And what kind of game comes with a dildo? It also came with that satin blindfold, and who knows what else was in there. It must have been very expensive, setting us back quite a bit.

Angie brought the dildo down to her pussy. Her cheeks were red. She looked down at the toy and pressed a little button, making it hum as it vibrated. She’d never masturbated in front of me before, so this was a first—and I’d obviously never watched her masturbate before. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do. But the sight of her rubbing that dildo up and down her wet pussy was arousing. My cock started to harden, rising up. I couldn’t pull my gaze away. I took a deep breath as she gently sunk the blue toy into her cunt. She let a little gasp slip as her legs trembled. The black lingerie was blacker around her crotch, which was all wet now.

I was tempted to reach down and stroke my cock, but I didn’t do it. The thought of masturbating in front of my girlfriend was too embarrassing. But I was very much enjoying the show she was putting on—which stopped suddenly. “That was a minute. Now it’s your turn,” she said with a grin. I could feel that my face was red hot.

I rolled the die and landed on a blue space. I picked up a card. It took a moment for me to figure out what the picture was. My heart sunk into my stomach when I realized. It was a woman on her stomach, with a man eating out her asshole. “Do I really have to do this?” I asked.

“You do. But don’t tell me what it is,” she said. “Don’t ruin the surprise.”

“But it’s just gross. It’s not sexy at all.”

“Babe—just try it for crying out loud. It’s not going to kill you.”

I sighed and put the card down. I bit hard on my tongue. I didn’t want to do it. It just seemed gross. I never understood why men were obsessed with assholes. Men have assholes too, and they aren’t any different than the ones women have—so why the interest? It’s almost like men don’t understand what the purpose of an asshole is…

“Lay on your stomach,” I said with heavy reluctance in my voice. She flopped onto her stomach and I got into position. I shook my head before pulling aside that thin strip of fabric covering her tight hole. Then I spread her cheeks, revealing that puckering anus. I couldn’t believe I was actually going to do it.

I leaned in and stuck out my tongue. I closed my eyes tightly and I could feel my skin turning a slight shade of green—but I managed to tease the rim of her hole regardless. It didn’t taste gross like I was expecting. It actually tasted like nothing, which was relieving. I ran the tip of my tongue in circles, and hoped that would be enough. Angie swayed her hips slightly, pressing her butt cheeks upwards, as if she wanted me to dive in deeper. I stuck my tongue deeper, penetrating her tight hole. I didn’t go too deep at first. She wasn’t sitting on my face this time, so she couldn’t control what I did. But as I realized it wasn’t so gross, I went deeper. I liked the way she squirmed as my tongue moved around inside of her. Maybe eating asshole was something I could get used to. But I still wanted all of this nonsense to be done with.

“I think that’s a minute,” I said, wiping my face. She sat up with a red-cheeked smile. Maybe she was having fun—but I still thought all of this was a giant waste of time and money. “It’s your turn.”

She rolled the die. “Red card!” she announced, as if it was a big deal. Both of our pieces were now in red card territory, so it was probably going to be mostly red cards until the end of the game. She picked up a card quickly and held it close to her face. She made a big smile. “Maybe I should pick something different,” she said.

“Or maybe we should just have sex and be done with this,” I said.

“C’mon. Let’s just live a little bit. Roll onto your stomach,” she said.

My heart fluttered. Why did I have to be on my stomach? If it were a blue card, I would have assumed that I was going to get a back rub—but it wasn’t a blue card. It was a red card, which meant it was something sexual. I was slow getting onto my stomach. She wrapped that blindfold over my eyes. “Okay, just don’t freak out,” she said. And then there was a silence. I felt strangely exposed on that bed, even though I was just in the company of my girlfriend of nearly four years. I took a deep breath, and then I suddenly felt it: the dull tip of that sex toy pressing between my butt cheeks. She was about to fuck me in the ass!

I sprung up and threw off the blindfold. “Are you crazy?” I said as I stood next to the bed.

She showed me the card: a picture of a girl sticking a dildo into a man’s asshole. “It’s on the card,” she said.

“I don’t care if it’s on the fucking card. This is crazy. This game is stupid. And now we can’t get our money back because it’s used.”

“It won’t kill you to just try it,” she said.

“I don’t want to try it. I don’t want to try any of those disgusting cards. I need to go brush my teeth.”

“You need to live a little bit,” she said.

“Maybe you need to tone down the living,” I said before storming off. My heart was still pounding. I couldn’t believe she actually tried sticking a dildo in my ass. I felt sick—but I would feel sicker in the morning, and I had no idea.


CHAPTER II

I was surprised when I rolled over and threw my arm over a pillow the next morning. It took me a moment to realize Angie wasn’t in the bed, which was unusual because I was almost always up before Angie. “Angie?” I called out, thinking she was maybe in the bathroom. But the bathroom door was open and inside was dark. I looked over at the clock. It wasn’t quite 7:00 AM. At first, I thought she was in another room planning some sort of sex surprise—it would be hard to top the stupidity of the board game.

I sat up slowly and called for her again. “Angie? You there?” The whole house was dark and I could hardly see—but something felt off. The room felt strangely empty and the whole house seemed strangely quiet. I got up and placed my feet down on the cold floor. Angie had always begged me to get in-floor heating in the bedroom, but it was terribly expensive, especially since we hardly ever spent any time in the bedroom, unless we were sleeping.

I went down to the living room, which also seemed strangely empty. “Angie? Are we playing hide and seek now, or what?” I flicked on a light and saw that the mantle was missing a few items. I walked over. Our pictures were still there, and so were the little knick-knacks I had before we moved in together—but all of her things were gone. “Angie?” I called out one more time, and then I noticed the note on the kitchen table.

“George, I’m leaving you. We had a good run. I’m sorry that I left in the middle of the night. Over the past few months, I’ve come to realize that we just aren’t compatible. You like your comfort zone and I need some excitement in my life. We keep trying to change each other, and that’s not fair to either of us. I’ll be staying with my parents until I find a place of my own. But I really do wish you the best of luck. Love, Angie.”

I fell down onto the nearby chair. I took a deep breath. My heart was a stuttering mess. I read the note again, and then I pinched my arm in an attempt to end the nightmare. But it wasn’t a nightmare—the note was real. I ran and grabbed my phone. I called Angie, but her phone was turned off. I paced around for the next twenty minutes. Her parents lived in a different province, almost a thousand kilometers away. I couldn’t just get in my car and drive to her, especially if her mind really was made up—it would be a complete waste of time and gas. But what else could I do, other than accept the reality that I was now single?

I finally got Angie on the phone three days later. It was a short phone call. I ended up crying and saying, “Is this because I wouldn’t let you put the dildo in my ass?”

“It’s not because of that, George. We’re just different people. Maybe things can be different one day. But I need to be with someone who isn’t afraid to live a little bit. I used to think that I knew you, but now I don’t even think you ever knew yourself.”

“What does that even mean?”

“I need to go, George. We can still be friends. Maybe call me in a few weeks and let me know what you’ve been up to.”

“In a few weeks? Why in a few weeks?”

“I’m going to Cambodia. I don’t think I’ll get very good cell service there.”

“Cambodia? With who?”

“By myself. I’ve always wanted to go.”

“Are you insane? This is literally the stupidest thing you’ve ever done. You’re going to get yourself killed.”

“Bye, George,” she said, and then she hung up the phone. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was still in shock, still waiting to wake up from the nightmare, still waiting to roll over in my bed and feel her warm body next to me. But each morning, I rolled over and felt only the cold sheets. She was really gone.

It was another couple of weeks before I started to accept reality. Angie was gone and I was alone now. And maybe she was right—maybe we were never really good together. She always wanted to do crazy things, and I liked the status quo.

But now that she was gone, I wasn’t sure if I really did like the status quo. Now, I could really stick to my comfort zone. I could eat my toast and butter every morning, and then have my basic takeout each night. I didn’t have to go to see raunchy comedy movies or gross horror movies. I didn’t have to try to find new restaurants because Angie didn’t like eating at the same place twice, even if that place was perfectly fine. I could wash the bed sheets at the same time every Friday without being judged and called neurotic. But it got boring fast. I no longer had Angie around to spice things up, and I couldn’t decide whether or not that’s what I wanted.

It had been a long time since I’d masturbated to pornography. Angie was always open to have sex when we were dating, so there was never much need for masturbation (occasionally I would succumb to my urges and rub one out in the shower). Now, I had no way of getting off, and no one around to see what I was doing. So for the first time in nearly four years, I pulled out my laptop (after closing all of the blinds in the house) and went to a porn website. I was shocked to see how much variety there was—much more than there was four years before.

I clicked on a video with a particularly sexy woman. The video started with her by herself, doing a bit of a strip tease. It seemed nice and vanilla, and the production value was good. She had big, fake tits, but they didn’t look bad. I liked the way she rubbed her nipples between her thumbs and fingers. A man came into the room and immediately started sucking her tits. She made some sexy faces as if she was really liking it. My cock was already hard, so I started stroking myself.

The man got the girl down onto all fours, and then he flipped up her skirt. He pulled aside her panties and started eating out her asshole. I was surprised to find that I wasn’t put off, now that I knew eating out an asshole wasn’t really gross as long as the girl is clean—and the girl in the video certainly looked clean.

Then the girl sucked the man’s cock. He had a big cock—bigger than mine. I was never very fond of watching other guys get sucked, so I skipped ahead in the video. Now the girl was on her stomach and the man was fucking her in the ass. I rolled my eyes. Of course it was an anal video. Apparently pussies just didn’t cut it for guys anymore. The cameraman got in close, showing that thick cock sliding in and out of that tight hole. Then they showed the girl’s face as she had a very long orgasm. And I had to admit: the orgasm looked real. And goddamn, she was sexy.

And then the man pulled her up onto her knees, so he could fuck her doggy style. He reached down between her legs and grabbed her pussy. But he wasn’t grabbing a pussy—he was grabbing a cock. I gasped, and winced back. The woman was actually a man: a tranny. I was watching tranny porn.

I looked at the title of the video: ‘Sexy trap gets a nice ass fucking.’ What’s a trap? Was ‘trap’ the new word for tranny? I felt sick and strangely guilty. My head was spinning, as if I’d just been terribly betrayed by my own computer. I took a few deep breaths and found another video to watch. The woman in the new video had a pussy, which squirted when fucked, just like Angie’s pussy. I had to pick another video, because the squirting made me think too much of Angie, sending me into a bit of a depression.

The new video was basic enough: a woman being fucked missionary-style. It was an amateur video, but it did the trick. I got off quickly, cleaned everything up, and went on with my day. And the very next day, I found myself back on that porno website, looking for a new video to do the trick again.

It was three days later when I got tricked again.

I was watching a video of a sexy woman being fucked in the ass. She was still wearing her panties, which the man had pulled aside, and she was still wearing her skirt, which the man had flipped onto her back. I watched that video for nearly ten minutes, jerking myself off while the girl’s beautiful tits bounced up and down and back and forth. I was just about to come when her cock fell out of her panties and started to drip long strands of white cum. It was another trap video, but this time there was no warning in the title.

But it was hard to believe. The woman was so pretty. Her body was so perfect and her face was so convincing. But that cock didn’t lie: she was actually a man, at least biologically speaking. And I couldn’t click away from the video. I was already coming. My legs were trembling and I didn’t want to ruin the orgasm. So I stared at that woman’s coming cock while I came, and then I felt horribly guilty and gross at the same time. It was all I could think about for the next hour. Why was the Internet suddenly filled with so much tranny pornography? How had it become so popular in four years? Were people actually getting off to it, or was it all just there to prank guys like me, who were unsuspecting?

I ended up finding a porn website for boring men like me. It was actually a porn website for women, but the videos were more my speed: vaginal sex between men and women, without too much rough stuff, except for the odd spanking (which wasn’t really my thing).

Angie called me after her month-long trip to Cambodia. I was half-expecting her to tell me she wanted me back. I was not at all prepared for what she really had to say. “I’m really not sure I should be telling you this, but I met a guy in Cambodia. His name is Karl. He’s Swedish. I’m going to live with him in Sweden for a while. You would like him. He’s really nice.”

I was speechless. I wasn’t able to muster up any sounds—not even a murmur. “George? Are you there? You aren’t upset, are you?”

“No,” I managed to say. And it was all I managed to say before saying, “I should get going. Bye.” I spent the next week in a depression. I couldn’t believe how quickly she’d managed to move on. Was she never really that into me, or was it easier for her to move on because she was out doing things? Maybe I needed to get out and do things. Maybe I needed to spend less time sulking in my apartment. But what could I do? Where could I go? I didn’t want to go to Cambodia. I didn’t even want to leave my apartment to go to a bar. But I needed to do something, or the depression would soon take over my life.


CHAPTER III

It was a couple of weeks later when I installed Tinder on my phone. I’d never used it before. In fact, it didn’t even exist before Angie and I had started dating. So it took me a while to figure out (I even had to watch a YouTube tutorial to figure out how to properly swipe).

I swiped right on a series of pretty girls, and then I swiped right on a series of average girls. I wasn’t expecting to match with the pretty ones, but I figured it couldn’t hurt. I was just looking for any excuse to get out on a date, so I could start the process of getting over Angie, even though it had already been two months since she’d left me. I was shocked when my phone dinged to let me know I’d matched with a girl.

Her name was Cary and she was a petite blonde with a cute button nose. I stared at the empty chat screen, trying to think of something to say. I read online that the guy should always open with a joke if possible, but I couldn’t think of any joke, so I went with a simple, “How are you doing, Cary?” After sending the message, I realized that I sounded old like the girl’s grandpa.

“I’m doing great. How are you doing?” she replied. And I was shocked that she replied. Maybe this dating thing wouldn’t be so hard. Maybe there was a chance for me after all.

I talked with Cary casually over the next few hours. I learned that she was a vet tech at a clinic that wasn’t too far from my house, and that she went to a school not too far from where I grew up. She invited me to add her on Facebook, where she had many more pictures. She had a cute little body, with thicker thighs, which I didn’t mind. I always thought that Angie’s thighs were too thin, and could have used a bit of meat. Though I’m not sure I would let Cary sit on my face with those thighs. There was a picture of her in a bikini, with her back to the camera. Her whole butt was out, which I thought was idiotic. Why would you put a picture of your butt on the Internet, for everyone to see? Surely that photo would end up on some creepy website… I didn’t say anything about it.

“We should meet up,” she said. “Maybe we can Netflix and chill.”

I’d never used Tinder before, but I knew what ‘Netflix and chill’ meant: sex. She was offering herself up as a booty call. My heart stuttered. “Maybe,” I wrote. I didn’t like the idea of sleeping with a stranger, even though we’d been chatting for hours. I didn’t know if she had any diseases or if she secretly had a husband. I knew nothing about her, and she knew nothing about me. As far as I knew, she was a serial killer.

She sent me a topless photo, which was taken recently, in her bedroom. Her tits were nice and perky, and possibly fake. I hated that she was sending me naked photos, even though the photo made my cock rock hard. Was she nuts? People were always hacking the Cloud. Did she want her naked photos being leaked across the Internet?

“You there?” she asked.

“I’m here,” I replied. “You’ve got nice tits.”

“Thanks. Send me a pic of your cock,” she wrote. My heart stuttered. What if she was some sort of scammer? What if she was going to use my cock picture to blackmail me? I’d never sent a picture of my dick before. I didn’t trust the Cloud, and I certainly didn’t trust this girl.

But it had been months since I’d had sex, and now there was a possibility of having sex in the next few hours. I couldn’t ruin my chances. I had to make a gamble. I went into the bathroom. My cock was still throbbing and erect. I pointed my phone’s camera at the mirror, and then I snapped a shot. I took a deep breath. “This is so stupid,” I said aloud to myself, and then I clicked send. “Now you send me a picture—fully naked,” I wrote, feeling the excitement of the sexting. I felt dirty and naughty and strangely guilty. I was far out from my comfort zone, but maybe that was what I needed.

Then, she sent a photo. She was in her bathroom, in front of the mirror, completely naked. And between her thick thighs was a long, curved cock. She was a trap—a tranny—just like the girls in the videos. I gasped and then closed the photo quickly. I’d been talking to a t-girl. But just like the girls in the videos, she looked so convincing. She was pretty and she had a feminine build—though apparently that didn’t mean anything.

“You still there?” she asked.

I didn’t know what to say back. I thought about deleting the chat and deleting her off of my Facebook, but I didn’t want to offend her. “I’m here,” I wrote. “I just don’t think I’m feeling very well. I think I ate some bad muscles or something. I’ll talk to you later.” I put my phone away, but my heart didn’t stop pounding that night.

Now I understood why they were called ‘traps’. I’d been trapped three times now, in just a matter of a few weeks. And I couldn’t help but wonder: was the girl real, or just some kids having a laugh? Did she really want to meet up? Did she really want to have sex with me? And if she was real, what was she expecting me to do with her cock? Would she want me to suck it and play with it—or just ignore it, as if she was a real girl?

I took a long shower, hoping that would clean away the swirling dread that was refusing to leave my gut. But the dread remained. I was quickly starting to realize that I was maybe a little bit too vanilla for this world.

Cary sent me another unsolicited picture of her cock the next day while I was at work. I didn’t reply, which turned out to be a mistake. I should have told her to stop, because two minutes later, she sent me a photo of her cock slumped on her abdomen, with streaks of white all the way up to her fake breasts. “Tonight?” she wrote. I ended up deleting and blocking her off of Tinder and Facebook. I felt guilty, worried I was offending her, but I couldn’t have those photos popping up on my phone—especially while I was at work.

A few days later, I found myself being tricked again as I surfed through pornography. A trap video made its way onto my super-vanilla website. Of all the videos, how did I end up on that specific video? It was starting to seem like my brain was naturally attracted to these ladyboys. But it was hard to find girls who were as pretty as them. It was almost like these biological boys knew what guys wanted to see—and I suppose that made sense.

I landed a date with a cute brunette that weekend. We went out for coffee together, and then we made plans to see a movie the next day. I picked the movie: a gentle romantic comedy, which was sure not to offend her or me. I made dinner reservations at a nice pasta place—a safe choice that never served a bad meal (the food wasn’t particularly amazing either, but at least they were consistent). The date went well. I gently kissed her on the lips at the end of the night, and then the next morning, she sent me a text message. “You’re a nice guy, George, but I don’t think it’s going to work out. I still want to be your friend though!” My heart swirled down into my gut: a feeling I was starting to get painfully familiar with.

“Do you mind if I ask why?” I replied after an hour of self-loathing.

“You just aren’t what I’m looking for. Sorry.”

“What are you looking for?” I felt so stupid and desperate after I sent the message, so I sent a follow up. “Just out of curiosity—if you don’t mind me asking.”

“I just want to have fun,” she replied. And the reply stung. I didn’t message her back. Apparently I wasn’t fun. I was boring. I was too run-of-the-mill. And that probably meant that I would end up with a boring girl—and maybe that’s what I deserved.

I walked over to my window and looked down at the street. A convertible drove by with a couple riding in the front. The girl was sitting in the middle and the man was driving with one hand on the wheel and one arm over his date. The first thing I noticed: she wasn’t wearing a seatbelt. Was she nuts? Did she want to die in a car accident?

My gut turned. Maybe I was boring. If her lack of seatbelt was the first thing I noticed, then I must have been boring. My life just was what it was, and it was never going to be anything else—unless I changed it, unless I pushed myself out from my comfort zone.

It was a few days later when I matched with another girl on Tinder, and we ended up going out on a date. We went out for dinner, and then we went out for a movie—the opposite of what I usually did. I thought switching it up would be good and spontaneous, but after dinner, I couldn’t help but notice a bored look on my date’s face. “You okay?” I asked.

She smiled, and the smile seemed terribly forced. “I’m good,” she said. “How are you?”

“I’m fine,” I said. My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t help but wonder if girls just weren’t into dinner and a movie anymore. Maybe they wanted more. Maybe she was hoping I would take her skydiving or cliff jumping. Maybe being spontaneous didn’t mean swapping the order of movie first and dinner second. Maybe spontaneous meant taking a girl to Cambodia on a whim. Maybe spontaneous meant doing something crazy and uncomfortable.

When we walked up to the ticket counter at the movie theatre, I looked at the poster of the romantic comedy that was playing. I took a deep breath, and then I looked over at the R-rated horror slasher film, which I’d heard about in the news. They were calling it the grossest movie of the decade. Apparently there was a scene where a woman has her lips cut off and a man is forced to eat them… “Two for Cannibal Apocalypse,” I said reluctantly. My date looked at me with wide eyes.

“Seriously?” she said.

“Yeah. Why not?” I forced a smile.

She looked nervous—and I probably looked even more nervous. I hated horror movies. I hated blood and violence and unhappy endings—and I didn’t have to look up spoilers to know that Cannibal Apocalypse would have an unhappy ending.

But I was surprised when my date cuddled into me, before the movie even started. I put my arm around her. Her body was warm. I held her tight as the film started. Then, the movie wasn’t even ten minutes in when she looked up at me and I figured it was my chance to go in for a kiss. Normally I would have waited until the end of the date, when I was standing at her apartment door—but I was feeling risky. I wanted to take the risk and see if things would be different. I kissed her and she kissed back. And then we made out in the back of that mostly-empty movie theatre while a woman was chopped to pieces and eaten on the screen.

My heart was pounding. My date slipped me her tongue, but I didn’t reject it. I let it squirm around in my mouth, and it actually wasn’t so bad. In a weird way, it was kind of nice. It felt naughty, making my heart pound, and I was starting to like that feeling—just a little bit.

She looked into my eyes and my heart skipped a beat. I suddenly had another idea, which was miles out of my comfort zone. I reached down, unzipped my fly, and pulled out my cock. I looked into her eyes, half-expecting her to gasp in disgust. I couldn’t believe what I was doing: public indecency. It was something that had disgusted me more than anything—something that terrified me more than anything. I could end up in jail, on all of the sexual deviant lists in the country. But her eyes lit up. She smiled and then she reached down and started to stroke me. Her hands were soft and delicate and warm. She had me hard in a matter of seconds. I sunk into my seat. We were a few rows back from the closest person, but I still fought back the urge to even allow my seat to creak. She jerked me off for a couple of minutes, and then she sunk down and started to suck me off.

Excitement was pounding in my heart and surging in my veins. Maybe being spontaneous had its advantages. Maybe pushing myself out from my comfort zone wasn’t such a terrible idea. I pulled my date’s head up and then I pulled up the armrest between our seats. I reached over and pulled up the next one, and I motioned for her to lie on her stomach. Her eyes flashed again with that naughty excitement: maybe her date wasn’t such a bore after all.

Once she was on her stomach, I flipped up her skirt. I shimmied down her panties carefully and quietly, and then I pulled her butt cheeks apart, exposing that tight asshole in that dark room. I looked around to make sure the rows ahead of us were still focussed on the movie. Thankfully, we were the only ones in that back row. I sunk down and pressed my face between her soft cheeks. I started to tongue her asshole. She let a little gasp slip, but it wasn’t enough to steal the audience’s attention. I ate out her tight hole for the next five minutes, pressing my tongue in deep. I liked the way her asshole felt on my tongue, puckering, as if begging for me.

I crawled over her quietly, keeping my body low in case anyone looked back. Those seats were far from comfortable, but the excitement was worth it. I pressed the tip of my cock against her tight hole and then I began to playfully nibble on her earlobe. She let a little giggle slip, and then I penetrated her. I watched as her fingernails dug into the theatre seats. I covered her lips so she wouldn’t gasp too loudly, and then I started to pump her cute ass. It felt good. I couldn’t believe how tight she was. I couldn’t believe I was fucking a girl in public, in the ass—and it was a girl I’d just met. She was basically a stranger—I couldn’t even remember her name!

I came deep in that asshole while she moaned. Luckily there was loud music playing in the movie, so no one heard. I thought it was naughty when she pulled up her panties, and then sat on my creampie for the rest of the movie. But she had a grin on her face the whole time, still revelling in the excitement of our little romp.

The relationship didn’t end up working out. I found out that she was married the next day, when I called to see how she was doing. “Don’t call this number during the day,” she hushed. She called later that night to tell me that her husband was out with his boss. “Come over and let’s have some fun.” But I didn’t go over. Cheating wasn’t my cup of tea—especially after suspecting Angie was cheating on me for so long—and maybe she was, with that Swedish guy who took her back to Sweden with him. So I went back to Tinder and swiped on a few girls.

But I knew that I didn’t just need excitement to cure my dating life. I needed excitement in general, to save me from being such a bore. I needed to push myself out from my comfort zone. So far, I’d learned that I liked the things that I thought were so gross before: eating out assholes, fucking in public, and grotesque horror movies (Cannibal Apocalypse turned out to be a pretty good movie in the end). Maybe I would like the other things that made me uncomfortable—and then they wouldn’t make me uncomfortable anymore. Maybe I needed to book a flight to Cambodia. Maybe I needed to try sticking a dildo into my ass.

I went up to my bedroom. That board game was still there, stashed in that nightstand that once belonged to Angie. I pulled it out, and then I pulled out that blue vibrator. I turned it on and my heart fluttered. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. The game was pushing it for a reason after all. I brought it to my lips and sucked on it for a moment, getting it wet, so there wouldn’t be too much friction. I felt like an idiot, sucking a dildo alone in my bedroom. I felt like an even bigger idiot when I reached around and began to press the toy into my ass.

But I remembered my brunette date’s face when I was fucking her in the ass: the pure euphoria, trying not to scream. Maybe I could feel that same sensation.

It took a minute to get the initial penetration. It hurt a tiny bit, and it was very tight, but I managed to press it in deeper. It was hard to stop myself from clenching, but I had all night. I pushed the toy in slowly, one inch at a time. Finally, once I had about four inches in, I turned on the vibrator. I perked upright and gasped. The feeling was intense and unlike anything I’d ever felt. I couldn’t tell if I hated it or if I liked it. I remained still for a moment, and then I started to squirm my body, trying to find that perfect angle. I gasped again when I found it. I had that dildo pressed right against my sweet spot—maybe my prostate, I don’t really know. I pressed it down a little bit harder, and then I started to bounce up and down slowly. It felt good—really good. I started to moan as I closed my eyes. And in my mind, I pictured that trap with the thick thighs. I imagined her cock standing upright as I sat down on it. I imagined myself gripping those thick thighs as I brought myself down slowly. I could almost feel that throbbing inside of my body.

I clenched hard on her cock, gasping again as a bout of euphoria surged through my body. God, it felt good. Maybe I should have let Angie stick the thing in my ass. Maybe that would have saved the relationship. Maybe that would have been the start of a whole new us. Or maybe what I really needed was for her to leave, so I could discover these exciting pleasures on my own.

I pressed the dildo in deeper—harder against that marvellous spot. My legs were trembling now. My cock was rock hard. I kept bouncing and moaning. I kept imagining that little blonde who was blocked on all of my social media platforms—I imagined her cock deep in my body. I imagined her bending me over and pumping my body as if I was nothing more than a little slutty sex doll. And then I imagined her pulling out and coming all over my back.

I slumped to the side and took a deep breath. I tossed the blue vibrator aside and then I looked in the mirror. My face was dark red. I’d just discovered a new pleasure, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. Was this new adventurous side of me a good thing? Or was I going down a rabbit hole with no way out?


CHAPTER IV

I tried to think of the most terrifying thing I could think of—the thing that made me more uncomfortable than anything. I toyed around with some ideas, like signing up to go on one of those Fear Factor shows, or going down to the exotic pet store to buy myself a spider (I hated spiders more than anything), but those ideas didn’t get my heart pounding. But one idea did: hiring a prostitute. The moment the thought came into my mind, my heart was racing and my skin was tingling.

There was something about prostitutes that always made me uncomfortable. I was at a bar once and I saw a guy meeting a prostitute at one of the back corner tables. They had a drink together and then left, and the whole time, my sensitive heart was throbbing against my ribcage. It just seemed so wrong: legally and morally. Prostitutes were so intimidating. I hated walking past them in the streets. They were beautiful and they knew it, and they used that beauty to make a living—defying laws to make that living.

Hiring a prostitute in 2019 was easy, thanks to the Internet. There were dozens of websites advertising escort services. Just making the Google search had my body trembling. I navigated over to one site, where the girls were a bit more expensive, but the website was much classier, and so were the girls on the site. I had to stop to breathe multiple times as I scrolled down the many options in my area. I couldn’t believe how many escorts there were in my town—and so many of them were beautiful. In their pictures, they were clad in tight lingerie, staring right into the camera with that seductive model look. They were all out of my league, making my heart pound even harder.

One girl made me stop my scroll in an instant. She was breath-taking: blonde with piercing blue eyes and a killer body. She was wearing a schoolgirl outfit in her main picture, and her particular seductive look was especially intimidating. My heart throbbed harder than ever, and I knew I’d found my girl. And then I read her description…

“You can choose to play with the extra fun between my legs, or I can hide it,” she wrote at the very end of her short block of text. It took me a moment to realize what she was talking about. Apparently I’d missed the ‘T’ next to gender up at the top. I didn’t even realize that I was on a site that promoted ‘T’ girls. My heart stopped momentarily before racing off at a million miles a minute. Once again, I’d been caught by a trap. But now, that tingling excitement was stronger than ever. Was I really considering hiring her? Was I about to check multiple boxes in my uncomfortable category? Stranger: check. Prostitute: check. Tranny: check. Way out of my league: check. My heart refused to stop fluttering.

I punched her number into my phone. I had to take a deep breath because I realized I hadn’t taken a breath in nearly a whole minute. I could feel that my face was turning red. I pressed the dial button. The phone started to ring. I took another deep breath.

“This is Erin,” a surprisingly feminine voice answered—but it wasn’t perfectly feminine. There was a tinge to the voice that gave away that extra fun between her legs. Though would it have given her away had I not known any better? Would she be as convincing in person as she was in her ad? Or was I setting up a date with a man in a dress?

“Hi Erin, this is… uh… this is a client looking to—I mean—a potential client, and I… uh…” I wasn’t able to get my thoughts straight. I was even overwhelmed by her voice in my phone. How was I going to go through with spending a night with her?

“You want to set up a date? Are you free tonight? You can meet me at eight at the Delta Lounge. Sound good?”

I was silent for a moment as my brain begged me to say no—but my newly adrenaline addicted heart was begging me to say yes. “Sounds good,” I said.

“See you tonight,” she said. And then she hung up. It all happened so quickly. Didn’t she have any questions for me? Was that all there was to hiring a prostitute? Was the deed done? Had I already broken the law?

It was only 3:00 PM. I had to endure five tedious hours before my date. I spent most of that five hours pacing around my apartment, trying to talk myself out of the stupidity that I was getting myself into. What if I was meeting with a cop? Would I end up on one of those pubic lists? Would I show as a red dot whenever a young family searched their area for sexual deviants?

I took a long shower. “What’s wrong with you?” I asked myself over and over. But still, I continued to get ready for my date. I ironed my best dress shirt and my best pair of dress pants. I even shined my dress shoes, which probably wasn’t necessary as I’d only worn them a couple of times since buying them. I must have brushed my teeth eight times. I was terrified of having bad breath. I tried to eat dinner, but I was only able to stomach a few bites as the adrenaline churned in my gut. Finally, after a gruelling four hours and a half, it was time to leave for my date. My joints were stiff as I walked out to my car. My hands were trembling as I curled my fingers around the steering wheel. I begged myself one last time to turn around, and then I started my engine and headed off towards the Delta Lounge.

I couldn’t even remember why I was seeing Erin. For what reason was I meeting with a tranny prostitute? What was I trying to prove to myself? Did this have something to do with getting Angie back? Or had I lost my sanity at some point over the past few lonely months?

I pulled up to the Delta Lounge with ten minutes to spare. I spent those ten minutes in the car, staring at the door, waiting for her to show up. I wanted to see her before I committed to meeting with her. But I didn’t see her walk through that door. She was either late or already inside waiting for me. My watch beeped, letting me know it was time to face the horribly uncomfortable destiny I’d created for myself. I stepped out from my car slowly and then I tried to shake out the rigidity in my legs. I looked around at all of the cars, to see if any of them looked like they could belong to undercover cops. But why would a cop go undercover as a tranny? Was there a transgender on the police force?

I walked into the lounge slowly and scanned the whole area. It was dimly lit, with quiet music playing through the speakers above. There were a few nicely dressed women at the bar, and a couple of guys in suits drinking at a table. I wondered if I would even recognize Erin. I couldn’t remember what she looked like now that I was trying to recognize her. Was she one of the girls at the bar?

Then I saw her at a booth in the back, and I knew it was her instantly. My heart stuttered and I remembered every little detail of that ad, right down to shade of her lipstick in that schoolgirl photo. Would she put on that schoolgirl outfit once we were up in her room?

Before I could run away, she looked over at me and smiled. She lifted her hand into the air and waved me over. I had to take a deep breath before the ability to walk returned to my legs.

She was wearing a nice red dress, with a lipstick that matched perfectly. Her eyeliner was dark, contrasting the platinum colour of her hair. “You came,” she said with a grin as I approached the table. I could still hear that slight masculine tinge in her voice.

I had to clear my voice before replying. “Of course I came,” I said, forcing a smile. I stood next to the table, not sure what to do next.

“Are you going to sit?” she asked.

So I took a seat. I straightened my shirt and then I straightened my back. I wasn’t sure what to say. I looked into her eyes and she looked back into mine with a grin that made butterflies flutter in my chest as if I was on a rollercoaster that was just starting to drop down a steep hill. “You look nice,” I said.

“Thank you.”

I was suddenly aware of all the other people in that lounge. I didn’t look over at them, but I could feel them looking over at me, knowing that I was meeting with a whore. I wondered if they were cops—maybe the tranny’s partners. There was a glass of ice water on the table; I reached for it and took three big gulps. “Thirsty?” she asked.

“I guess so,” I said. I still wasn’t sure what I was supposed to say. What was the point of the initial meeting? Was it just to make sure that I wasn’t a serial killer? Or was I supposed to be saying something to win her over? “Did I say that you look very nice?”

She laughed. “You did,” she said. Then she looked past me and waved her hand in the air. My heart skipped a beat. Was she waving over her police friends? Was I about to be busted? A waiter was suddenly next to our table, making me jump. “Could he get a whiskey? A double—and make it neat. And two shots of something strong —just surprise us.” The waiter went off to get the drinks, and then Erin looked back into my eyes. “You need to relax. We’re going to have fun tonight.”

I nodded my head slowly while forcing a smile. “Of course,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else to say. I was relieved when the drinks showed up. She slid one shot towards me and then grabbed the other.

“Cheers,” she said before pounding it back. She drank it without flinching, the way a man would take a shot. I slammed mine back. It was stronger than I was expecting, making me cringe and cough. I nearly spat it up, but I managed to get it all into my stomach. She laughed. “That will help,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. And then she slid the whiskey towards me, and I realized she ordered it for me. I picked it up and draft half of it in a single gulp, hoping it would cut my nerves. And then I noticed that she was still staring into my eyes, without flinching, still with that grin on her face, as if something about me was funny. My skin was crawling and cold. I really was living through one of my own nightmares—and I was putting myself through it.

“Once you’re done that drink, we can go up to my room and just get to it,” she said with a calm, casual voice. She continued to stare into my eyes with that grin, as if she was enjoying my uncomfortable reaction. I knew that I could just leave. No one was forcing me to go up to that room with her. She didn’t even know my name, or anything about me for that matter. Once I was gone, I would no longer exist to her and she would no longer exist to me. So what was keeping me in that seat?


CHAPTER V

She had a small room on the second floor, with a view of the parking lot. As soon as we walked in, she walked over to that parking lot view and shut the curtains. “You’ll just have to give me a few minutes to change,” she said. She walked over to a suitcase and then pulled out a handful of clothes. I saw pink and black, with sheer lace and tulle, all scrunched into one of her hands. It must have been a small outfit. I caught a whiff of her sensational perfume as she stepped by me. At least she smelled just like a woman—and she looked like a woman too. At least I wasn’t about to sleep with an obvious man: some guy with broad shoulders and some five o’clock shadow. Though she was still technically a man, at least as far as doctors were concerned.

I stepped into the room and looked around. There was a television on the dresser, but I left it off. I took a seat on the edge of the bed and wondered if I was supposed to get myself undressed. I reached down for my belt, and then I remembered the possibility that she was a police officer. What if she was in the bathroom calling her squad mates? I didn’t want to be naked when they burst through that door. So I just sat quietly, listening to the dying traffic outside, and the sound of my heart thudding against my ribcage. And I wondered: Am I really going to go through with this? And why?

The bathroom door opened, making me jump. She stepped out. Her legs were clad with black lace stockings and she was wearing that tiny schoolgirl outfit, which seemed especially tiny now, as if it had shrunk since she’d taken her escort profile pictures.

“What do you think?” she asked.

She was beautiful. Her breasts were perky and her curves were perfect. But it was only a few seconds before my eyes were drawn down to her crotch. I tried to see if I could spot the bulge. Her little skirt wasn’t quite long enough to cover her panties—it wasn’t quite long enough to cover anything at all. “You look nice,” I said. My voice cracked as if I was a thirteen year old seeing his first porno.

“You can come over and touch me if you want,” she said.

I took a deep breath and slowly rose to my feet. My body trembled with a combination of terror and excitement. I really did want to touch her, even though I knew that I would be touching a man. I gently placed my hands on her bare sides. Her skin was warm and soft. I moved those hands up, onto her soft black top. I could feel the sides of her breasts. She had implants, but they were soft and professionally done. “You can touch them,” she said. She saw that I was staring at them. So I moved my hands onto them carefully. Surely if she was a cop, she would have stopped me by now—right? Now police officer would let a stranger fondle her breasts…

I squeezed. I could feel her hard nipples through the thin fabric of her shirt. I took another deep breath. She was gently biting her bottom lip, as if my squeezing actually felt good—and maybe it did. “Everyone tells me that my ass is my best feature,” she said.

So I reached down with both hands, around her body. I put my hands on her ass. And she was right. It was the perfect mixture of perky and squishy—not too big and not too small. I squeezed and spread her cheeks, and then she let a little moan slip out from her lips. Suddenly, she had both of her hands on my belt buckle. Things were starting now—soon there would be no turning back.

Her perfume was strong as I stood inches away from her. While she was looking down at my crotch, I took a moment to inspect her body completely, trying to see if there were any signs that she truly was biologically male. But she had narrow shoulders, wide hips, long, soft hair, and I couldn’t spot an Adam’s apple at all. I was beginning to wonder whether or not I’d read the ad correctly—maybe that extra fun between her legs was just her pussy—and maybe that ‘T’ next to gender was just a typo. Maybe those breasts weren’t implants at all. I reached up and squeezed them again, trying to make a final determination. But before my brain could process anything, her hand slipped down my pants and her fingers curled around my cock.

“Ooh,” she said. “You’re big.” Her grip was firm but delicate. She started to stroke and massage my length. My mind was suddenly blank. What was I thinking about before? What was I so worried about?

She moved with expert precision, pumping and massaging and stroking. She did this little move where she rolled my tip gently with her thumb and pointer finger. I’m not sure I’d ever gotten so hard so fast in my life. She used her free hand to tug down my pants.

“I never got your name,” she said.

“George,” I replied. And then I realized I should have given her a fake name—but it was too late. And it probably didn’t matter. It’s not like she could have tracked me down with my first name alone. There were probably thousands of people named George in that city—and as far as she knew, I wasn’t even from that city. Maybe I was just a guy on business from out of town.

She ran her clenched fist up and down my throbbing length. I was starting to worry that I would come before ever finding out if she was truly a trap or not. “You’re really good at that,” I said. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to chase away the euphoria. I wanted to last a long time. I was paying three hundred bucks for the hour—so I figured I should at least last half and hour.

“So it’s your hour. What do you want to do?” she asked.

I bit down on my tongue. What did I want to do? A part of me just wanted to bend her over and stick it in her asshole, without pulling her panties too far to the side, so I could remain oblivious to her reality. But another part of me wanted to push my comfort zone and face my fears. “I just want to see where this goes,” I said, taking a deep breath. She took a step closer to me, pressing her chest against mine. I grabbed her hand and moved it off of my cock, so that I could be just a bit closer to her, with nothing between us. Then I looked into her eyes. “Can I kiss you, or is that weird?”

“Kiss away,” she said. So I closed my eyes and kissed her. My heart fluttered and she probably felt it against her chest. I was kissing a biological man—but strangely, it didn’t feel weird. Her lips felt just like the lips of all the girls I’d kissed before her. In fact, her lips seemed even softer and more delicate, but her tongue was more confident. She pushed it through my lips and wrapped it around my tongue, and it felt nice. I moved my hands up and down her sides. I felt that perfect ass again, and then I even spread her cheeks and pressed a finger under her panties, to tease her little asshole. She let a little giggle slip. She had a cute giggle.

And then I felt the reality I was looking for: her cock, hardening in her tight panties, pressed against my erection. I could feel her throbbing and getting bigger. I didn’t move. I continued to rub myself against her, grinding my throbber against hers. She seemed to like it. She was getting hard fast. After getting my shirt off, she gently dug her nails into the skin of my chest. “You’re a good kisser,” she said.

“Thanks. You are too.”

I reached down with both hands and tugged her panties down to her thighs, letting her erection spring out. Then I grabbed it and pressed it against my cock. I used my fist to jerk us both off at the same time. Her body trembled and a whimper slipped out from her lips. Her cock wasn’t quite as big as mine, but it was certainly just as hard, as if she was just as aroused. “Fuck, that feels so good,” she moaned.

She brought her hand up to her mouth and then spat into the palm of her hand. Then, she lowered that hand. I let go of out cocks and she took over, spreading her warm spit up and down our lengths. It felt good—too good. I was once again worried that I was about to bust before we were even finished with foreplay.

I suddenly spun her around, acting on impulse. I bent her over the bed and I spread her beautiful butt cheeks. I sighed at the sight of her puckering asshole. I took my saliva-coated cock and pressed the tip against that little hole. She let a little groan slip. “Be gentle,” she said.

“Maybe,” I replied. And then I started to press my cock into her. She clenched my dick hard, and it felt nice. I waited a moment for her to relax before sinking deeper and deeper. She’d obviously taken a cock before. Her asshole remained mostly relaxed until I was completely inside of her, with my pelvis pressed against her soft tush. “You’re so tight,” I said.

“Just fuck me.”

So I started to pump. I reached around and grabbed her hard erection and gently massaged it while I used her tight anal walls to massage my own rod. I loved the way she moaned and squirmed, and I loved the way her cock throbbed in my fist. I caught another strong whiff of that perfect perfume. I hoped that smell would stay on me for at least a few days, so I could revel in this amazing euphoria for a bit longer. I slapped her ass, making her asshole clench. It was a great feeling so I slapped her ass a few more times, leaving large red marks behind—but she didn’t seem to mind.

“Goddamnit, that feels so good,” she groaned. And then she started moaning consistently, as if she was on the verge of an orgasm. Unfortunately, I didn’t have enough in me to let her get to that amazing finale. I tried to hold back, but the pleasure was too intense. I filled her tight back door with my hot load. I pulled out and watched as it started to pour out of her, and then I stuck my cock back in, pushing that load in deep again.

She stumbled to her feet. Her face was red and her eyes were glowing. She reached out for my hands. I took her hands and she led me to the spot she was just in. She put a hand on my back, so I bent over. My heart was pounding so fast; I was worried it was just going to stop, leaving me dead in a hotel room with a prostitute. She stepped around behind me. She slapped my ass and then spread my cheeks. “Is this your first time?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“You’re in for a treat.” I felt her warm tip press up against my hole. I tried to remain open for her, but my nerves kept clenching me shut. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath, and then she started to push in.

Her cock was thick—thicker than the blue dildo from the board game. She sunk in slowly without stopping. She didn’t even stop when I clenched. I heard her moan and I could feel her veins throbbing inside of me. I clenched two handfuls of bed sheets, and then I curled my toes into the carpet below my feet.

“How does that feel?” she asked.

“So fucking good,” I said. And I wasn’t lying. Her warm tip was pressed right against that sweet spot. She let it linger for a moment before pulling back. I could feel the hard ridge of her tip sliding through me. Then she came down hard, slapping her pelvis against my ass. I gasped. She did it again, and again, and again—faster and faster. I was starting to relax. I could hear myself moaning, but I couldn’t make myself stop. I was squirming and grasping at the bed sheets. She was holding my hips firmly. I planted my face into a pillow and let myself scream out in pleasure. I could hear her groaning loudly as her fingernails dug into my skin. And then I felt it: the hot burst of her cum inside of my asshole.

It felt so good, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. I groaned and squirmed and then I heard myself say, “Jesus fucking Christ, that feels so good!”

She stumbled back and then I felt that same hot rush running down the inside of my left thigh. And she remained standing behind me, catching her breath. I looked back at her with a big, stupid smile on my face. “That felt so amazing,” I said.

She was staring at my ass, watching her creampie fall down to the ground. “You know—you would make a really cute girl. You’ve got the perfect curves.”

The comment made my skin tingle. “What did you just say?”

“Roll over so I can see your face,” she said. So I rolled over and then she crawled on top of me.

I laughed nervously. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“You would be so pretty as a girl. You need to let me do your makeup,” she said. My heart was pounding hard all over again. “I bet you would even fit into my clothes.”

“I’m sure I wouldn’t do them justice,” I said awkwardly.

“No—you need to let me give you a makeover. You would be so cute. What are you doing tomorrow night? We’ll meet up again. Maybe we’ll even have sex again—on the house. Just let me do your makeup.”

It was a hard offer to refuse. I didn’t exactly want a tranny whore to give me a makeover, but I wasn’t going to turn down the sex—especially after having the best sex of my entire life. “Okay, I guess so,” I said.

Besides—the thought of being sissified made me terribly uncomfortable, and I was desperate to try everything that made me terribly uncomfortable.


CHAPTER VI

I was starting to become genuinely concerned for my sanity. I hardly slept that night—not because of guilt or dread or regret, but because I was excited for my next date with Erin. The more I thought about her dolling me up, the more eager I became. I was curious to know if she was right, or if she was just messing around with me. I got out of bed a few times, just so I could stare at myself in the mirror. I always did have a smaller build, and my facial features were soft—my jawline wasn’t rugged and girls would always tell me that they wished they had my nose back in high school. So maybe Erin was right.

I’d never been interested in cross-dressing. In fact, the thought had always made me ill with discomfort. I never understood why a man would want to get dolled up. But now I thought about Erin, and how convincing she looked. I thought about all of the traps I fell for on the porno websites, and then I thought about Cary, who trapped me on Tinder. Maybe I could be like one of them. Maybe I could be convincing too, with a little bit of work.

But is that what I wanted? Did I want to be convincing? Shouldn’t a man want to look like a man and nothing else, no matter what clothes he puts on his body? Why was I feeling so excited? Was I seriously so addicted to adrenaline that I was now losing touch with my own manhood?

I didn’t focus much at work that next day. I spent most of the day staring at the clock. Whenever I was sure that I was alone, with my office door closed, I practised my voice. If I was going to get dolled up, then I needed to have a half-decent voice—right? I found myself on YouTube, watching transformation videos. The guys in the videos didn’t look too different from me. There was even one guy who looked like he could have been related to me, with the same nose and same cheekbones. Maybe Erin was right—maybe I would pass as a convincing woman.

My ass was still a bit sore from being fucked. Whenever I thought about our little romp, a smile crossed my face. I felt so naughty. I slept with a prostitute—a tranny prostitute. But I didn’t regret it. It wasn’t weird when we were fucking, and it didn’t seem weird now as I was reminiscing at my desk. And that seemed to be the pattern: everything I was terrified of turned out to be surprisingly harmless. Erin was just a person, just like Angie and just like that brunette I met on Tinder. It no longer seemed like there was anything taboo about the fact she was trans—though it still seemed a little bit taboo that she was a sex worker, though it’s not like anyone was forcing her in prostitution. As far as I could tell, she was completely independent. I don’t even think she had a pimp. With the Internet, are pimps even still a thing?

I showed up early for my date with Erin—if you can even call it a date. She was ready for me, with a big smile on her face as she opened the door. “I didn’t think you were actually going to show up,” she said. “I thought you were just entertaining me when you said you would come.”

“I figured it’s worth a try. I want to try everything at least once,” I said.

And then she grinned. “Everything?” She laughed and then led me into her hotel room. She already had the room set up for me, with her makeup covering the bathroom vanity and her outfits covering the bed and dresser. She looked down at my feet and said, “What size are you? You look like a seven—is that right?”

“That’s right,” I said.

“Perfect. Then all of these heels will fit you,” she said, motioning towards the corner of the room where she had a dozen different pairs of heels. They were all tall and sparkly—and they all belonged out on the street, made to attract the type of man looking to pay for a little bit of sex. “But first—did you shave your legs?”

“Was I supposed to?”

She rolled her eyes. “Have you ever met a woman with hairy legs? Let me rephrase that: Have you ever met a woman you wanted to fuck with hairy legs? C’mon. I’ve got a spare razor in the bathroom. Get undressed—all of your clothes off. I’ll run the tub.”

It felt strange stripping in front of Erin, knowing that I wasn’t stripping for sex but to get the hair removed from my legs. “If you’re really into this, like I know you will be, then you can wax your legs in a week or so. The hair will stay gone longer if you wax. And once you wax enough times, the hair starts to stay away, at least a little bit.” I climbed into the tub and looked down at my hairy legs. It was June, the start of summer, the start of shorts season. If I shaved the hair off of my legs, people would certainly notice, unless I remained in jeans for the rest of the year. And was it worth it? Was I prepared to wear jeans for the rest of the summer just because I wanted to know if I could actually look like a girl?

I took the razor and started to shave my hair off in strips. There was no turning back now. I shaved as far down as my feet, even getting the little bits of hair off of my toes. I thought I was done, and then Erin said, “Your cock too—get rid of all that hair.” My heart stuttered, but I’m not sure why. I’d never shaved the hair around my cock before. I kept it trimmed, sure, but the last time there was no hair there, I was eight years old. She was staring down at me with that intimidating yet seducing look. I felt like I had no choice, so I carefully removed the hair around my cock and on my balls. She told me to stand up and turn around, and then she helped removed the hair between my legs and on my ass. She even spread my ass cheeks and got right in there, running that razor carefully over my asshole. “You’re already looking so much better,” she said, though I wasn’t sure if it was true.

I stepped out from the tub and looked in the mirror. I was strangely shiny without hair. Erin came up next to me and lifted up my arm. Without even asking, she started to remove my armpit hair. Now tank tops were off the table for the summer as well. She had a big smile on her face. “Oh my God, you’re going to look so cute,” she said. And I wasn’t sure whether or not I hoped that she was right.

Next, it was time to do my makeup. She dragged a chair in from the main room and told me to sit, facing the mirror. Then she grabbed a cream and started rubbing it on my face. “This is foundation. It’s important to get a good foundation first.” She explained everything as she went on. I did my best to keep up, but there was an absurd amount of information to keep track of. If this really was something I would end up doing again, I knew I would probably have to find some Internet refresher course.

I was shocked by how quickly my face was transforming—and I was shocked at how effortless it seemed to be for Erin. She would only spend a few seconds with each product, brushing my face quickly and then moving onto the next thing. It was like watching Bob Ross painting, except instead of a stunning landscape, I was watching a beautiful woman emerging.

I was speechless. Erin was right—I really could look like a girl. And now, as I stared at myself as a girl, I wondered if I normally looked like a girl. Did I ever look like a guy? My eyes were so big and stunning. Were they always that way? And my lips looked so plump and soft—but all she’d done to my lips was put on a bit of gloss. Could gloss really make this big of a difference, or was I just seeing myself in a new light?

She left me to admire her work while she went to retrieve an outfit. She moved quickly, as if she was in a rush. She came back with a little lace teddy with a tulle skirt. “Try this on,” she said. “And say something to me in a girly voice. Tell me how much you love my cock.”

I cleared my throat and waited a moment for my embarrassment to settle. “I love your cock more than anything,” I said. And I found myself surprised by how feminine my voice sounded—way better than when I was practising at work. Erin nodded her head with a big smile.

“That was great,” she said. “But just try to sound a bit softer. You don’t have to be quite so loud—not while you’re getting used to everything.” So I tried again, and I watched as she made a big smile, letting me know that I really was sounding pretty good.

I slipped into the lace teddy. It was tight, but it felt good against my skin. She went and grabbed one of her bras. She pulled the pads out and handed them to me. “Try slipping these into your cups.” I did what she said. The added bust filled out my curves, giving me a fantastically feminine look. It’s amazing what small little details can do to an overall look.

The heels weren’t quite so easy. They fit perfectly, but I was hardly able to stand upright. I tried walking around her little hotel room, and I had to grab onto the dresser a number of times as my ankles wobbled. It didn’t help that the shortest pair of heels she had were four inches tall. But I had to admit: they looked cute on my feet. I especially liked her red pair.

There was a knock at the door. I perked up and my heart skipped a beat. Erin grabbed her phone and checked the time. “He’s early,” she said.

“Who’s early?” My skin suddenly felt cold. I looked over at the AC unit to see if it had suddenly turned on, but it was off.

“My client,” she said. She walked over to the door and reached for the handle. I wanted to tell her to stop. I looked around to see if there was another exit—maybe a fire escape—but there was only that door. “Randy. You’re early!”

I could see Randy towering above Erin. He was almost as tall as the doorframe, and about as wide as two Erins, without much fat on his body at all. “Sorry. Traffic was light,” he said. His voice was deep and booming. He looked over Erin’s shoulder and spotted me. “Oh, I’m sorry,” he said. “Am I interrupting something?”

“No. I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve got someone here with me today. I guess you could say that she’s in training. She’ll be watching.” She looked back at me with a smile. “And maybe participating, if she’s feeling up to it.” My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach. Was this why she brought me here? To sweeten a deal with one of her regular clients? Was this some sort of humiliation? Was she really expecting me to participate? What did that even mean?

Randy stepped into the room. He slipped out from his suit jacket and stared at me for a few seconds too long. “You’re very beautiful,” he said. The comment took me off-guard. Was he just saying it, or did he really mean it?

“Thank you,” I said. I could feel my cheeks turning red. But why were they turning red? Was I really flattered by the compliment—even if it was real? Did I really want to think that I made a beautiful woman? Was that better than making for a manly woman?

Erin stepped behind the hulk of a man and started to rub his shoulders. “She’s new, so be extra nice to her,” Erin said.

“What’s her name?” Randy asked.

Erin looked at me, putting me on the spot. “Georgia,” I said, forcing a smile.

“That’s a pretty name,” Randy said.

Erin spent a minute on Randy’s shoulders before working her way down towards his belt buckle. She made quick work of it, pulling his belt out and tossing it aside. Randy took a deep breath and watched the experienced tranny’s hands as she unzipped his fly. I felt a little bit jealous. Maybe I had a bit of a crush on Erin, and a part of me hoped that I was the only guy for her. But I knew that was absurd. She was a prostitute and she had to make a living somehow. I wasn’t singlehandedly paying for her hotel room and all of her makeup and lingerie.

Erin shimmied Randy’s pants down, along with his boxers, revealing his long, thick cock. He was massive, and already throbbing. Erin took his cock and started to pull back his foreskin, unveiling his shiny, bulbous tip. He let out a sigh of relief. And I just remained still, watching the act from across the room, not sure what I was supposed to be doing.

Erin slipped around her date and sunk down to her knees. That giant cock went straight into her mouth and she started to suck. Randy closed his eyes and let out a long groan. “That feels amazing,” he said.

I carefully stepped towards the duo. I sunk down behind Erin, putting my hands on her shoulders. I watched as that long rod slipped in and out of that warm mouth, sliding across those plump, soft lips. I’d never been so close to another man’s erection before—unless you count Erin’s, though her cock was hardly manly. I watched for a moment before looking up at Randy, who was looking down at me.

“Suck her cock,” he said suddenly. And it took me a moment to realize he was talking to me and not to his date. He wanted me to suck Erin’s cock? A lump the size of a fist was suddenly filling my throat. I’d never sucked a cock before. I didn’t even know how. Was I literally supposed to suck, or just bob my head up and down?

Erin kept sucking his cock, as if she didn’t hear the demand. I was terrified of letting Erin and her date down, so I carefully got down onto the ground and crawled underneath Erin, who had her knees planted with just enough space for my head to slide underneath. I carefully pulled her little panties aside, letting her package fall out, onto my forehead. I shimmied a bit further, so that package was hanging down at my lips. Then I opened my mouth and allowed her cock into my mouth. Within seconds I could feel her throbbing and growing. It was a satisfying feeling, knowing that I was the one making it happen. I bobbed my head as much as I could at my awkward position—but mostly, I just played with her cock using my tongue, swirling around and teasing her tip. She gently let her bum rest down on my face, which I liked. I used to hate the thought of someone sitting on my face, but now it just turned me on. Now I was obsessed with that feeling. I wanted her to put so much weight on my face that I couldn’t move. I wanted her to grind her asshole and her ball sack all over my chin. She was rock hard in my mouth now—her cock pushing up against the roof of my mouth. She started to bounce slightly, fucking my mouth like it belonged to a sex doll. It was nice—I didn’t want the moment to end.

And then I heard Randy say, “I want to fuck your friend in the ass.”

“That’s up to her,” Erin said. She stood up and looked down at me. They were both looking down at me as I lay on that floor with saliva running down my cheeks. A man—a real, manly man with a big cock—wanted to fuck me in the ass. The thought was terrifying. And as that terror filled my heart, I knew I couldn’t say no. I knew that my addiction to putting myself in uncomfortable positions would win out in the end.

“Okay,” I said gently. My voice was hardly a whimper. Erin was suddenly helping me up to my feet, leading me over to the bed. It was all happening so fast. Was he really going to stick it in my ass? I looked back and saw Erin fitting a condom on his curved throbber. Would it even fit? Would it hurt? Would I cry out in pain?

Once I was bent over, Erin climbed up on the bed. She got her face right next to mine. She was smiling when she said, “It’s going to be good. You’ll like it. Hold my hand—squeeze if it hurts. It won’t hurt for long—I promise.” I felt strangely comfortable with Erin there, like nothing could hurt me. Her smile made my heart melt just a little bit. And suddenly, I felt the strange tingling of excitement crawling all over my skin. Then, I felt the warm, dull pressure of a thick cock pressing up between my butt cheeks. I felt his big fingers prying my cheeks apart, so that he could see the tiny hole he was about to stretch wide. My heart fluttered down into my gut and for the first time that afternoon, reality caught up to me.


CHAPTER VII

I realized what I was doing and how absurd it was. I was dressed up like a girl, with a prostitute, and about to be fucked in the ass by a complete stranger. How had my life come to this? What happened to my comfortable normal? Where was my comfort zone now? Was this what Angie wanted from me when she told me I needed to live a little bit? Surely this wasn’t what she was talking about, and surely this wasn’t what I wanted. The pendulum had swung way too far in the other direction.

I started thinking of all the possible repercussions of what I was doing. What if his cock was so big, he left me permanently stretched out? What if he tore me open and I had to go to the hospital for some humiliating medical help? What if I ran into the man in my normal life, and he told everyone that I was secretly a transgender prostitute? Or worse: what if I liked it? What if I liked it so much that I wanted to keep whoring myself out while wearing cute lingerie and pretty makeup? A grin crossed my face as I considered the latter possibility, and that grin made a strong dread grow in my gut.

The man supposedly named Randy started pushing his hard cock into my ass. I clenched at first as my mind raced. I could still stop him. There was nothing stopping me from spinning around and saying, ‘I’m not going to do this.’ I could leave and Erin would never know how to contact me to tell me how disappointed she was in me. She couldn’t be disappointed anyway—she was the one who set me up for this without my knowledge or consent. But I wasn’t spinning around to stop Randy. I was still bent over, still with the tip of that hard dick pressing into my butthole.

I took a deep breath and looked into Erin’s eyes. She was smiling and looking more beautiful than ever. She clenched my hand tight, making my heart throb. “You okay?” she asked.

I nodded my head and returned the smile. “I’m good,” I said, and then I unclenched. Randy slid in suddenly, stretching me wide and filling me completely. I gasped and clenched momentarily, but I knew I could take it. I knew I just had to power through the first few thrusts and then there would be nothing but pleasure. So I bit my tongue and forced my anus to relax, and he slid in further, rubbing his veiny cock through my anal passage. I could feel my rim stretching to accommodate the thickness of his girth, but it didn’t hurt much. There was a generous coating of lubricant on his condom-clad cock, so there was no tearing. I still clenched Erin’s hand tightly as he sunk deeper and deeper. I swear I could feel his tip pressing up through my stomach—he was certainly big enough.

Then I took another deep breath and relaxed even more. A tingling of pleasure flowed through me. His cock was pressed against that amazing spot and I remembered how much I liked taking it in the ass. His big, warm hands were holding my hips tightly, pulling me in towards his crotch. I could feel him throbbing inside of me. He was horny, and that horniness was for me. In a weird way, it was nice to know that I was the one making him so horny. I really was pretty in that lingerie and makeup. I wasn’t just pretty—I was sexy. For the first time in my life, I was above average at something. And so what if other men would scoff at me if they knew—first they would have to know before they could scoff, and the only way they could know was if I wanted them to know. I was convincing—terrifyingly convincing. Maybe I’d found my true calling. Maybe the combination of all the things I was once horribly terrified of—prostitution, transgenderism, anal sex—was exactly what I was good at in life.

Maybe Angie leaving me was the best thing that ever happened to me.

Randy started thrusting, grunting every time his hard pelvis slapped against my soft ass. I could hear myself moaning. One of his big, muscular hands dug underneath me and grabbed my cock firmly. He started to stroke and massage me, and it felt nice. I never thought that having a man massage my cock would feel so good—especially not a buff, muscular man—but he knew exactly how tight to hold and how hard to rub. Maybe I was a little bit bisexual—though is it really considered bisexual to like the intimacy of a man as a woman?

Erin crawled forward and pressed her lips against mine. We kissed. He tongue slipped into my mouth and wrapped around mine, the way I liked. I loved the way her nose felt nestled against mine, and I loved the sweet taste of her gently flavoured lip-gloss. I especially loved the way she cradled my face gently with her hand.

She pulled back and smiled with dark red cheeks. Then she looked up at Randy. “Fuck her harder,” she said before looking back at me with a big smile. And I couldn’t help but return the smile.

Randy started pounding me harder, making my whole body slide slightly up the bed. He had to pull me down with both of his beefy hands so that I wouldn’t get away from him. He was much stronger than me. He could have easily held me down with just a couple of fingers.

I was moaning loudly now, squirming and clutching at the bed sheets.

Without pulling his cock out from me, Randy managed to pull me up to my feet. I wobbled in my heels but managed not to fall. “Suck her off,” he said to Erin, and Erin didn’t hesitate. She crawled forward and grabbed my cock with her pretty finger. She started quickly, picking up where Randy left off, jerking quickly with a tense grip. She leaned forward and plunged my cock into her warm, wet mouth. She bobbed her head while slurping. Saliva ran down my ball sack and dripped onto that hotel floor. “Just like that. Suck that fucking cock,” Randy said while looking over my shoulder. He thrusting harder than ever, getting every inch of his massive throbber inside of me with every plunge. And my God, did it ever feel amazing. My whole body started to tremble as an incredible euphoria began to pulse between my legs. I squirmed and my knees buckled, but he held me up. I started to scream and clench, but that didn’t stop the orgasm—nothing could stop that orgasm.

I unloaded inside of Erin’s mouth. She gasped but she didn’t pull back. She closed her eyes tight and took every blast. I came so much that my load was spilling out the sides of her lips, running down her cheeks and dripping onto the floor.

“Swallow it,” Randy demanded. Before Erin swallowed, she tilted her head back and opened her mouth, to show off her gooey white prize. Then she closed her lips and took it all down with a big gulp. It was only seconds later when Randy started to grunt. His fingertips dug into my skin and he pulled med in tight. Then I felt his cock twitching as his condom filled up. I almost wished he wasn’t wearing a condom, so I could feel that amazing wetness splashing inside of my body—but I knew I was better safe than sorry.

He pulled back and I fell forward on the bed. My legs were like melting butter. I had no energy. The room became silent as everyone gathered their senses. And I remained still waiting for that harsh reality to return to me—waiting to realize that I’d just whored myself out to a complete stranger, while dressed in slutty lingerie. I knew that reality would sting as soon as it hit—it was just a matter of time before it sunk in.


CHAPTER VIII

Randy took off after leaving a large wad of money on the dressed. Once he was gone, Erin took that wad and handed it over to me. “You did all the work. I basically just watched,” she said.

“I can’t take this. It’s yours. He’s your client,” I said.

She laughed. “Don’t worry. I’ve got plenty of cash. Just take it. Use it to buy yourself a few outfits and some makeup.” I flipped through the wad. There must have been seven hundred bucks there. “He always pays for a whole night, even though he never sticks around for more than an hour,” she said. “He’s a good client—with a nice, big cock, too.” She giggled and then slipped into the bathroom to check her makeup. I followed her. I spent a moment staring at myself in the mirror, still shocked by how pretty I looked, and still shocked that I was spending the night as a transgender prostitute.

“That was fun,” I said.

“We’ll do it again sometime,” she said with her cute smile.

“I’d like that.”

And then I watched as she carefully touched up her eyeliner. I couldn’t wait to get my own makeup, so I could learn to do different looks. There was a whole world of possibilities ahead of me.

I felt awkward as I stood behind her, silently watching. But she didn’t seem to mind—or maybe she didn’t fully notice. “Are you okay?” she asked without looking at me.

“I’m just—I’m waiting for something to happen, but it’s not happening,” I said.

And then she looked back at me. “What are you waiting for?”

I took a second before answering. I looked down at her crotch and saw that her cock was still half erect, pushing out from her lingerie. I looked at myself in the mirror and saw my own cock, which was still hanging out, after being sucked and massaged to climax. I reached down and slipped it back into my lingerie. I liked the way it felt, being hugged by that tight lace. But that dread I was expecting still didn’t come. “I’m not feeling any regret,” I said.

“Why would you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Don’t you ever feel regret?”

“I haven’t felt any regret in a long time—not since I started embracing my feminine side, if you know what I mean.” She kissed me on the cheek and then she went into the other room. She got herself undressed. She had a killer body with perfect curves. She bent over and pulled a cute red dress out from her suitcase. “Want to get a drink with me?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said.

She pulled a little black dress out from her suitcase and tossed it to me. “This will look cute on you,” she said. It was satin and incredibly soft. I couldn’t wait to feel it on my skin. But I didn’t put it on right away. I was still waiting for that dread to set in—still waiting for that regret to become obvious. But why wasn’t it coming? Was I really happy with Erin? Did I like being a sissy? Did I like whoring myself out? Was there really nothing wrong with being a trap?

Erin was staring at me now. “You still look confused. Are you sure you’re okay?” she said. And then she laughed. “You know, if you decide you don’t like being a girl, then you can stop. It’s that simple. But if you think you like it, then give it a try. It’s not going to hurt, is it? Now get dressed—let’s go get a drink.”

So I slipped the black dress over my tight lingerie, and it felt just as amazing as I thought it would. Maybe I would like being a chick. Maybe destiny brought me to this hotel room. Maybe this wasn’t the end of my journey of self-discovery. And like Erin said—if I decided I didn’t like it, there was nothing stopping me from going back to being George. But as we made our way down to the bar to be hit on by cute guys, I had a feeling that I was going to like it. I had a feeling I was going to have a lot of fun as Georgia.

THE END
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