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WOULD YOU STILL...

Francis and his buddies like to play a game called Would You Still, where they pick out a pretty girl at the bar and then ask, “Would you still be interested if…” followed by some wild hypothetical situation.

When Viv, the most beautiful woman Francis has ever seen, walks into the bar, Francis’s buddies need to come up with some pretty extreme ‘Would You Stills’ before they manage to find his breaking point. “Would you still be interested if you knew she was born a man?”


CHAPTER I

Whenever we went out, my friend James used to always play this game called Would You Still. It was a simple, versatile game. It started when we were kids, when we started liking girls. There was a girl I liked, named Vanessa. I told James I wanted to ask her out, and James said, “Would you still want to ask her out if you found out she had herpes?” It was always hypothetical stuff like that. As the game evolved, we developed a point system. Everyone would try to guess the other guy’s answer, and you would get a point if you guessed right.

By the way, I said I would still ask Vanessa out, regardless of her herpes situation (I didn’t even really know what herpes was at the time). Vanessa didn’t have herpes as far as I was aware, not that it mattered. I asked her out and she said no.

James’s questions were always tough to answer. They were always right on the verge of a yes or a no answer. Our friend, Rick, liked this one girl, Amy. “Would you still like Amy if her voice was the exact same as your mom’s?” I guessed no, but Rick said yes. I didn’t get my point, even though I didn’t believe Rick for a minute. No one would want to date a woman that sounded just like their mother…

As we grew up, graduated school, and moved onto bigger things with our lives, the game stuck. Every time we would meet up and catch up, somehow the question would pop up: “Would you still…” James was still the king of coming up with questions, always making you question how badly you really wanted something. Sometimes you had to think seriously about James’s questions, because sometimes he was baiting you, sometimes he knew more than he was letting on. Rick went to order a beer. “They have 1516 on tap—that’s my favourite,” Rick said.

“Would you still order it if you knew it was flat and warm?” James asked.

“Even flat and warm, it’s better than every other beer, in my opinion,” Rick said. He ordered the beer and it came, flat and warm. Rick winced as he took a sip. “Oh, gross,” he said. “How did you know?”

“I ordered a pint before you got here,” James said, laughing.

We met up at a bar that had the best steak sandwiches in town. I only ever ordered the steak sandwich. After going on a long rant about how amazing the steak sandwich in question was, James asked, “Would you still order the steak sandwich if it was only a quarter of the size?” I had to think about it. Rick guessed that I wouldn’t, but I definitely would have. Luckily, it came full-sized.

You see, the game didn’t just work with women, it worked with everything.

We were all at the bar one evening when the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen walked in. As the vixen stepped into the joint, with her wavy blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, the place seemed to become quiet, as if every conversation went on hold while everyone admired the woman’s impressive beauty. She was tall, with long, smooth legs. I had to take a closer look, making sure she wasn’t some famous celebrity or supermodel—she was certainly beautiful enough to be.

Our eyes met for a brief moment, and in that brief moment, my heart melted. She smiled subtly and then she looked at James. Her eyes lit up. “Hey James,” she said. Her voice was smoother than velvet.

“Hey Viv,” James said, as if the two of them went way back. “Long time, no see.”

I wanted to ask for an introduction, but I was too dumbfounded by her incredible body and her stunning face. James and the mysterious Viv caught up for a few minutes before Viv politely stepped away to join some friends at a nearby table. I made a distinct point of checking her fingers for rings, and there were none. An unmarried woman that beautiful? There must be something wrong with her—maybe she’s insane. Or maybe she’s just so beautiful, no man has ever had the balls to ask her out. I could hardly keep my lips from parting stupidly as she stood near me; she was so magnificent.

“How the hell do you know that woman?” I said, staring at James in a state of disbelief.

“We were in some college courses together. Nice girl,” he said with a smile.

“Is she single?” I asked.

James looked at me with a crooked grin. “What? You want to ask her out?” he said, that grin persisting.

“Yeah, why? What’s wrong with her? Why haven’t you asked her out?”

Even Rick was completely blown away by Viv. He’d zoned out of our conversation, and he was looking across the bar at her, staring like a creepy pervert, lost in a clouded gaze.

“You should ask her out. I’m sure the two of you would get along great,” James said, still smirking devilishly, as if there was something he wasn’t telling me.

“Maybe I will,” I said, looking back at her, my heart trembling at the thought of confronting her, mustering up the courage to ask her on a date.

“You think she’s hot, huh?” he said.

“Why? Should I not?” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. She’s not my type.”

“Bullshit,” Rick said, finally turning away from Viv, re-joining our conversation.

“I’ll admit, she’s pretty. She’s just not my type. That’s all I’m saying.”

“She’s more than pretty,” I said, “she’s the hottest woman I’ve ever seen in my life.” I meant it, too. I’d never felt so swept away by a woman before in my life.

James leaned in close. “Would you still think she’s beautiful if you knew she killed a man, and spent five years in jail?” James asked, raising an eyebrow, that grin still on his face.

“What, you mean like a drunk driving accident, or she straight up stabbed a guy?” I asked. I looked back over at Viv. She didn’t look like she was physically capable of hurting anyone. She looked so calm, so sexy, so happy. Maybe she was bi-polar… Or maybe this was just one of James’s little games.

“Let’s say she murdered someone, intentionally—would you still?” James said.

I looked at her. “Would she try to murder me?” I asked, playing along with James’s assumedly hypothetical situation.

“She might—who knows?” James looked at Rick. “What do you think he’ll say? I think he wouldn’t.”

“I think he wouldn’t, too,” Rick said, and then both men looked at me for my answer.

I thought about it. “I’d probably still ask her out. If she’s out of prison, they obviously thought she wasn’t going to kill again,” I said. “So I would take my chances. For her—I would definitely take my chances.” I denied both men their imaginary points.

James smiled.

“Why? Did she kill someone, or was that just a game?”

James shrugged. “I don’t know. Not as far as I know.”

We all looked back over at her. “Would you still ask her out if you knew she only had two years left to live?” Rick asked. “I’m betting no.”

“I bet he’ll say no,” James said, turning to me, that smile still on his face. What was that smile? What was he hiding from me?

“I still would,” I said. “It would be the best two years of my life.”

James chuckled. “Okay, how’s about this: Would you still go after her if you knew she used to be a man, and she still had her… male bits?” His grin grew longer. “I bet you wouldn’t.”

“He definitely wouldn’t,” Rick said.

I had to seriously think about it. James’s new question opened up a whole new can of moral worms. Would I date a woman who was actually, biologically speaking, a man—even if she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my life? I tried to imagine her naked, standing with an extra appendage between her thighs. My brain seemed to reject the mental image. I looked over at Viv again. Would I? “I don’t think I could,” I said, and I was being honest. How could I ever look at her without thinking about the fact I was looking at a man?

“Didn’t think so,” Rick said, taking a triumphant sip from his beer.

“But she’s not really, right?” I said. “I mean, she’s really a woman. She isn’t a man—right?”

James smiled. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

If James had one skill in life, it was his ability to fuck with people. He knew how to get in your head, how to meddle with your brain. He’d always gotten a kick out of it, and getting a straight answer out of him was next to impossible. The more he could tell it was bugging you, the more he’d tease you, keep the answer dangling just out of sight.

I looked over at Viv. There was no way she was actually a man—it was impossible. Men aren’t built like that. Men aren’t capable of being insanely beautiful. Men can’t bring silence to an entire bar by just walking into a room. Viv was a woman—she must have been a woman.

“So are you going to ask her out? I can even introduce you, if you’d like,” James said.

I took a second to think about it. I wanted to ask him once more, if she really was a woman, but I knew I would get nothing out of him. “Sure,” I said, “I’d appreciate that.”


CHAPTER II

It took the better part of that evening to build up the courage to ask Viv out on a date. James walked up to her with me, introduced me as promised, and then I bit my tongue and asked if she wanted to grab a coffee with me sometime. She smiled and said, “Of course—that sounds like fun.” I got her phone number and left it at that, returning to Rick at the bar with James. “Did she say yes?” Rick asked, his eyes wide.

It took a minute for him to believe me when I told him she said yes. My heart was racing. Not only was she the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my life, I was going on a date with her—one-on-one. I had a stupid smile glued to my face for the rest of the night.

But for the week leading up to our date, I couldn’t help but wonder: why was she still single? It seemed too good to be true, she was nice and she was beautiful. I hardly knew her yet, but from our brief conversation, she didn’t strike me as having a nasty personality, or any bizarre quirks—not that one or two bizarre quirks would have turned me off of her. Everyone has a quirk or two.

I met Viv at a hip little coffee shop downtown. I’d never been there before, but she said she went there all the time. “They have the best lattes. Do you like lattes?”

“I don’t think I’ve ever had one,” I said. I was more of a black coffee kind of guy. I always hated how sweet some places made their coffee, and I’d always just assumed a latte was just milk and coffee and lots of sugar. But Viv insisted that I try the latte. It was admittedly pretty good.

For our date, she was just as beautiful, if not more so than she was at the bar. She dressed casually, wearing a pair of tight jeans and a black blouse. The black blouse made her blonde hair look almost white in contrast. Even a week after she’d agreed to go on a date with me, I still had a hard time believing I wasn’t dreaming. It seemed absurd that such a gorgeous specimen would agree to go out with me. I couldn’t help but consider the possibility that it was a pity date, that she only said yes as a favour to James. But pity date or not, I wasn’t going to complain. I wasn’t about to pass up on a chance to go out with a total beauty of a woman.

As we took a seat down at the table, I noticed her cheeks were red. She was strangely stiff, seemingly nervous. “You alright?” I asked.

She smiled, her cheeks still red. “Yeah, why?” she said.

What reason did she have to be nervous? I was the one that should have been nervous. Or maybe she wasn’t nervous in regards to my approval, but nervous that a friend would see her out with plain, old me. “Just making sure,” I said.

“I’m curious to know what James told you about me,” she said.

I thought for a moment. James hadn’t said much. He mentioned she was nice, and that was about it. He also hinted at the possibility she was a murderer, and the possibility that she was a man, and even though I didn’t believe either, it was hard not to remember those peculiar suggestions as she awaited my response, staring into my eyes. I still didn’t believe that there was even a remote possibility she was a man. It was just impossible.

“Are you alright?” she asked, after I took too long to respond to her question.

“I’m good. James told me a bit about you, but I don’t know how well you know James. It’s hard to believe some of the things he says sometimes. Why don’t you tell me a bit about yourself?”

Viv didn’t say a whole lot. She talked a bit about where she worked, at a veterinarian’s clinic, as an assistant, and she talked a bit about where she grew up, in a small town in Montana. “What about you?” she said, after just a minute or two of herself as the topic of conversation.

I told her about my job, about where I grew up, and I told her about a few of my hobbies. “What about you? What are your hobbies?” I asked.

“I’m still trying to find hobbies. I was never much of a hobby person growing up. My parents were really religious, so we spent just about every night at church, and we didn’t have any money for sports or anything like that.”

“What about bowling? You look like the kind of girl who would like bowling,” I said.

She laughed. “Bowling? I’ve never been. It looks so… silly.”

“The silly-looking hobbies are always the most fun. C’mon, let’s go bowling.” I took her down the street to a nearby bowling alley. We rented a lane and the shoes, and then I showed her how to properly throw the ball. She nearly toppled over when she picked up the ball. “How do you hold this thing?” she said.

I went and got her a smaller ball. “Try this,” I said.

As she stepped up to the first line, her face became especially red. “Don’t make fun of me if I suck,” she said.

“Sucking at bowling is part of the fun. Everyone sucks at bowling.”

She went to throw the ball. It wasn’t the most elegant throw, but she managed to not suck, hitting all of the pins down in her first attempt. She jumped up and let out a little squeal before covering her mouth as her cheeks became crimson. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think I’d get all of the pins down.”

“You’re a natural!” I said. “Now you have to promise not to laugh at me when I suck.”

After playing a few frames (she kicked my ass in each one) we migrated down to a nearby bar for a few drinks. Finally, she was starting to open up, telling me about her school days, her old friends growing up (none of whom she still kept in touch with), and all of her favourite foods. “I’m going to make you try this Chinese place by my house next time,” she said, and then her face became red again as she realized she’d just assumed we were going on a second date.

My face must have turned quite red as well. I tried to contain my excitement. I felt like I’d won the lottery. There’s no such thing as a pity second date. I really did have a chance with Viv, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I had to pinch my arm, to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

We stayed at the bar until it closed, and then I walked her home to her apartment. “I had fun tonight,” I said when we reached her door.

She smiled, staring into my eyes. My heart was racing. I knew it was my opportunity to go in for the kiss. My body was suddenly hot and tense. I took a step forward. And then she said, “I’ll text you tomorrow, okay? Goodnight,” and she turned away red-cheeked before I could plant the kiss.

I wasn’t sure if I’d just been rejected or not. Had I said something near the end of the date to ruin our vibe? I thought it was going so well… Maybe she just wasn’t a first-date kisser—some people think it’s weird to kiss on the first date; maybe she was one of them.

The rejected kiss made my walk home feel especially long. Hopefully I didn’t screw things up, I thought the whole way. I liked her a lot—even more, now that I’d gotten to know her.


CHAPTER III

The next morning, I decided to creep her on Facebook. I tried to convince myself that I wouldn’t, that I would do my best to mind my own business, but I still felt like there was so much I didn’t know about her. It took a few minutes, but I was able to find her profile fairly easily.

And it was a fairly empty profile. She never updated her status, she only had a few photos, and she hardly had any friends. She wasn’t even friends with James on Facebook. I clicked through her interests, and there weren’t any listed—not even bands or movies that she liked. I thought it was strange how desolate her page was, until I noticed that it was only created about a year before. She must have been one of those Facebook late-comers.

I thought about sending a friend-request, but I figured I would try to maintain a little bit of self-control, and play hard-to-get, just a little bit.

Waiting for her to text message me was tough. There were many times throughout the day that I wanted to text her, just to thank her for the date, to ask whether she was still interested in checking out that Chinese food restaurant, but I stuck to my plan, and I waited for her to message me.

She finally did, late into the evening. “Hey, I had fun last night,” she said.

Her text alone was enough to send my heart into a flutter. “Me too,” I replied. “What are you doing tomorrow? Want to get some dinner with me?”

It took her a few minutes to respond. Those few minutes were like absolute torture, ticking by so slowly. I couldn’t take my eyes off of my phone, as if I would miss her message if I looked away. I felt like completely insane, like I was quickly becoming a crazed stalker. After the first minute went by without her responding, I considered sending a message to confirm she got the original one, but I stopped myself when I realized that would be a huge mistake.

Finally, she responded. “Absolutely. Meet me at my place at six?” she said.

“Sure,” I said simply. I put my phone down and I let my celebration face slip, teeming with excitement.

And then I got a message from James. “Hey, you didn’t actually go out with Viv, did you?” he wrote.

“I did. Why?” I replied.

“Did she tell you about herself?”

“A bit, why?” I said.

Instead of getting a message back, he called. I answered. “What’s up?” I said.

“Hey man. I know you like this girl and everything, but…” Instead of finishing his sentence, he started to laugh.

“What?” I said.

“Man, she really isn’t a woman. I wasn’t kidding when I said she was born a man,” he said.

I didn’t know whether or not to believe him, especially once he started laughing again. I couldn’t tell whether he was just pranking me, playing on my initial reaction when he slipped the suggestion in at the bar, or if he was legitimately trying to warn me. It did seem strange that he knew she was single, but he never tried to make a move himself. It also seemed strange that she was so nervous on our first date. I still couldn’t figure out what she could possibly have to be nervous about. She couldn’t possibly have been nervous about impressing me; all she had to do was walk into a room and she could impress any man.

“I can’t tell if you’re kidding or not,” I said.

“I’m not kidding. Ask her for yourself,” he said.

Now I was really confused. I couldn’t actually ask her—regardless of whether she was or wasn’t born a man, that would be terribly offensive. James was either setting me up to humiliate myself, or he was trying to stop me from humiliating myself. I couldn’t tell.

“I don’t know if I can believe you,” I said. It was hard to believe. She looked more like a woman than any of the women I’d ever dated in my life. No man could be that stunning. It was just too hard to believe—but what if James was right?

“Fine. Just don’t say I didn’t warn you,” James said. The other possibility was that James was trying to convince me to back away from her so he could swoop in and take her for himself. Maybe he’d always been too nervous to ask her out on a date, and now that he’d seen her accept me, he figured he had a chance.

Or maybe she really was a man…

I pushed the thought out of my head—at least I tried to. I didn’t get much sleep that night, the possibility lingering in the back of my mind. I tried to remember if she had an Adam’s apple, or any other gender-defining characteristics. Her voice wasn’t deep like a man’s, but it did have a sort of unique quality to it that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Besides, there are hormones men can take to make their voices more feminine, and as long as they start taking them early enough in development, they can sound convincingly female. Maybe Viv had been taking the hormones.

But the real question was: if she really was born a man, would I still pursue her, or would I call it quits the moment I found out?

Of course I would end it then and there—at least, that’s what I told myself. But whether she was born a male or a female, that didn’t change the fact she was absolutely gorgeous. It didn’t change the fact that she was fun to be around, or that she was painfully nice and kind.

I shook my head, a cold shiver running down my spine. Who was I kidding? I couldn’t be in a relationship with a transgender. James would mock me to no end—and what would I tell my other friends and my family? Certainly the topic would come up sooner or later, once things started to get more serious. ‘Why haven’t you had any kids yet?’ my mom would eventually ask. Sure, I could lie and say that we never wanted kids, but I was a terrible liar, and the truth was bound to come out sooner or later. James had found out one way or another, and he wasn’t particularly cunning.

How did James find out? Did she straight-up tell him she was born a man? Did another friend tell him? Did James know her when she was still a man? It all seemed so unlikely. James must have been lying—it was the only explanation. Viv must have been a real, biological woman.

I rolled over, content with my justification, and I went to sleep.


CHAPTER IV

I thought I’d managed to convince myself that there was nothing awry about Viv, particularly down between her legs, but I was wrong. When I woke up that morning of our second date, the possibility was back in my head. What if there is the slightest possibility that James isn’t kidding? It was bugging me to no end.

I couldn’t focus much at work, that thought lingering at the front of my mind. My boss even came up to me and asked me why I seemed so distracted. Of course I didn’t tell him. Instead I just smiled and said I had a hard time getting to sleep the night before, which wasn’t a lie.

What if Viv was born a man?

Viv and I ended up going to see a movie. The theatre was mostly empty, playing some old black and white movie. Strange, I thought, do they still make black and white movies? I couldn’t understand what was happening in the movie.

Viv kept looking over at me and smiling, reminding me of how beautiful she was. She kept leaning forward to stretch out. It was obvious she was giving me the opportunity to slip my arm behind her, to snuggle in to her warmth. It took me a few times before I had the guts to do it. The moment I did, she reached down and held my hand, slipping her fingers between mine. She smelled nice.

There must have been something wrong with the film projector, because it was now playing some violent horror movie. Viv cowered her face into my chest. Horror movies never scared me much, but I welcomed the free closeness. I covered her head with my arm, protecting her from the fictional movie monsters. Then, her fingers slid over my crotch. She began to rub my cock. I looked down and my cock was out.

I hadn’t noticed her do away with my belt, unzip my fly, or pull down my pants, but I didn’t think twice about it. I let her stroke my bare flesh, sinking it into her warm mouth. It felt nice.

I looked around to make sure no one was watching. The theatre was suddenly filled with people, as if everyone arrived late. There was one man, a few rows ahead, looking right at us. “Viv, we’d better stop,” I said, worried someone in our row would look over and see her stroking my bare erection. But Viv didn’t stop. She kept on stroking, circling her tongue around the tip of my throbbing cock. She knew how to work a cock—my God!

I gripped the edges of my armrests. I was close to my climax. She took my hand and brought it down to her crotch, slipping it down the front of her pants. Then, as my cock began to bloat, ready to come, I felt it: her big, throbbing cock, waiting erect between her legs for me to stroke it off. I tried to resist, but she was too strong, forcing my hand around her thick member.

I looked over. Everyone was now staring at us, watching as I ran my hand along her big cock. I bit down on my tongue, but I couldn’t stop myself from coming. Oh God, how embarrassing! Everyone watched me come while I stroked off a big, throbbing dick.

And then I woke up, snapping up suddenly. I’d fallen asleep at my desk. I stood up and looked around. Most of my co-workers were gone, probably out on their lunch break. I wondered if anyone had seen me sleeping.

A few thoughts occurred to me on my way home from work: what if it takes multiple dates before I find out whether she’s really a woman or not? What if I kiss her, and find out later that she was born a man? And if she is actually a man, what if she thinks I know? What if she assumed James had told me? I was going to have to come up with a good exit strategy, some way of not offending her, in the off-chance that she really did have a big, meaty rod between her legs.

I found myself back on her Facebook page, looking at pictures of her, zooming in as close as I could on her throat, trying to see any sign of an Adam’s apple. I felt like I was slowly losing my sanity, like I was letting James burrow deep into my mind. There was just no way the woman I was staring at was a man.

When I stepped up to Viv’s apartment building, I was a trembling mess—far worse than I was before our first date. I’d always been a nervous dater, but now I had some real stakes to be nervous about—I might have been going on a date with a man. She buzzed me up. “I’m still getting ready—come up and make yourself comfortable for a few minutes.”

I went up, knocked on her door, and she called out, “Come on in!” Her door was unlocked, so I let myself in. She had a nice place, near the top of one of the taller buildings in the city, overlooking the river. Her place was surprisingly large and open, with big windows on just about every single wall. She was in her bedroom with the door closed. I could see her shadow moving across the slit beneath the door.

“Nice place!” I called out.

“Thanks. I just moved in a few months ago. I’m glad you like it,” she said.

There were still a few unpacked boxes shoved into the corners. I did a slow lap around the room, checking out the art on the walls, reading the spines of her books, and then I found myself at her mantle, where a row of old family photos was lined up. I looked closely at the photos. There was one family photo with four people in it: a mother, a father, a young boy, and a young girl. I wondered if the young girl was Viv. “Do you have a brother?” I called out.

“No, just a sister,” she replied.

My heart skipped a beat and a cold shiver ran down my spine. Was the little boy in the picture a young Viv? I flipped the photo around. It was dated 2006. A wave of relief washed over me. The boy in the picture couldn’t have been more than sixteen or seventeen now—much younger than Viv. The photo must have been of some of Viv’s cousins or family friends.

Further down the mantle was picture of another girl, about eleven years old. I flipped the photo over. It was dated 1998. Viv came out from the bedroom, dressed in a little white dress with cute black heels. “How do I look?” she said.

“You look fantastic,” I said. She had her hair tied back in a loose, messy bun, with a few meticulous strands hanging down in front of her face. Her eyes were shining brighter than ever. The mere sight of her seemed to instantly squash the notion that she might in fact be a male. No male could pull that look off. “Is this you?” I asked, holding up the photo of the young girl.

“That’s my sister, Erin,” Viv said.

“Do you have any pictures of you as a kid?” I asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t. My mom probably has a bunch, but I would sooner die than let you see them.” She laughed. I couldn’t help but think too far into the comment, even though it was probably harmless—most people are embarrassed by their childhood photos. There was no way she was insinuating she was a boy in all of her old photos—was there?

“Shall we get some Chinese food?” I said.


CHAPTER V

The date was great. We went out for food, and then we went to the park and watched the sunset. I held her hand while we sat on a park bench, chatting as the warm sun set over the distant horizon. I’d completely forgotten about whether or not she was truly a genuine female until I went in for a kiss and she became tense. I should have stopped, but I went for the kiss anyway. Luckily, after a moment of tension, she kissed back, finally letting herself relax. Her lips were soft and warm. Our noses gently nestled together.

Maybe she was just nervous, I thought, or maybe she was afraid of committing. Maybe she’d been burned before, jumping into relationships too quickly and then having her heart broken. Or maybe she had a secret between her legs… I pushed the thought away. When I finally leaned back and looked into her eyes, her cheeks had become red.

“I like you a lot,” I said to her.

“I like you, too.”

“What are you doing for the rest of the night?”

“Nothing.”

“Want to go back to my place and maybe watch a movie or something?” I said.

“Um,” she said, that tension returning to her. There was a moment of silence before she finally said, “Sure.” There was something on her mind, but I didn’t know how to get it out of her. Of course, with my mounting paranoia, I couldn’t help but wonder if it was what James said it was—she was afraid to tell me she was a man.

We took a cab back to my place. The cab ride was silent. We were both increasingly nervous. When we finally got to my place, and up to my room, she stopped. “Maybe this is moving too quickly,” she said.

“Yeah?”

She shrugged. “I like you a lot. Maybe we should just take things slow.”

“That’s fine. If you want, we really can just watch a movie,” I said.

She looked into my apartment, her hands nervously clasped at her waist. After a moment, she stepped inside, closing the door behind her. “I like your place. It’s cosy.”

“Thanks. Can I get you a drink?” I said.

“Sure—whatever you’re having.”

“I’m having whisky. Is that okay?”

“Sure—with some water.”

I needed the whisky to take the edge off. Her sudden nervousness was rubbing off on me in the worst way possible. Why did I have to assume there was some dark side to her nerves? It’s not unusual for a person to be nervous, especially around someone they hardly know, who they can only assume wants to sleep with them. I was nervous, but that didn’t mean that I was hiding some big secret, that I was actually born a woman or something like that. I was reading too much into it. The whisky helped calm me down, and it seemed to help her, too.

“Pick a genre,” I said, opening up Netflix. She chose romantic-comedy, so that’s what we watched. It was nice to have something to take my mind off of the stress that James had planted in my brain. I’d let it slip out from my mind until she leaned forward, giving me my opportunity to throw my arm around her and pull her in tightly. The dream I’d had early that day flashed in my mind—the faces of the strangers, staring at me as I stroked her long, thick cock…

A cold chill ran down my spine.

She started to sit back again, with a look of slight disappointment on her face. I bit my tongue and made the move, tossing my arm over her shoulders, and she cuddled in, that disappointed look disappearing, replaced by a warm smile. I loved the feeling of her body pressed up against mine, her head nestled against my chest—just like in my dream.

A few minutes later, her hand was on my thigh, just a few inches from my cock. That old dream wouldn’t leave me alone. I remembered stroking her long shaft, getting her hard in that dark theatre. I looked over at her lap, trying to see any semblance of a bulge, any little piece of evidence that I may have been cuddling a man. I could see nothing, but that thought didn’t leave my mind, that disjointed memory of her throbbing erection in my hand.

My cock started to become erect. I tried to bite my tongue to make it stop. I also tried clenching my hand into a fist, flexing random muscles in my body, trying to redirect my blood flow to avoid an embarrassing moment. With her hand where it was, she would certainly feel the denim of my jeans lifting as I got harder. But I couldn’t stop myself.

My cock began to push the crotch of my pants up. If she noticed, she was being polite and pretending not to. My cheeks became warm.

I took a big sip from my drink, hoping the liquor would further calm my nerves. It seemed to work.

Suddenly, the power went out. The screen went black and we were staring at our own reflections in the television. It was a surreal sight, seeing a vixen cuddled cutely up against my body. I looked down at her and she looked up at me. She bit the corner of her bottom lip, and then we kissed again.

I ran my hand down the middle of her chest, and I could feel her heart beating ferociously. So much for taking it slow. But how could I resist? I couldn’t keep my mind off of her for more than a few seconds at a time.

She took my hand and placed it on her breast. I squeezed, eliciting a soft moan out of her. Her tongue gently slipped through my lips, wrapping around mine. With every passing second, we seemed to be closer together, my arm around her, her arms around me. She threw one of her legs over my lap, straddling me, looking down into my eyes as we continued to kiss. I reached down and grabbed a handful of her soft, perky ass. I couldn’t believe how soft it was, as if it was made from the same flesh as her tits. I squeezed firmly.

“Are you sure about this?” she asked. Her question caught me off-guard. Was I sure? The real question was, was she sure? For me, it was a dream come true. She was the one that seemed to have reservations about it, wanting to take it slow.

“I’m sure,” I said.

Her cheeks were red. I leaned forward and began to kiss her neck. She leaned her head back and continued to moan gently. After squeezing her tits again, I reached down to run my fingers along her pussy. I ran my fingers along the crotch of her panties, feeling the slight bulge of her plump lips.

Or was I rubbing her plump lips? There only seemed to be one plump lip, and it was especially plump. I ran my fingers down it slowly, feeling every inch of it before I jumped to conclusions. But there was no mistaking it: I was feeling a long cock, tucked back between her legs. I froze momentarily.


CHAPTER VI

Surprisingly, I kept my composure. She’d let me reach down to feel it, which must have meant she assumed I knew all along. She was still now, too, her body tense, waiting for my reaction. But my brain couldn’t process all of the information fast enough.

So it was true: she really was born a man. So what was she now? Her tits must have been implants, but they sure as hell felt real. Her face was impossibly convincing, and her body was unmistakably female. So was she a female, a male, or was she both? And more importantly, how should I react?

My fingers were still touching her warm shaft. She was still silent. I needed to do something—I needed to say anything. She looked me in the eyes with a look of reluctant fear. It must have been obvious by my face that I didn’t know her secret until that moment. There were probably a million thoughts buzzing through her head that she was unable to get a hold of.

When my mind finally settled, there was only one question left: Would I still?

Looking at her face, I couldn’t convince myself she wasn’t a woman, even with her cock in my hand. It didn’t matter what was between her legs: she was a woman as far as I was concerned. I started to rub her cock, slipping my hand under her panties, rubbing it skin-against-skin. It was warm, beginning to throb. I leaned over and kissed her, and I felt her body melt as all of her pent-up anxiety fluttered away.

I suppose I was wrong at the bar, when James asked if I would still go after her if she was actually born a man and I’d said no. Now, as I stroked her growing dick and pressed my lips against hers, the real answer was obvious: I absolutely would continue to pursue her, and I was looking forward to it.

Her cock was hard now, sticking out from her tight little panties. I ran my clenched hand along the whole length of the shaft, from her neatly trimmed pubic hair, all the way up to her throbbing tip. My heart stuttered at my next instinct, to sink down, and to slip her long shaft into my mouth. It was so thick, it hardly fit through my lips, but somehow I managed. I loved the feeling of it cradled perfectly in my tongue as I bobbed my head up and down, sinking it in and out. Her fingers slipped into my hair and gently massaged my head. I wasn’t sucking a man’s cock, I was sucking a woman’s cock. There was nothing manly about it, even when my nose was pressed up against her soft pubic hair and the tip of her rod was pressed against the back of my throat.

I gently massaged her ball sack as I sucked her off. She moaned cutely, which just made me want to suck her off even more. All of my reservations were gone, disappeared without a trace. My decision seemed so obvious and so unquestionable. I loved her, despite the gender she was born with.

I slipped her long rod out from my mouth and I sunk down further, letting her ball sack rest against the bridge of my nose as I ate out her asshole. I let her stroke herself off for a few minutes as I sunk my tongue in deep. Strangely, everything about it seemed so natural. I’d never felt more relaxed in my life, and I’d never seen Viv look more relaxed since meeting her.

“Are you going to fuck me in the ass?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, sitting back up, quickly doing away with my belt. I slipped my pants down, along with my boxers, letting my rock-hard erection spring free. She reached down and ran her soft, warm fingers along the length of my shaft.

“It’s so big,” she said with a soft sigh.

“Think you can take it?” I asked.

“I guess we’ll see,” she said with a smile, leaning back and spreading her bent legs. I loved the way her heeled feet dangled in the air as her hard cock lay stiff on her abdomen. I pressed the tip of my dick up against her damp asshole.

“Ready?” I said.

“Fuck me.”

I pushed in, watching as my cock slid in deep, disappearing below her big ball sack. I looked up at her face. Her eyes were shut tightly as her head tilted back, resting against a couch pillow. “Oh shit,” she said. I could feel her tight hole puckering firmly around my hard cock.

I began to thrust myself in and out of her body, watching her face as she let the pulsing euphoria overtake her, watching as she moaned softly, as her fingers clenched the edge of the couch. Impressively, she was able to take the whole thing, the whole length of my throbbing erection, deep in her tush.

“Stroke your cock,” I said, holding her hips firmly as I pounded her ass.

She reached down and took her long shaft firmly in her hand, and she stroked it hard and fast, keeping her grip near the tip of her cock. It was a surreal sight: her tits bouncing as she beat herself off, but I liked it. It was so sensual, so intoxicating. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her. I didn’t even want to blink, worried I would miss a split second of her incredible beauty. “I’m going to come,” she said through clenched teeth.

“Come on yourself,” I said. “Come on your tits.”

I kept my eyes glued to her cock, desperately awaiting her climax. God, I couldn’t wait for it, I couldn’t wait to see her warm cum blasting her body. “Oh God, here it comes,” she said, and then she unloaded, blast after blast of white, gooey cum reaching as far north as her chin. It was a big load, as if she’d been saving it up for weeks, or even months. The shots seemed endless. “Oh God!” she said, her head tilted back as far as it could go. She bit down on her lip.

How could I not come at the sight? I tried to hold back as long as I could, but it was hopeless. With a loud grunt, I surrendered, letting my own load free to fill up her tight asshole. She moaned as her bum filled with my hot cum. My legs trembled.

Once I was finished, I stumbled back and fell back onto the soft couch, taking deep breaths, trying to get a grip of myself. She remained still and silent, still squirming slightly as if the euphoria hadn’t fully passed yet. I watched her as she revelled in the moment, the joy on her face. She was so beautiful. I still couldn’t believe she wasn’t born a woman, but I could have cared less.

Because I loved her, and love could care less about what people might think. Who cares what my friends would think if they found out? Who cares what my family would think? What difference did it make?

Besides, how could anyone look at Viv, even knowing her secret, and say that she wasn’t a woman. To do so would just be lying aloud and lying to yourself. Viv was more of a woman than any woman I knew, and I couldn’t wait to spend the rest of my life with her. I couldn’t wait to show her off to my friends, to go out on many more dates. We had fun together, we were attracted to one another, and that’s all that mattered. Not some silly checkbox on a birth certificate.

THE END
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