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The Rest Stop
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The car stopped at a small rest stop in the middle of nowhere. I jumped out of the car and searched the surroundings. Fear almost overwhelmed me in returning to the car, but I pressed on. I walked into the gas station. This rest stop was dingy and dirty. The building at that time forgot to bring cold chills even though it was still warm from the day. An older man gazed at me under an old cowboy hat before looking at his phone. 

“Well, look at you. Aren’t you a nice-looking thing? Restrooms are around back,” said the man with a voice that was affected by decades of smoking. A gnarled finger pointed in the direction that I should take. I thanked him and walked to the back of the store. When I located the bathrooms, I paused. I rechecked the surroundings and didn’t see anyone around. I entered the men’s room and stood in the middle of three stalls. 

The toilet flushed behind me, and the once-still heartbeat raced out of control. I had a body that I loved to show off. After a year of hormones, a boob job, and butt shots, I looked the way I wanted. 

I loved to show off my body in sexy outfits. Today, I was schoolgirl chic even though I was twenty. I wore knee-high socks, sneakers, a short red plaid skirt, and a top made to bring all the boys to the yard for my milkshakes. But this wasn’t the yard. It was the middle of the redneck Rivera, and I was in the men’s room. There wasn’t any telling what kind of hillbilly would walk out of the stall. 

Tension tightened my muscles as the door opened. Heavy footfalls moved closer as someone fumbled with their belt. I froze in place. Heavy breathing moved closer, and I felt a sense of sheer panic. What was I doing? Did I need to come in here? What if he decided to hurt me? I closed my eyes, waiting for the man to leave, and he did. The heavy breathing and steps moved toward the door. 

I felt relief as I heard the sink run. I was frozen in place and hiding behind long blond hair. The threat was about to exit the bathroom. But then the panic returned when I heard the door lock. The heavy feet returned and moved in my direction. 
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Hello Stranger
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He took one more step closer and was only inches away. I could feel the hot breath on my neck, and goosebumps formed uncontrollably. I tried to speak, but nothing left my mouth. The only sound inside the bathroom was heavy breathing. I turned slightly and saw the heavily worn boots and dirty jeans. I feared the worst. Why did I come? I thought. The cologne overwhelmed my ability to smell anything else. 

“Well, what do we have here?” he said. I froze in panic. My heart was beating a thousand beats a minute and only raced more when he lifted my hair and sniffed it. Next, he moved my hair to the other side. The move exposed the back of my neck and my right ear. I felt the hoop earring move as his nose and lips grew closer. The heat sparked more hairs to stand up on the back of my neck. 

He moved closer to my ear and spoke again, “I usually have to go to Tampa or Miami to see a little hot thing like you.” 

I was so confused by the statement that I found my voice. “What?” 

“You heard me. Not many girls like you around here,” he said. I suddenly felt him press against me. The light material of my skirt was unable to stop the bulge of his jeans from scratching my backside. “Is this how you like it?” 

The burly man’s energy froze me. His power was unlike anything I had felt before. It was strong and aggressive but no longer hostile. He provided the energy I was searching for. Jake was sweet, but I wanted a man. I wanted someone to dominate me. 

The fear dumped out of my system, but I couldn’t move like I was frozen in place by magical powers. Once again, I searched for my voice, and finally, it latched on. “Who are you?” 

“You know who I am,” he interrupted. “I just want to help.” Firm lips pressed against the back of my neck, and a naughty spark ran down my spine to my toes. Another kiss sent a flash of adrenaline. My cock began to grow. I quickly put my hand over it, but it slipped from the underwear. Eventually, I gripped it in my hand. The burly man's hand slid along my forearm until his hand was over my hand. 

“Oh. Is that for me?” he whispered. I was once again unable to speak. When I was younger, my brother would play the game, why are you hitting yourself while controlling my arm. This time, instead of hitting myself, the burly man used my hand to stroke me. That’s not fair. It hardened under the grip. Why was I letting him touch me? Why hadn’t I run to the door, opened it, and run out of the rest stop? 

His hips pushed harder against my ass. I lifted my free hand to brace on the wall. The left hand of Mr. Burly slid under the skirt and played with my balls. The hand was steady while remaining gentle. Run, my mind screamed, but my cock vetoed the order. The legs and body were confused by the internal bickering and remained in place until the brain and the cock could work out the situation. Each side came to the meeting with great reasons why their solution should win. In the end, cock won the argument because the brain bored the rest of the body. 

“Why don’t you let me,” said Mr. Burly after spitting on his hand and reaching it around again. The wet and warm grip of his right hand going up and down the cock drove me crazy. Mr. Burly had done this before, and I knew. The last bit of resistance left my body when he kissed my neck again. This time, his worn face glided up and down the side of my neck and ears along with his tongue. The whiskers scratched the goosebumps and created an odd tingle.

The left hand stopped playing with my balls and slid down the thong. That naughty hand migrated to Mr. Burly’s belt. A zipper pull replaced the crackling of the belt. I gasped when a meaty cock slapped my ass. Spit dripped on my ass cheeks, and then I felt a wet cock glide along my ass cleavage. 

The left hand, now free, went to cause more mischief. My new and rebellious breasts were squeezed. The power of his hand sent pleasure down to my gut. The idea is not to wear a bra, giving free access to both breasts. Mr. Burly grabbed and squeezed my nipples. The pain pushed the pleasure of the hand on my cock. Until he let it go, the pleasure of the jagging surged to the forefront. He performed the act several times, and I couldn’t handle it any longer. 

“Give me that cum,” he demanded. I put my other hand on the wall. The rebellious college girl was now fully submissive to the powerful man. The orgasm raced from the pit of my stomach like Usain Bolt. For the first time in the entire encounter, I could speak. 

“I’m cumming,” I yelled. The sound echoed around the bathroom as the largest cum I had in years erupted. Mr. Burly stroked the dick faster and faster, forcing all the juices to erupt from inside. I continued to moan as the last of the cum came out of my cock. “Fuck.” 
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“That was more than enough,” he said. I was exhausted from the cum to understand what he meant until I felt a warm liquid dripping down my crack. That naughty left hand caught my bathroom baby batter, and it is now dripping over my asshole. I looked over my shoulder to see Mr. Burly lathering his cock with my cum. 

Mr. Burly put the tip of his rock-hard cock on my asshole. “Tell me you want it.” 

“I...I want...I want it,” I said. I couldn’t believe the words came out of my mouth. The out-of-body experience continued. Was I going to let some stranger fuck my ass raw? The answer was yes. Yes, I was going to let him fuck me. A rock-hard cock pushed inside. I got on my tippy toes to provide a better angle. 

“Good girl. Now let’s have a little taste of that fine young ass,” he said. Mr. Burly’s bacon slid into my ass slowly. At first, only his helmet reached inside and said hello. A couple of more strokes later, every inch was inside me. It stretched my bussy. I couldn’t help but moan louder as Mr. Burly’s bacon filled me up. “Gooooodddddd girl,” he lamented.

The stroke changed. Mr. Burly slowed down and went slowly inside, only to pound me at the end. Each time, it forced me to squeal. The slow build-up, pain, and then the release were driving my body wild. The soft cock that was drained of cum moments ago was rock hard again. It was all too much for me. The crazy scenario wasn’t how I thought my life would be when I transitioned. 

Recently, I read too many books about gloryholes, secret affairs with powerful married men, and other outrageous trap stories, but that was a fantasy. In reality, I found college guys who thought of me as a fetish or others who denied themselves. The latter proved very dangerous and would often lash out after lovemaking. I moved to seek women to find my truth. With women, I found equally fetishizing college girls and lesbians that were disgusted with my cock. 

When I received an email saying I was invited to the secret transfemale-loving app for people like me and those interested, my dreams came true. What I found was a great environment. The bathroom was a fantasy of mine. It was the wild and crazy life that I imagined. 

“Fuck me, you MAGA hat-wearing pussy,” I said. 

Mr. Burly chuckled. His right hand landed on my shoulder. This time the gentle was gone, and I was being fucked the way I always wanted to be. Granted, walking would prove problematic in the coming days, but I wanted this. Mr. Burly’s hips pounded my young ass checks. Each stroke was sending the ecstasy that I dreamed about for many years into every inch of my body. His fury was my delight. His power was my pleasure. His cum was my cum. 

The excitement was good for him, too. Mr. Burly, real name Kevin Masterson, was a thirty-year-old construction worker who suppressed his true self. He saved all his meager earnings to fund trips to Tampa Bay, Miami, or the keys every few months to live his ‘real’ life. The life where he makes love to trap girls. He wished he didn’t have to live this life secret and once tried to move to Miami to be with a woman named Cinnamon, but it never worked. When Kevin saw me, he thought he was dreaming. We began talking to each other months ago online. We face times daily and even mutually masturbated together. 

The feeling in the pit of his stomach grew because my tight bussy gripped his ass and wouldn’t let go. The sex was beautiful, but the problem was it was short. At first, he tried to go slow and drag it out, but he couldn’t. He didn’t stand a chance against months of build-up and my tight ass. His hips slapped against squat, strenghted mighty cheeks. My perfume, boobs, and sexy schoolgirl outfit was too much. Kevin knew what would happen next. He would cum, and I would leave. The cycle for him was the same every time f, and it would be the same this time. 

Kevin slowed down and tried to stretch the sex out another minute, but it didn’t work. I shook and rotated my bussy too much. It almost grabbed the cum from the pit of his stomach and ripped it out. Kevin couldn’t hold any longer and exploded. One rope, two ropes, three ropes, four, and Kevin exploded into me. The bussy slickened again, and when I twerked. My movements milked every drop into the futapie.

I felt him try to extend the affair, but I was about to cum again. This time, it would be a prostate orgasm and not a handjob. When he tried to slow down, I twerked on Mr. Burly’s bologna. With my right hand, I gripped my sensitive cock and stroked furiously. He pushed inside and came into me. I could feel the twitching cock inside side me and the warm cum that now filled me up. I exploded into the urinal with full force. My legs twitched as rivers of trap girl tartar shot out in streams of pleasure. 

The two of us stood in the bathroom without speaking for about thirty seconds before Kevin finally removed the softening cock from my ass. He washed his face quickly and looked at what brought him joy daily. 

“You are amazing,” said Kevin. “I mean it. You are amazing,” said Kevin. For the first time, I turned to look at him. The man wasn’t as burly as I thought, but he was a man. He had a massive barrel chest. His shirt might be too small, but it could barely contain his muscles. The five o'clock shadow, chiseled face, and confidence were everything I was looking for in a man. 

“Thank you,” I said. “I liked that.” I walked up next to him and washed my face, hands, and other body areas that needed a scrub. Kevin smelled me once more before reality crashed in. He couldn’t walkout at the same time as me. Not here. 

“I am going back in the stall. You go out first,” he said. He walked to the stall, and I looked back at him. Both of the eyes are locking. I was the girl he always wanted, and Kevin was the man I wanted. He opened the stall as my hand reached for the door lock. Kevin called out to me, and I turned to look at him. They looked at each other, wanting to run away to a faraway land where they could be together. 

My parents won't let anyone in the house while they process what I have become. Kevin’s parents would disown him if I attended a family function. 

The app brought us together and also kept us apart in cruel irony. Initially, I couldn’t even see his face until I ranked up. Slowly, over the first two months, I gained access to Facetime and other features in the app. Once I unlooked it, he paid for my time. The price increased as I became more popular on the app, but Kevin kept paying. I liked him, but I also liked the experience. We selected the bathroom experience in the app when the college went on break, and it was terrific. 

Motivated by the events, Kevin searched long and hard for work in Miami. Eventually, he found it, and he moved to the area. Next, he called me to join him. I found a job in the city and moved after graduation. Six months of nonstop fun on the app put a toll on my body. The skyrocketing body count was not good for me in the long term. For the first time, we felt they were living the truth they wanted and didn’t care who liked it. We were free. You can be, too! 
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If it Get’s Hard
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Jessica woke up disoriented. Sunlight poked over the horizon and into the room. Her hand became the avenue to clear the sleep from her eyes. The vixen yawned and stretched before contemplating the events of the previous night. With precision, skilled hands created a messy blond bun. Once finished, those skilled hands reached for the cell phone and prayed. The snow gods answered the wish. Work was canceled for the day due to the snow. Since it was Friday, that meant a three-day weekend. To start the weekend, Jessica promptly put her head on the pillow and went back to sleep. 

Three hours later, she woke up for the second time that day. Only this time, she was well-rested, happy, and ready to start the day. Jessica planned on eating carbs, drinking wine, and being sassy. The first order of business was retrieving her favorite oversized sweatshirt she borrowed from an ex. Once appropriately snuggly, the snow day snow bunny walked out of her room and into the kitchen and living room shared space. 

Jessica shared the apartment with her longtime friend, me, Dylan. Growing up, we lived on the same street, went to the same college, and now work in the same city. Rooming together was the only option for us to live independently and enjoy being young in the city. If not, we would be at home with our parents. 

I sat on the couch, locked into a gaming session. I, on the other hand, was deep into my gaming session. I didn’t have a shirt; I only wore shorts. My hands gripped the controller tighter and got to the extraction zone. We finished the level, and the time between sessions allowed me to sip my coffee. Jessica looked at me and rolled her eyes. 

Jessica turned from the shirtless roommate to the kitchen—a fresh coffee heated in the warmer. Jessica strolled to the modern kitchen and made a cup of coffee. She leaned forward, sipped the coffee, and placed her phone on the island. Maybe she poked her ass out a little farther and stood on her tippy toes to visually flirt with her longtime friend. 

“Good morning,” I yelled loudly due to the noise in my headset. Jessica smiled and sipped the warm drink. Jessica continued to scroll for five minutes until I removed my headset and put the controller on the coffee table. I was four hours into the session, and I needed food. I may also make a drink stronger than coffee since noon was approaching. 

I stood from the couch and stretched out my tall frame. My six-foot-two-inch frame reached for the ceiling and stretched. Jessica’s eyes scanned my ripped chest, abs, and arms. Even though we had been friends forever, that didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy the view. The movement in my shorts caught her eye. I wore a pair of shorts but nothing underneath. It swang underneath the material. 

“Hello, sleeping beauty,” I said. I walked over to the island and placed the coffee mug. Next, I hugged her from behind before walking around the island to the fridge. 

“Don’t take this the wrong way. Could you put on a shirt or something? This is distracting,” said Jessica, waving her hand at my body. I looked down at my body and shrugged. 

“I know it's hard not to want my body. I am the sexiest man in the city,” I joked. I flexed in front of Jessica. 

“Seriously. If I walked around topless, you would ask me to put on a shirt, too,” said Jessica. She blew on the coffee and took a sip before putting it on the island. I proceeded to laugh hysterically. Anger increased at the blatantly disrespectful display. 

“You could never get me going. Come on, Bruh. We have known each other forever. You don’t have, what it takes, to get me horny,” said I. Jessica nodded slowly at the implied insult. Today was not going to plan. I realized that I was hurting Jessica’s feelings and stopped laughing. “Look. You are a pretty girl, but I have known you for too long. You just can’t.” 

“Your search history begs to differ,” Jessica said. The side eye as she drank let me know that maybe she knew I fapped to a couple of trans videos on Pornhub. I had to know for sure, you know, but that was porn, and this is real life. I wasn’t interested. 

“Let’s test it out,” said Jessica. She put the coffee down and looked me in the eye. “If you are so sure. I bet I can make you hard.” 

I stopped snickering and looked at my friend. The stern and determined look on Jessica’s face told the story. Evaluating response options took time, but Jessica pressed the attack. 

“Tonight. You sit in that chair in the same outfit you have on now. Set a timer for ten minutes. When I walk out of the room, you start the timer. If I make you hard without touching you, then I win,” Jessica said. The vixen stood up and walked closer to me. She pressed her massive breast against my chest and looked up. This was the first time she ever approached me in this way. I felt something before engaging in suppression techniques. Funny. Jessica wanted to get a rise, and it wouldn’t happen. 

“What happens if you win,” I questioned. 

“I can have fun with it,” Jessica said. The futa familiar took a step back, looked at my junk, and pointed. “You know, until you pop. You would also be my slave until Sunday. You have to wash my clothes, get me food, etc. If you win, I will be your slave until Sunday. Since you know, you won't get hard. This should be easy for you,” said Jessica. 

“I thought we promised for this never to be weird. We have had room in college and the city for the last four years, and you talked like this to me. You just...offered sex. You don’t think that would cross a line,” I said. 

“No, I think it is what we both need,” said Jessica with a raised eyebrow. “You walk around practically naked. Your cock swinging as you, please. You smack my ass. Wrestle with me. Flirt in every possible way. Watch porn of a girl that looks just like me and leave it open in the middle of the living room. You joke about pounding my tight ass into next week every time we get drunk. But, tell me that we shouldn’t cross any lines. In the words of Dave Chappelle, ‘You are a habitational line stepper.’ This is what you wanted. You wanted me to make the first move. You want to play a victim or such. I know the type. I think we both need to know. If you like this. I am going to say it. I like this.” 

I was speechless. Jessica eyed my body from head to toe. Sexual tension flooded the room in a thick sheet. For a moment, I couldn’t sleep. All my friends, sisters, and parents told me this day would come. It was inevitable. 

“Okay. I will bite. I will not get hard. Then what? Is our friendship over?” 

“No, silly,” Jessica responded. “You will always be my best friend. Always. We are getting older. You could find someone tomorrow; I would never
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