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The Freshwoman

1.

I hate seniors. I know, I realize that’s like hating thirty-year-olds or old folks. I’ll be there myself one day. Yeah, I know, I know. But when you’re a freshman and the assholes who call themselves your ‘brothers’ tell you that you’re throwing them a party and you get stuck collecting the money for the booze (and making up the difference yourself when the collection comes up short), you can see where I’m coming from. Seniors give orders, and freshmen obey orders. Seniors can drink legally, but they make you buy them beer. So instead of studying for my Trig test or watching Top Shot or jerking off, or doing whatever I would prefer to be doing with my Saturday, I spent the afternoon running myself ragged making fliers to hand out to all the sorority houses, ordering pizzas, prying money out of the hands of anyone who happens to be hanging around the house, and generally doing all the bitch work that makes a party happen. And ya know what? It’s actually come together.

What was just a twinkle in Baxter’s eye this morning is now a rager with three kegs flowing at once, music, a beer pong table, and at least three-hundred people all thanks to my effort.

“Not bad,” Steve says, taking a nice healthy bong rip and setting the glass piece back on the toilet tank where he found it. “You throw a kickass party, Declan. I’m gonna tell Bax to make you Party Chairman.” We’re standing in the second-floor bathroom, because where else can you blaze in peace during a house party?

“Do that and you’re not invited to the next one I throw,” I say, fingering the rolling papers in my hand between my fingers.

“Bro, I live here. I’m getting in regardless.”

“That’s what she said,” we both intone at the same time. He says it sincerely; I say it somewhat ironically. It’s times like these that make me wonder why exactly I pay close to $500 a month in dues to have friends like Steve. He’s barely making a 2.1 grade point average, goes days without bathing, and I suspect that he shoplifted the mildewy hat he’s never been seen without. Then again, he did provide the weed for the joint I’m now rolling. So, there’s that.

“I’m serious, man. You’re really goin’ places in this little organization of ours.”

“That’s because I do the bitch work without complaint. Bax says throw a party, so I make it so. Jump? Oh, how high, sir?”

“Listen to you. You sound like a pledge.”

“Don’t remind me. I still have scars, literal scars from pledge week.”

“I’m just sayin’ man, look on the bright side.”

The door flies open. Big Man, a 270-pound Samoan in a Metal t-shirt stumbles in, kicks up the toilet lid with the toe of his shoe, kneels down and starts spewing into the bowl. Steve deftly grabs the bong and rescues it from the splash zone.

“I think I’m getting laid tonight,” Steve says.

“Hope springs eternal,” I say.

“What?” Steve asks, eyes glassy. Big Man continues to blow chunks, not concerned with our conversation any more than we are with his regurgitations.

“I’m saying good luck because you’re gonna need it,” I say.

“What are you talking about? I get plenty of tail,” Steve says, suddenly defensive. “What makes you think you’ll do any better?” 

“I don’t,” I say. “I know exactly how low my chances are, and that’s the difference between us.”

Big Man finishes up, flushes, and then exits without a word. I take the joint and light it, letting the paper at the tip burn off before inhaling.

“You got no fucking confidence, man,” Steve says, saying it like it’s a revelation from heaven. “You need some fucking confidence, man.”

Steve’s profundity staggers lesser minds.

“What I need is some seniority. That way, when I see a girl and can actually get close to her, I don’t have her ripped away by Bax or Shep or Mungo Terry or any of the other guys who live in the house and have bedrooms they can take their dates to.”

“Long time to wait for ass,” Steve says sagely.

“Indeed,” I say, coughing on the spliff. I hold out the joint for Steve but he’s still got the bong resting against his shoulder, glassy-eyed and unaware of how it got there.

“Getting a little cotton-mouthed,” I say, feeling the fuzziness on my tongue. “Think I’ll grab a beer.”

“Hope springs eternal,” Steve says, echoing my sentiment from a moment ago. The phrase seems to be rattling through his pot-addled brain. “Hope springs eternal,” he whispers, haunted.


2.

“Declan! Hey, brother,” Bax says, pulling me into a hug. “Just the man I was looking for. We’ve got odd numbers for beer pong. We’re hoping you can help us out.”

I don’t have anything in particular against Baxter. He’s never gone out of his way to abuse me. It’s more that he carries destruction with him in his wake simply because doing the right thing is so often inconvenient. He’s one of those guys who never sets out to do bad but always seems to find it along the way. With his grubby beard and penchant for berets you’d take him for an artist, and I think he encourages the mystique. In reality, he’s an accounting major.

“There’s your partner,” he says, pointing a chipped-black fingernail in the direction of a girl beside the time. She’s brunette, slim with a simple graphic t-shirt that looks like she bought it at Kohl’s or something. Very shy, unbelievably pretty. She seems out of place only because nobody seems to be paying her as much attention as a girl like that could expect to command. If she came with her sorority, those bitches have left her high and dry.

“Her?” I say, sensing some sort of trap.

“That’s right,” Baxter confirms. He’s a little sloshed, and I can see a sly grin forming at the corner of his mouth.

“She’s not with somebody?” I ask. Baxter shakes his head.

“All yours.”

“Why?”

I might just accept my good fortune, and if I hadn’t just gotten high, I would. But there’s something strange going on here. No way that a girl like that is on her own, with no one talking to her, for no reason.

“What are you asking me for? Shep says they’ve got odd numbers, so they’ve got odd numbers. Go over and make her feel welcome.”

Well, I guess that’s one way to get some confidence. I have to admit that Steve does have a point. I step through the crowd to where the girl is standing.

“Hey,” I say. “I’m Declan.”

“I’m Scarlet,” she says. I’m reminded of this line from a Cake song. ‘Her voice is dark, like tinted glass.’

“Ya need a partner?” I ask. She says something in response, but I can’t make it out over the din of the music.

“I was thinking I’d just watch,” she repeats, louder.

“Oh, okay,” I respond. I’m about to say ‘sorry’, when she says.

“But you can be my partner if you want,” she says. She looks at me with this sea-green eyes and I can sense that she’d be grateful if I accepted. Me, doing her a favor? Yes! 

“Yeah, that’s what I came over for.”

I hold out my knuckle and to my surprise she gives a quick little fist bump in return. It’s semi-ironic, but she does it seemingly without thinking. She pounds hard.

“I’ll write our names on the board,” I say, stepping over to the chalkboard and sliding us into a slot. When I come back, I tell her, “there’s like three games ahead of ours. You want to find a place to sit outside while we wait?”

“Sure!” Scarlet says.


3. 

Standing on the deck proves impossible, so instead we go down and find a quietish space on the lawn.

“So what happened to your friends?” I ask.

“Like, who did I come here with?” she says.

“Yeah, what gives? Don’t girls usually come to parties in packs?”

“I came with my friend Jess, but she’s somewhere with my Johnny and his boyfriend Ramon. We’re kind of a clique, I guess.”

“That’s cool. No boyfriend?”

“Uh, no…” she says, sighing with embarrassment. It looks like she’s about to turn red.

“Sorry, was I too forward?” I ask.

“No, it’s not that. I just don’t get asked that a lot.”

“Really? Because that definitely seems like something you’d get asked, like, every day.”

“Could we maybe talk about something else, please?”

“Sorry. It’s just how people get to know each other, ya know?”

“Right, it’s just that I don’t really do that kind of stuff,” she says, folding one arm against another in a defensive posture. I’m thinking she must have been fat or a nerd or something in high school, so I don’t press the subject.

“What’s your major?” she says.

“Oh, I’m still undeclared,” I say.

“Okay, guy who keeps his options open. I respect that.” 

“You?”

“Business,” she says.

“You like it?”

“Nobody really likes it, I think. We’re all just trying to figure out how to make money because nothing else makes more sense.”

“It’s not a bad degree to have. At least it’s versatile,” I say.

“That’s me,” she says with a sly grin. Somehow I haven’t been let in on the joke.

“Yo!” Shep calls from the deck. “Declan and Scarlet, you’re up!”


4.

We destroy at pong. I’m good; she’s better. Scarlet gets three cups in a row and is ‘on fire’ straight off the bat. 

“Damn, how did you get so good at this?” I ask.

“How do you think?” she says.

“Right, I just don’t know many girls who are this gifted at beer pong.”

“You don’t know many girls like me,” she laughs, draining another. Our opponents have mopey looks on their faces, and the guy with the goatee looks like he’s about to cry. But he doesn’t. Instead, he barfs.

“Does that mean we win?”

“House rules say it’s a forfeit, so yeah. It’s our game.”

“Hell yeah!” Scarlet shouts, throwing her arms around me. I grin, happy for the physical contact, even if someone had to barf to make it happen. As she lets go, I notice one girl in the crowd around the table lean over and say something to her friend. Both girls give the classic ‘judgey’ look; the look that says, ‘you’re nastier than what I pick off my shoe.’ I can’t help but wonder what the hell these people seem to have against Scarlet. It feels like everyone’s in on a secret that I have no idea about.

“Hey,” Scarlet says. “Ready for round two?”

“Nah,” I say. “I’d rather get out of here.”

“Really? Don’t you have to be here?”

“Well, I mean, I’m in the frat but I live on campus.”

“Me too,” she says.

“Wanna walk back together?”

“Sure. That sounds great,” she beams. “I’ll go tell my friends.”

I nod, watch her cut her way through the crowd. I see an open spot on the couch and decide to snag it, play with my phone and wait for Scarlet to return. But I’ve only been there for three minutes when Baxter saunters over, a handle of Jameson in his hand.

“Declan!”

“Hey, man.”

“Where ya going tonight?”

“What do you mean?”

“I saw you two talking.”

“Yeah, so what?”

“Might want to rethink getting with this girl,” he says.

“Yeah, why’s that?”

“‘Cause she’s not a girl.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“She’s a tranny, bro. I mean, hey, I couldn’t tell either. And if I didn’t know, I’d be looking to get into her pants too. But, ya know. No homo.”

Now I get it. The reason that Scarlet has been getting the stink eye from every girl in the place, the way that every guy seems to have a smug little smile on his face when he looks in her direction. Of course she says she doesn’t date. She doesn’t want some asshole coming onto her only to learn the truth and drop her fast. Some asshole like me.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, man,” I say.

“Just a friendly word of warning,” he says. “Don’t shoot the messenger.”

But I do shoot him– a look. One that says, ‘go to hell. I can date who I like.’ Baxter throws up his hands in surrender.

“Your call, dude,” he says, snickering. I storm off, not wanting anything more to do with this scene. Scarlet catches up to me by the door.

“Hey, you okay?” she asks.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I say.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Let’s just get out of here. I don’t really feel much like hanging around here.”

“Sure,” she says. “Let’s go.”


5.

The walk from the frat house to my dorm takes around seventeen minutes if you walk at a normal pace. But the walk tonight feels endless. Scarlet can sense that something’s not right. She tried walking close enough for me to reach out and take her hand. But I kept mine just where it was, and when a tree appeared in our path we moved apart to let it pass between us. Now that distance feels like it’s getting greater and greater. Even worse is the silence that sits in between us. It seems to just hang there with nothing to break it up. It’s not like I want to maintain this awkwardness between us, but what am I supposed to say?

‘Oh, hey, so I found out that you have a penis. Sorry for all the jerks at the party making fun of you for it.’ I feel bad that I know and that she doesn’t know that I know. It’s not fair that she gets this kind of treatment from people like that. It’s not like she asked to be the way she is. She’s just trying to be Scarlet, live her life and feel normal. And I want the same thing for her. Except…

I don’t know if I can look at her the same way.

“So… this a nice long silence.”

“What?”

“I said, this is a nice long walk,” she says. Did I just hear her wrong?

“I make it every day,” I say.

“Yeah, I can picture it. Pretty much exactly. You walking, not looking around, not saying anything to anyone.”

“Sorry,” I say. “Weed makes me introspective.”

“Yeah, same,” she says.

“Sorry for all those people at the party,” I say.

“What do you mean?” she asks. Did she really not notice how everyone seemed to be looking at her back there? No, she must have seen. Maybe she just didn’t register it.

“Those guys, they’re good guys, really. But they’re just a bunch of cavemen about a lot of things. I hope you didn’t take it personally.”

“I wasn’t taking it personally. I mean, it hurt. At first. Then I saw that there was at least one cute, sweet, and interesting guy there and I felt better.”

“Oh,” I say. “Good.”

“Yeah, until I left the party to walk home with him and he got all quiet and weird.”

“Like I said–”

“Yeah, I get it. It’s the weed.”

“Right.”

“So, there’s nothing else that’s making you so cagey? Maybe something you learned about me back there?”

“Like what?”

“Come on, Declan.”

“Alright, yes. I did learn something about you that I wasn’t expecting.”

“Oh?”

“And I think you know what it is.”

“Do I?”

“Come on, Scarlet.”

“I don’t suppose it has anything to do with what’s between my legs. I mean, why would that be of interest to a boy like you.”

“A boy like me?”

“You are straight, aren’t you?”

“Yeah…”

“So, you’re not interested. Isn’t that it?”

“Well, no. I mean, it’s not true that I’m not interested.”

“So, does that mean you are interested?”

I stop walking. She walks on a few paces before she notices. She turns, our eyes met.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m interested in you, Scarlet.”

She stands looking at me for a moment, trying to appraise whether I mean it. Then, she turns on her heel and starts walking toward campus again. 

“Good,” she says. I hurry to catch up to her.

“So…?”

“What?”

“Do you have any response?”

“I do.”

“Do you want to tell me what it is?”

“No.”

“No? So, what?”

“So, if you want to get to know me better, it sounds like we should probably hang out again.”

“Sure, cool. Yeah. Let’s do that,” I say. “When?”

“I have Chem Lab on Monday mornings, so I need tomorrow to prepare.”

“I’ve got Chem Lab too,” I say. “And I’m passing, I think. I could help you. Or we could study together, at least.”

“Okay, I like that plan. Hey, my dorm was back there,” I say, pointing back in the direction of the big grey building we just passed.

She stops and turns. 
“Then, I guess it’s goodnight, Declan.”

“That’s it?” I say.

“What more were you expecting to get tonight?”

“I guess...I don’t know.”

She crosses over to me, looks at me with those big green eyes, and gives me a quick kiss on the lips. Even with the faint  taste of beer on her breath, there’s something delicious about her kiss. It’s tentative and delicate, the way her lips press against mine; soft and warm, and completely feminine.

“Thanks for tonight,” she says.

“Yeah, you too,” I say, watching as she turns to go. The last thought in my mind as I walk back is her name pounding in my brain over and over and over. Scarlet, Scarlet, Scarlet.


6.

My first thought when I woke up this morning was of her. The sun streams in through the blinds that Rajnesh forgot to close last night. I’m lucky he’s an early riser, because there’s a stiffy that I’ve got to do something about. I think about her lips and the way her body looked when she was walking away from me in the halflight of the street lights gives me a tightness in my shorts.

As I slide my swollen cock out of my briefs, I wonder if she’s doing the same thing. Does she get morning wood the way a guy does? Does she slip herself out of a pair of silk panties and stroke herself thinking about me? I picture her cute face, hair hanging in her eyes, lips puckered as she pleasures herself. The thought makes me stroke harder, faster. The thought of a girl who jerks off like me is getting me hard like I can’t believe. I wonder whether she’s happy with having a cock or whether she’s going to go ‘all woman’ and turn it into a tight little pussy. Somehow, both seem hot. The thought of her understanding my body the way that she does her own is sexy enough, but there’s something so alluring about a trans girl who is willing to undergo surgery just to affirm her womanhood.

In my mind, she’s stroking her own cock and fingering her pussy both at once. I cum hard into a sock and sigh as my body flushes with dopamine. She’s definitely left an impression on me. I just hope I haven’t blown my wad too fast. Even if the thought of her naked turns me on now, what if things are different when we actually meet up? What if I chicken out when I see her knob for the first time? The thought makes me a little queasy.

I try to put aside this thought and remind myself that she’s a girl, just like any other. If I’m not into it, I can always say so and leave. Even if it hurts her. Even if it hurts both of us.

Once my dick softens and my erection no longer shows, I decide to hit the community shower at the end of the hall and then walk over to Starbucks for an iced latte. On the way, I watch the girls passing and wonder about them in a way I never have before. Could any of them be like Scarlet? Hiding in plain sight, hoping not to be noticed for what they are and instead to be recognized for who they’re trying to be? It’s weird, but knowing Scarlet’s secret is part of what turns me on about her. I start to think about what it would be like to see her in her underwear, but the thought makes me a little stiff again and I try to forget it.

We’re not supposed to meet up until the afternoon, so I wander around campus for a few hours trying not to think about her. 
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I knock at her dorm room door. A couple of girls at the end of the hall are checking me out, curious about what a guy is doing on their floor and who I’m here to see. But they pass me without comment and hardly a look between them. The door opens.

“Hey,” Scarlet says. She’s dressed in grey sweats meant to look casual but sexy too. The short-cut top with PINK written on it is cut to show off her stomach. Her shorts are tight-fitting. No sign of a bulge. I try not to peek, but I can’t help but notice. She turns back inside and I get a glimpse of her round, pert ass.

“I was thinking about you,” I say. Not sure why I let this slip, since it was the opposite of what I’m trying to be. Casual, cool, aloof; all these would have been better poses to make instead of letting her know I’m into her.

“Yeah, I was thinking about you too,” she says, taking a seat on the bed. It’s the only one in the room.

“No roommate?” I ask.

“They gave me a single because, well. Ya know.”

“Right, I get it.”

She picks up the textbook laying open on the duvet and flips the page.

“So, are we gonna study?” she asks, eyes on the book instead of me. Casually, I kick off my sandals and climb on the bed, crossing my legs so that I’m facing her.

“Imagine you are trying to construct an inert electrode. Which of the following would you use?”

I’m not paying the slightest attention, of course. I can’t stop staring. I can’t watch her pouty pink lips accentuated with a perfectly subtle shade of lipstick without burning to have those lips wrapped around my cock. Already I can feel a bulge pressing against my inner thigh.

She looks up from the book at my face, then my lap. I grope for an explanation.

“It’s not–”

“A dick? Please, Declan. You don’t have to pretend. You don’t have anything I haven’t seen before.”

Hearing this, my engorged member bucks even harder against my shorts. I groan, both from embarrassment and lust.

“Ooh, I think he likes that. Do you like hearing that this girl has got a rod of her own?”

“Yes,” I say.

She takes her daintily manicured hand and places it on top of mine. Then she lifts my hand and presses it to her crotch.

“Wanna feel?” she asks. I nod vigorously. “You dirty boy.”

She takes her hand and slides it under her shorts. She’s wearing some kind of sling or something that she slides out of as she peels her shorts off.

There, between her legs, is a perfectly smooth little cock and balls. She’s smaller than me. Somehow both exotic and familiar. She scoots closer to me, letting her thigh rest against my knee. She looks in my eyes, wanting to know if I’m cool with this. I slowly run the tips of my fingers up her inner thigh. She squirms a little as I gently rub the head of her dick and then wrap my thumb and index finger around her shaft, coaxing it to life.

Scarlet’s pupils dilate as she stares at me, overwhelmed by excitement. She hardens slowly, complimenting my already-engorged cock. While I touch her, she reaches over and unzips me, sliding my hard wand out of my shorts.

“You’re so big,” she whispers, genuinely impressed by my size. “What do you want me to do?”

“Just follow what I’m doing,” I say. “Do what comes naturally.”

We each scoot still closer together so that we can wrap our hands around each other. I massage her gently. Soon, we’re stroking each other in sync. I rest my forehead against hers as we stroke each other. Her lips find mine and we begin kissing and touching each other, both happy to be exploring the other’s body. As we kiss, I slide my left hand down to touch her breast at the same time that I jerk her off with my right. It’s only now that I realize what I didn’t before; no bra.

Her soft mound of flesh feels as real as any I’ve ever touched. Rounder than Jenny Turnbull’s, and firmer than Sacha Geinkowski’s. The tip of her tongue runs down my own tongue. I imagine what it would feel like for that skilful tongue to run the length of my scrotum.

I want to slow down, worried that it will be over too fast. So, I slow down my stroking of her. She gets the message and slows too, rubbing my dick in loose, loping tugs that excite my shaft without bringing me closer to completion. 

“Now what do you want?” She asks.

“Your mouth,” I say.

“Well, you’re going to have to get me off first,” she says.

“With pleasure,” I say. I take her stiff cock in my hand and begin tugging it faster and harder before pinching her mushroom head ever so slightly, hoping that the pressure will give her the burst of pleasure she needs to get off. I’m getting closer now. I can feel that she's close to cumming. Her eyes are half-closed, consumed by ecstasy.

As I prepare to finish her off, she stops me.

“Wait, wait,” she says. “I’m gonna cum.”

She grabs the top sheet just in time to catch the white geyser escaping the tip of her hard dick. Her back arches as she explodes into the sheet. She’s sweating a little from her forehead.

“You good?” I ask.

“Oh, yeah,” she says, kissing me. “God, where have you been?”

I smile.

“I’m here now,” I say.

“Yeah, and I owe you a blowjob,” she says. “Let me get on that.”
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I never realized it before, and yet it makes perfect sense. No girl sucks better cock than one with a cock of her own. Scarlet knows all the right moves as she goes down on me. Despite the flood of endorphins, she doesn’t rush things. She very slowly feels her way around my erect cock, letting her tongue snake around my shaft, teasing my sensitive head with little flicks of her tongue. Then, when I’m good and ready, she goes deeper. I’m on my back, looking up at her as she stuffs me inside of her.

She hums a little as she lets my cock slide gracefully between her lips. I’ve never gotten better from any girl. No pussy feels this good. Her mouth is more dexterous, her tongue and lips and teeth capable of applying just the right amount of pressure without too much tension. She vacuums up my precum just as soon as it escapes my hole.

I run my fingers through her hair. I smell her shampoo, lavender and lilac. Oh, yeah. This is a woman. She’s more of a woman than any girl I could even hope for. And I’m the lucky guy who gets to have her. Baxter and Shep and those tools from the frat have no idea what they’re missing out on here. She’s here, with me, and she’s all mine.

Her teeth deliver me a jolt, but she doesn’t apply much pressure, just lets them glide up and down my cock like a finger gliding on piano keys. The threat of her teeth sinking into me heightens the experience and makes me eager for more. She switches tactics, using her tongue to massage the seam of my balls.

“How am I doing?” She asks, coming up for air.

“Incredible,” I say. “The best.”

She grins.

“Think you could return the favor for me sometime?”

“Uh, sure,” I say, caught off guard. It’s not that I’m turned off. I just never did that before. 

“Don’t sweat it,” she teases. “I’ve always preferred giving head to receiving it.”

This girl keeps surprising me. She goes back to attending to my thick cock, rubbing it for just a couple strokes before sinking her lips around it again. I can feel that she’s getting closer to getting me off. She speeds up, using her tongue less and her lips more. Satisfied that I’ve held out long enough, I lie back and wait to come. When I do, she catches it expertly in the sheet just the way she did with her own. I like the thought of our jizz mingling. She tosses it aside and crawls on top of me, resting her head against my chest.

“That was incredible,” she says, after a while.

“Yeah,” I say. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

“You had fun, right?” she asks.

“Are you kidding? That was about the best sex I ever had.” She doesn’t say anything.

“What?”

“Nothing,” she says. “It was fantastic. I had a great time.”

“But…?”

“But, guys usually say all that sweet stuff right after, and then–”

She lets a gust of breath escape. They disappear. Vanish. Gone.

“That’s not going to be me,” I say.

“You sure?” she says, resting her chest to look into my eyes.

“Definitely. I’m not about to throw away a good thing that easily.”

She runs her fingers along the hairs on my nipples, making me squirm. I know girls’ nipples are way more sensitive than guys’, but I could never get used to a girl handling mine.

“You’re probably the sweetest guy I’ve ever slept with,” she says.

“Oh?” I say, having nothing better to add.

“Yeah, so don’t break my heart, okay?”

“I promise,” I say.

We lay there together just holding each other. Eventually, we get back to studying. I still find it hard to concentrate, but at least I’m no longer bursting with lust. I ask if she wants to go to the Student Union for a late lunch, but she says she’s not really hungry so we say our goodbyes.

Walking back to my dorm room, I think about the two of us. I never would have pictured myself with a girl like Scarlet. Now I can’t stop thinking about seeing her again, and of what else we might get up to with that single room of hers. It’s a whole new world of possibilities.


9.

Not much to do. House is quiet. It’s me and Steve on the couch. He passes me the bong and says–

“So, how’s that, uh, your friend?”

“Scarlet? She’s good.”

“And you’re like... into her?”

“Yeah,” I say, taking a rip.

“And so, it’s like the two of you are like… compatible?”

“Yeah, man.”

“Weird. But I mean, that’s cool and all. Like, you do you.”

“I intend to.”

I’m feeling like I could melt into the couch right now; I'm so relaxed. It’s quiet again, and then I hear the screen door in the back of the house creek open.

“Hello?”

“Yeah,” I say, figuring this must be Scarlet. And yes, she’s okay with me blazing before our dates just as long as I save her something to smoke too.

A girl enters, but it’s not Scarlet. She’s a little on the chunky side, might not have washed her hair today. Her nose turns up at the smell of weed.

“Hey, is Baxter here?”

“And you would be?” Steven asks imperiously.

“His girlfriend.”

“Ooooh,” we say in unison, like we’re a pair of ten-year-olds.

“Coming babe!” Baxter calls from upstairs.

So, this is his girl? I mean, I don’t mean to be cruel or anything, but, her?

Bax rushes downstairs.

“Hey, baby,” he says. He leans over to kiss her. She rebuffs him.

“Your friends are smoking weed in the house,” the girlfriend says.

“Yeah, well, uh, these guys don’t really do that very much, right guys?”

“Only every day,” I say. I hold the bong up like she’s welcome to it. She sneers.

“No, thanks. Let’s go, sweetie.”

Just then, my fabulous girl arrives. Unlike this judgemental sow, she’s dressed to the nines. Hair done up, make-up, and wearing a cute little black top with denim shorts that wrap around her hips.

“Hey,” she says.

“Scarlet!” I exclaim. “You guys haven’t met my girlfriend Scarlet. Here she is. Say hi, baby.”

She gives a polite little wave. Bax isn’t laughing now. In fact, I think he’d rather be anywhere but here right now. Or anyone. If he could trade lives, he’d be me.

“What are you guys up to?” Scarlet asks.

“Oh, we were just leaving,” Bax’s bitchy girlfriend replies, staring daggers at Scarlet for having the ass every other girl wishes to have.

“Cool. Mind if I get a hit?” Scarlet asks.

“What my baby wants, my baby gets. Here ya go,” I say, passing the bong.

“Hey, yo, I’m Steve,” Steve says, rising to extend his hand, then deciding against it and sitting back down, then sticking out his hand again.

Scarlet smiles, grabs a spot on the couch, and shakes Steve’s hand.

“Well, I guess we have to be going,” Bax says, realizing that he’s lost this round. As they make their way out the door, I can feel the jealousy radiating off Baxter. 

I guess that’s really the best revenge. Just live your life, and maybe you’ll get lucky and good things will happen. Anyway, I couldn’t be happier with the choices I’ve made. I don’t think everyone in the house can say the same. As we sit there getting stoned, I’m reminded of the fact that most people report college as being the best years of their lives. So far, I think I know what they mean. 


Second (Kind of) Wife
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“You got married?!”

My best friend Michael's voice is like a knife in my brain. I cringe, wanting to crawl under the table to escape this conversation and the light of day. Is it the hangover? Yes. Is it the shame of what I've done? Also, yes. But also because I have a feeling that things will work a lot better for me if I can just get some rest, maybe smoke a bowl, and let the world pass me by. It's worked in the past. Why not now?

“Okay, yes, technically that is accurate. I got married last night,” I say.

“To who?” he asks.

“The girl from last night.”

“Sarah?”

“Right.”

“Ha! That was a test. Her name wasn’t Sarah.”

Michael’s a great guy, so I don’t want you to judge him too harshly just from this one interaction. Yes, sometimes he walks around like he’s got something long and sharp up his ass. But we’ve known each other forever and I give him more latitude to fuck with me than any of my other guy friends, or girlfriends for that matter.

“Okay, can we not do the little quizzes, right now? It’s early.”

“It’s not early.”

“The sun’s been up for, what? Four and half hours? Out of twelve hours of daylight, how does that not count as early? We’re still well into the first half.”

“So, do you have any idea how it happened?”

“Yes, vaguely.”

“Give me the play by play. We’ll work through the blacked-out parts together.”

“I saw her at the bar–”

“I was there for that. Skip ahead.”

I furrow my brow. The pressure from my head is like a kettle that’s about to boil. Who decided to put Las Vegas in a desert?

“So, yeah, we go back to her room. And we start doing shots.”

“Did you fuck her there?”

“If I did, do you think I would have been so desperate as to marry her? Give me a little credit.”

“All right, so then what?”

“Her friends came over.”

“And I take it you went out after that, right?”

“After several drinks. And some molly. Hey, Molly?”

“Still not the name of the girl, but I don’t want to derail this train of thought now that it’s left the station. Keep going. Where did you go after you left the hotel?”

“The Bellagio.”

“Okay, and then what?”

“One of the girls said that she didn’t like one of the dealers, so we left and started drinking on the street.”

“Uh-huh. And?”

“And after that, I don’t remember what happened for a while. But then I was in somebody’s car.”

“Who was driving?”

“I dunno. Friend of a friend of the girl, I guess. Black guy. No, wait he was, like, Middle Eastern, or Indian. Samir.”

“You remember that guy’s name but not the name of the girl you married?”

“Hey, tequila was involved. Bear with me here.”

“All right, so you’re in the car going somewhere.”

“IHOP.”

“Great, you’re going to IHOP, and–”

“The Little Chapel of Love! She sees the Little Chapel of Love. You know, it’s like in those movies where people get married when they’re drunk.”

“Uh-huh, I’m familiar with the premise,” Michael says. “I was actually just reminded of it recently.”

“Hey, man. Sarcasm doesn’t fix problems, okay?”

“Alright, so, you say, yes, I want to go there and get married to you.”

“No! Hell, no! I tell her I’m not nearly drunk enough for that.”

“Uh-huh.”

“So, she says, ‘okay we can fix that.’ Then we go to the liquor store.”

“Jesus.”

“And after that, I dunno.”

“That’s the end of the story?”

“Almost. Except that when I woke up this morning, I was wearing this–” 

I hold up my left hand to show off my ring finger. It’s not gold or anything, more like pewter. I don’t wear jewelry, but it is most definitely a wedding ring. And a tacky one at that.

“I checked my bank account. I spent $1400 last night.”

“That’s all? What was her ring made of? A fried onion?”

“Screw you, man. I came to Vegas with $2000. Well, $1,978.32. And that’s if you count the $43.50 I’ve got on me right now.”

“Shannon’s a lucky girl.”

“Shannon! Thank you. That was going to drive me nuts.”

“Mmm. So, what now?”

I take a sip of coffee, trying to stabilize.

“I’ve got to get an annulment, obviously.”

“Obviously.”

“But I need her there to agree to it,” I say. “She’ll agree, right?”

“Probably,” Michael says. “Although what do I know? I don’t know the girl.”

I drain the rest of the coffee.

“So, how do I find her?”

“Here’s what we do. We go to the Little Chapel of Love. Ask for a copy of the wedding certificate. That’ll have her address and maybe even a phone number. We find her, go see a lawyer, and explain that you never consummated the marriage. You didn’t, did you?” 

“I don’t think so.”

“Great. Well, we’ll just have to hope that she goes along with it. If she refuses, we’ll figure out what to do from there.”

I'm really lucky to have Michael in my corner for stuff like this. He's definitely the more practical one. I'd never tell him, because it's the kind of thing guys never say to each other, but in a way, it's like the two of us are married. That sounds weird. But if I ever met a woman who was half as loyal as he is, or half as smart, I'd probably end up marrying her.

Michael flags down the waiter.

“I’ve got this one,” he says.

“Thanks, man.”

“Don’t mention it. Let’s get you unmarried.”
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A fake address. Can you believe that? That bitch gave a fake address! What kind of a world are we living in where someone will marry someone and not even have the decency to give their real contact information? It’s a sign of the times. It’s like it’s not even safe to marry a stranger in Vegas anymore.

"It's going to be okay," Michael says, giving me a pat on the shoulder. I take a long sip from my beer and then set it down again. I really needed that beer. 12:30 couldn't have come soon enough.

"How? No girl means no annulment. I can't go into that lawyer's office without my 'wife'."

“Well, maybe she’ll make contact. Maybe she’ll walk right through that door just like she did last night.”

It’s not likely, I know. But drinking at the Las Palmas hotel bar is about the only thing I could do to retrace my steps and, hopefully, locate my erstwhile companion. It’s not the kind of place that a person should make a place of hanging out in. Velour drapes and pictures of Elvis in his prime, and past his prime, and dead. Okay, not dead. But a lot of the clientele is on its way there. She’s probably smart enough to stay away, or maybe she just doesn’t feel like drinking at 12:30. Although, if she’s anything like me, she’s probably grabbing a little hair of the dog herself. 

“What if I can’t find her? What if I actually want to get married someday? Am I supposed to tell the girl of my dreams, hey, babe there was this one night in Vegas that you should probably know about. Chicks aren’t down with polygamy, in my experience.”

“Well, what if we got another girl to pose as Shannon?” Michael suggests.

“What, you mean like, hire a stripper?” I say.

“Where did you hear the word ‘stripper’? I never said anything about a stripper. I’m saying we find another girl.”

“How? We don’t know any other girls in Vegas, and we don’t have money to pay any to pretend to know us.”

"Leave that to me," he says. "Wait here. Stay for as long it takes. I might be a while."

I usually like when he’s being devious, but now I’m hardly even curious. Just resigned.

"Sure, whatever," I say, signaling the bartender.

“And don’t drink too much. You need to be sober for what comes next. Well, mostly sober.”

"Yes, mom," I groan. Michael makes a beeline out of there, not even paying for his own drink this time. Damn. Now, what am I supposed to do in a crap-ass bar when I can't even drink?

I sit and stare at the walls. I listen to the muzak. I think about going gambling. It feels like I should be due a little luck. But instead of wandering off, I remain faithfully glued to the barstool and eat a whole bowl of peanuts. Then I get one more beer, which I promise myself I'll drink slowly. This practice of putting out peanuts is devious, I swear. It's like they know you're going to get thirsty again after, like, five of them. Forty minutes pass, maybe an hour. I'm about ready to call it quits and give up on my promise to Michael. And then she walks in.

I turn to see a girl walk in wearing a white sleeveless with a black pleated skirt. Not too slutty. Just the right hint of cleavage and a glimpse of her belly. She's perfectly made up, nails done, with a smile across her cherry-red lips. The long red hair in curls, that coquettish smile; I'd swear that she's the woman I married. But then after a second, I realize, she's someone else entirely.

“Michael?” I gasp.

“Shh!” he hisses at me. “This isn’t going to work if you out me right away, silly.”

I can’t believe the transformation that’s possible in less than an hour. What’s most impressive isn’t the clothes. It’s the movements of his body. He walks like he’s been wearing a skirt and heels his whole life. The shimmy and shake of his hips, the porcelain smoothness of his legs, hell, the wiggle of his ass. And his voice, high-pitched and sensuous. Michale’s never been a baritone, but god damn. It’s enough to have me completely convinced he’s really a girl.

“But, why? How?”

“You know why. You have a problem, I have a solution. As for the ‘how’, well, let’s just say that I’m a master of disguise. Or mistress, I guess.”

He bats his long eyelashes, teasing me.

“So? What do you think? Am I your blushing bride, or what?”

“This is too much. I mean, don’t get me wrong. I appreciate you doing this for me. But I can’t, uh, you can’t be my wife.”

“Why not, baby?” he says, giving me pouty lips. “Just because I have a dick?” 

“Well, yeah. Sorry but that has traditionally been a dealbreaker for me.”

“Nobody’s ever going to know. If you didn’t know me, could you tell?”

I look him up and down. Truthfully, if I didn’t know she was a guy, I’d be scheming to get her top off and reach under that skirt to–

Whoa, hold up!

“I could tell.”

“Liar,” he says. He tries to make it sound playful, but there’s an edge to his voice that tells me that he’s not just playing around. He takes a seat at the stool beside me, crossing his legs in a way that I imagine has to be uncomfortable but which he gives off an undeniably feminine grace. “I look hot. See the looks I’m getting? The boys in here are thirsty.”

“That’s just from the nuts.”

“Yeah, from deez nuts,” he crows, crossing his legs again, knee over knee.

“Okay, be serious right now. We’d have to convince a presumably sober lawyer. Besides, don’t they typically ask for ID in these kinds of situations?”

“Shit! I hadn’t thought of that,” Michael admits.

“Well, there you have it. Look, it was a good plan. Really, I can’t think of any other friend who would volunteer for a mission like this, but–”

“Johnny, either we give this a try or you can say goodbye to any hope of ending this marriage before we leave Vegas. Trust me, this can work.”
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I honestly wonder whether I actually woke up this morning. Not whether I should have gotten up and out of bed to face the day. The answer to that is obvious. But from the way this day has gone so far, the idea that I’m still dreaming is actually the most plausible explanation that I can come up with.

Because it actually is working. Michael, well, Shannon is charming the pants off this guy. Literally, the clerk at the county court office is about to bust out of his pants right now. Okay, so I obviously can't see whether he's got a massive boner behind that desk, but I can see that he hasn't once taken his eyes off 'her' for more than a second since we walked in.

“Really, it’s all my fault. Johnny got down on one knee and, I’ve been waiting so long I honestly didn’t know if he was ever going to propose on his own. He was so cute, the collared shirt I bought him and just popped the question right there. I cried and said yes, obviously, but then we started talking about it– and well, we did something a little stupid. We got married, completely drunk without our families even knowing a thing!”

“So, you want to get an annulment so that you can get married again next year?”

“Yes! God, can you imagine what our parents would say if we told them we eloped? They would be devastated. Seriously, I can’t do that to my mom. She’s got heart problems and we always talked about my dream wedding taking place in the church.”

“Why don’t you just have the wedding ceremony there and keep the legal marriage you already have?”

“But how would that work? We’d have to sign a new marriage certificate in Arizona, wouldn’t we? I mean, that’s part of the ceremony that I don’t think anyone in my family would overlook.”

“That’s true,” the clerk admitted. He steepled his fingers.  “You know, you’ll still forfeit the fee for the license.”

“We understand. That’s no big deal. We’re happy to do that if it means we can clear this whole thing up and forget about it.”

“So, you won’t be needing a permanent residency card to replace your green card, then?” he says.

“What?” I say. “What residency card?”

“The one that Shannon came to the office and applied for this morning,” he says, grabbing the folder from his desk and taking out a form. “You didn’t mention that you were from Canada, Mrs. Cumberland.”

“I– uh…” Michael stumbles. “I didn’t think that it mattered. There’s no law against it. We don’t need anyone’s permission.”

“So, why exactly did you file this application this morning if you planned to have your marriage annulled in the afternoon?”

My head is swimming. Residency card? What the hell is this shit?

Wait, it has to be Shannon. The real Shannon. She must have woken up this morning, remembered that she married an American guy and that now, hey, she can qualify for permanent residency. That Canucking bitch!

"We, uh, we didn't realize that the two things were related," I said. "Like, did you know that getting married meant you could stay in the country? Totally wasn't aware. We were going to get all that handled when we got back to the Great White North. Right, Shannon?"

“Okay, we need to come clean about something. We lied before.”

“Um, Shannon?”

“It’s okay. The truth is that we didn’t come to get the marriage annulled because we want our parents at the wedding. They know all about it, and, they don’t approve.”

“I see,” says the clerk, not sure about any of this but willing to see where it goes.

“Johnny’s mom told us to come in here and dissolve the marriage. She… I’m sorry...” 

And, I swear to God, Michael starts crying. Not fake crying. Real tears. Absolutely sensational. The performance is so convincing even I’m not sure what really happened anymore. Definitely leaning more towards believing this is all a dream.

“That may all be true, but if you want the residency card you’ll need to remain married. I’m sorry, kids. But we see too many scammers coming to Las Vegas hoping to get a fake marriage certificate so they’re entitled to permanent residency. So, which is it? Are you getting your marriage annulled or are you staying married?”

“We’re staying married obviously,” Michael says. I almost choke. Both of them look at me.

“Obviously,” I second, coughing.

“Alright, here’s the deal. I think there’s something very fishy about the two of you and your whole story. I think that you’re just looking for a quick way to get her citizenship,” the clerk says, pointing at Michael. I guess I was wrong about him being attracted to ‘her’. Turns out he just smelled a rat and was waiting to trip us up. “I don’t think you’re a real couple.”

"We are," Michael says confidently. "I've never loved another man more in my entire life."

"Uh, yeah. Me too," I mutter. "Shit, I mean, sorry for cursing. Ya know. The feeling's mutual. Between us, I mean."

“That’s good. Because I’m going to just forget about this request for the annulment and request that an auditor be sent over to observe you both at home.”

“We’re staying in a hotel,” I say.

"No, that's not going to work. You'll need to find at least a long-term stay. And you'll need to forward your new address to this office so that the auditor can drop in on you. Unannounced home visits are going to be required. And if in the opinion of the auditor, your marriage is fake then you will both be going to jail."  
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“What the hell was that?” I hiss after we’re down the steps of the courthouse and out of earshot.

“What? I was improvising,” Michael says.

“Yeah, I saw that. And I won’t lie, it was impressive.”

“But he gave us a chance to cut and run and we should have taken it.”

“What about Shannon and the residency card?”

“What about it? She shows up, sees that there’s no card. Boo-hoo, so sad for her.”

“John, do you really think that’s where it ends? We have to keep her from spilling the beans on this whole thing. You heard what the clerk said. A fake marriage is a serious charge.”

“Yeah, I heard. So, what do we do?”

“We play house,” he says. “Except that we have to play it completely for real. From now on, you have to refer to me as Shannon and only Shannon. I am your wife, and you are my husband and that’s all we are to each other. It doesn’t matter whether we’re in public or alone. If we’re going to sell this, we need to play the role so well that we inhabit it. Understand?”

“You’re serious? You’re really willing to go along with this? You don’t care that you have to be the girl?”

“Honey, I am a girl. For as long as it takes. That means no referring to me with male pronouns. I’m not your friend Michael. We’re a normal couple. We do that and the real Shannon gets what she wants and we’ll never have to hear from her again.”

I look my best friend in his– her pretty face and I have to admit that the transformation is practically flawless. I wouldn’t even have to act, really. She looks almost nothing like my friend, so it’s not like I’d have to strain my brain to try to keep the two of them separate in my head.

“What, so I have to actually stay married to that scheming bitch?”

"Just for now. We'll get a divorce later after all the paperwork has gone through and they can't touch any of us.

"What about the apartment? I can't afford to pay rent in Vegas on what I've got on me."

“I’m sure we can find something reasonable,” she says. “I’ll pay for it.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I say.

“Of course, I do. I’m your wife, remember? Till death do us part? We’re in this together.”

“I can’t thank you enough for this. I would be nowhere without you.”

“You’re damn right. Now give me a kiss.”

“You want me to kiss you?”

“On the cheek, not the lips. You’ll just end up messing up my lipstick. It’s not like we can fist-bump. Come on, they may be watching us.”

So, I lean over and give my best friend a kiss on the cheek, a little hint of foundation and blush coming off on my lips.

“Hey, stupid question–”

“You really don’t need to preface your questions like that. I can assume that it’s gonna be stupid on my own before you say anything.”   

“Yeah, ha, you’re not doing this because you like it, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s just, you slipped into this role awfully fast. And you’re really committed to it.”

“Look, I want this over with just as much as you do. But for now, we have to do this to save both our asses, okay?”

“Yeah. Of course. I don’t know why I asked.”

“Okay, so now that we’ve cleared that up, can we please find a place to stay? My feet are killing me in these heels.”
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All right, you wanna know something kinda freaky? I’m actually kind of enjoying being ‘married’ to ‘Shannon’. I mean, with every girl I’ve ever been with it’s always been awkward at first, then fun. But we already know each other so well that it takes no effort for the two of us to get comfortable around each other.

We found a place right away that rents week to week, and it's actually less per night than the other fleabag where we were staying before. As soon as we found the place, I went to bed to finish sleeping off my hangover. And when I woke up, I found Shannon in the kitchen cooking me dinner. It was just Mexican-style eggs with peppers and onions from the bodega since we're on a seriously tight budget now. But it still smells great. I'm watching her cook for me now, her wig done up in a little bandana. I can't believe how much she's enjoying this. I'm even more surprised at how much I'm enjoying it.

And, I can’t stop staring. I mean, I know those tits are fake. But the chubby that’s pressing to my thigh isn’t. The way Shannon prances around, her silky smooth thighs that peek out from her high-cut jean shorts and the shirt wrapped around her chest; it’s all I can do not to drool. I even caught a little glimpse of the bra underneath her shirt. Yes, I don’t need to be reminded that she’s actually male. Well, maybe I do because my brain knows it but the signal just hasn’t reached my cock yet. I’m having trouble just trying to keep my cool and not get too excited. Even if we are supposed to be married, the thought of going ‘all the way’ with Shannon is a little too much for me right now.

I slip into the bathroom and lock the door. I whip out my phone and beat it to some pictures of some sexy models as fast as I can. Relieved, I’m able to face my wife again. When I come out of the bathroom, Shannon is looking at me like she knows what I’ve been doing in there.

“What’s up?” I say.

“Your dinner’s ready, baby.”

“Uh, thanks. Babe.”

Shannon wiggles over to the seat across from me and takes a seat, knees together with hands folded in her lap. Damn, she looks good. 

“What do you want to do tomorrow?” she asks.

“I, uh, should probably try to do a little remote work.”

I write SEO copy for this company that builds websites. The work is terrible. On the other hand, the pay is also terrible. The only good thing about the job is that it’s flexible and I can do it from anywhere, which I’m really grateful for right now.

“Good idea,” Shannon says. “I think I’m gonna get a bikini wax.”

I choke on my eggs. I’ve been choking a lot lately.

“You really think that’s a good idea?” I say.

“What? I’ll explain my whole situation down there when I make the appointment. I’ll just tell them I’m a ladyboy. Can I call myself a ladyboy or is that just for Asians? I just love the sound of it on my tongue. Ladyboy. It’s just so cute. Don’t you think?”

“Uh, well. I think it’s probably okay if you use the term, sure,” I say, trying to sidestep the question.

“So… are we gonna do it tonight, or what?” she says.

Ha! Didn’t choke that time because I am officially no longer eating.

“Do it?”

“Do our ritual like we always do when we watch the game. Wear our jerseys, ward off evil. We have to do it if we don’t want the Cardinals to lose, right?”

“Oh. Well, yeah. Obviously. I forgot all about it.”

“Seriously?”

Well, between getting married in Vegas and my best friend turning himself into an insanely hot chick to pose as her, I must have gotten confused and thought it was a biweek. Where has my head been lately? 

“I’m going to go get changed. You finished?” she says, standing up and crossing over to take my plate.

“Um, yeah.”

“You didn’t like it?” She says, looking at my half-eaten eggs. 

“No, it was great.”

“Johnny. Marriages are based on honesty. If you don’t like something, you’ve got to let me know, okay?” she says in this faux-disciplinarian voice.

“Sure thing,” I say.

“Good.”

And then she kisses me on the cheek. She’s so close that I can smell the perfume she’s wearing. She drops the dishes in the sink and then glides off the bedroom. Yes, that’s right. We have one bedroom between us. We’re sharing a bed, or, I don’t know. We haven’t talked about it. We can’t afford two bedrooms, and even if we could it would blow our story that we’re a married couple. I’m still worried about what’s going to happen tonight. I want to tell Shannon that I’m sleeping on the couch and she can take the bed. I don’t know why I’m worried. I’ve just got this idea that she’ll take it wrong.

I go over and start washing the dishes, and as I'm cleaning away the egg stains I think about what my friendship with Michael means to me. We've been friends since we were thirteen, and I've never had anyone else who knows as much about me. We've always traded stories about our sexual exploits. More mine than his, admittedly. He's a lot shyer about that stuff. And even though I've never made a big deal about it, I understand why. He's never had a lot of luck with women, which he chalks up to his short stature and slim build. Of course, both of those characteristics help now that he's become Shannon. I think about this woman who's suddenly appeared in my life and the fact that she's got all the aspects of my best friend. And I ask myself, do I want this to end? I can’t be sure of the answer.

But, no. Michael can’t be my wife. Not forever. What would our parents say, and all our friends? How would Michael live? And can I really love a girl with a dick?

All these thoughts are interrupted when I turn to see Shannon on the couch, her attention on the screen. No more dishes, so I’ve got no excuse not to go over. So, I take a seat on the couch a respectable distance away from her. Not too far, not too close. It’s perfect. I’m using my whole force of will not to look at her at all, just focusing entirely on the game. And for a while, we’re both totally absorbed. The Cards are up by 7, the Raiders have possession. I’m in my happy place, far away from any uncomfortable demands to think and then something happens that brings me straight out of my zone.

Shannon drapes her legs over my knees. She's painted her nails purple, and maybe she wants to show them off. But what's crazy isn't what she's doing. It's what I do. Because without even thinking about it, without noticing what I'm doing, I stroke her leg gently and absentmindedly with the back of my hand. As if the two of us touching like this was no big deal. Then, I catch myself. I look over at Shannon, and she's still facing forward, watching. I look down at the pair of smooth, bare legs resting against me. And that's when I see it. For the first time, I realize that Shannon is wearing her Antonio Hamilton jersey– and nothing else underneath! The cut-offs are gone and all that's left is a pair of black panties with pink trim and a pink Playboy bunny on the front. And Mr. Bunny's face is distorted slightly by my wife's bulge!

And I can't help it. I go completely stiff. I know she can tell because she looks at me and smiles.

“Took you long enough,” she says.
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I can't help myself any longer. I grab the inside of her thigh and begin running my hand up to her crotch. She giggles with delight. I take her legs in my hands and move her off me. I'm about to climb on top of this girl, and I need some maneuverability. I watch with fascination as her tiny bulge pumps up, getting bigger. I reach under the jersey. No bra, and no boobs. She's totally flat-chested, but I don't care. She places her hand over mine, loving the feel of my palm on her nipple. I stick my other hand in her panties, feeling her stiffening cock rise with my touch.

“No, don’t,” she whispers, stopping my hand.

“What’s wrong?”

“I wanna be your girl,” Shannon says. “But I don’t have a pussy for you to put yourself inside.”

“It’s okay,” I assure her. “Don’t worry. I don’t mind.”

“No, it has to be just right. I’ve wanted you for so long. Let me suck you off, please!”

“Yeah,” I mutter. “Yeah, do it.”

We switch positions. I climb off her and she slides to her knees, bringing her head between my legs. I unzip and unsheath my fully hard member. Jesus, I can already see the precum peeking out from the tip. She looks at my cock like she can't even believe it's real, like men's dicks are things she's only heard about and now finally she's getting the thrill of her life by tasting one. But while she may not have much experience, she blows me like a professional. 

She licks my tip at the seam, right under my mushroomhead. Then she stuffs my whole shaft down her throat. I’m amazed that she’s able to take the whole thing without choking. She’s got incredible control, and I can tell that she’s spent a lot of time thinking about the perfect way to pleasure me. Just the thought makes me want to squirt a huge load, letting it tickle her pallet as it slides down her throat.

I let my neck recline, enjoying the wet massage that my cock is enjoying. She makes big smacking sounds and plays with my nut sack in her fingers. She comes up for air. Shannon looks up at me, eager for my approval. I nod.

“You’re amazing. I’ve never had any girl better than you. Don’t stop!”

Those are apparently the magic words. She grins, goes back to her task with gusto. I take her head in my hands, guiding her as she bobs up and down. She hums as she runs her lips up and down my shaft, tickling the seam with her agile tongue. When I come, she’s ready to suck it all inside and gulp it down like she’s never had anything as tasty before.

“Holy shit,” I sigh. “Where did you learn how to do that?”

“I did my research,” she says. “I’ve had a lot of time to think about doing that. You have no idea.”

I offer her a hand and she rises from the floor. I pick her up and place her in my lap. She squeals with delight.

“I never knew,” I say.

“Of course not, silly,” she says, putting a finger to my lips. “I didn’t want you to.”

“But, why? Why hide when we could have been doing it like this all along?”

“I thought you would freak out and never talk to me again if you knew,” she says. I can hear the fear in her voice as she says it. She’s had a lot of time to worry about this, and it’s a real fear for her.

“You don’t have to worry,” I assure her. “Everything’s going to be okay now.”

She rests her head on my shoulder and we just sit there for a little while, enjoying how close we are. Then she says– 

“Thank you, Johnny.”

“You’re thanking me? I think you’ve got it mixed up, little miss. I’m the one who owes you a big, big, big thank you.”

She laughs.

“Was I really that good?”

“Better than I could have hoped for. You’re hotter than hell,” I say.

She’s pleased.

“You don’t feel, I dunno, weird?” 

I think about the question for a minute, trying to gauge my feelings. I probably should be worried about losing my best friend, or about things changing between us. But the truth is that all I feel at this moment is gratitude.

“I feel great,” I tell her. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt better.”

“I’m dreaming,” she says giddily. “I have to be. There’s no way this is finally happening.”

“Believe it,” I assure her. “It’s all true.”

“So, what do you want to do now?” she asks.

I realize for the first time that the football game is now over. Cardinals won. Big deal. I don’t know if I could possibly care less. I feel so good about how this night has turned out.

“Let’s go to bed,” I say. “I think I’m ready for round two.”


7.

You know those days where it seems like the sun is shining just for you? Well, I’m feeling that right now. Yes, okay, I’m in Vegas and it shines all the time here no matter what anybody does. And, yes, it’s actually hot as hell so it would be nice if the sun wasn’t shining quite so intensely. But it doesn’t matter anyway. I’m in love like I’ve never been before.

Last night, I spent close to an hour pounding Shannon's perky little ass. She was so tight and I was so hard that I was afraid I was going to break it off inside her. It was like all the fun of some random hookup but with all these feelings of being with a lover that you've known forever. Plus, I know my best friend. I knew perfectly well that we'd be safe without a condom, so that made the sex that much better. I may never use a condom again! Jesus, I know that sounds like I'm making a huge commitment all of a sudden, but I can't help myself. I'm just so amazed by this girl. And more amazed by what she's doing to me. She's so forward and shy at the same time. She wants to do it all the time, but she also won't let me see her naked. I guess I don't know how I would feel about seeing the fact that she's got a dick, but knowing it doesn't bother me somehow. It's like, it should be gay but it doesn't feel like it is. Not at all. It's more like we're just two really good friends who only just realized how much fun we could have screwing each other. It should feel wrong, but instead, it just feels amazing.

I stand in line at Starbucks. I promised Shannon a mango guava iced tea. I don’t think there’s anything that could possibly disrupt the feeling I have now on this glorious day. That is until I see her. Shannon.

Not my Shannon. The real Shannon.

I call her name. She pretends not to hear me. She walks away from the pick-up bar without even bothering to stay for her caramel macchiato.

“Shannon!” I call again, following her back outside into the blazing heat again.

“What do you want?” she calls behind her without turning.

“Uh, how about a ‘hello’? We are married, ya know.” She doesn’t turn around or respond, just quickens her pace. I follow her across the parking lot. I watch as she unlocks her car and slams the door hard behind her. I contemplate getting behind the car so that she can’t back up without running me over. But I don’t know her that well, and that might not stop her. So, instead, I go over and tap on the driver’s side window.

“You wanna tell me why you went behind my back and applied for American citizenship when we don’t even know each other and got married when we were drunk?”

She doesn’t make a move to start the car. 

“Shannon, talk to me. Why did you do it?”

She unlocks the car and opens it just enough to talk to me without turning her head. She wagers that I’m not going to pull the door open and drag her out.

“I’m sorry for what I did,” she says. “I was going to be deported if I didn’t marry somebody. My green card is set to expire and there is no way to renew without going back to Canada and...I have a boyfriend, but he doesn’t want to…”

She starts to tear up, but I’m not having it.

“So, you met me and said, ‘hey, why not this guy?”

“It’s not like we need to stay married or anything,” she chokes out between sobs. “It’s just temp–  temporary. I’m suh-sorry!”

“Okay, okay,” I say, not swayed by the theatrical performance but concerned about the looks I’m drawing from passersby who probably think I’m about to assault this poor woman in her car.

“Look, Shannon. I don’t even care what you did. It’s my fault for getting so drunk that I even got talked into it in the first place. Just do me a favor and at least give me your phone number. We need some way to contact each other if we’re going to pull this off. Other than that, I’m happy to lead separate lives for as long as it takes until this thing is done.”

“Really?” she says. “You’re willing to go along with it? Why?”

“I’ve got my own reasons. You just don’t change your address with the county clerk’s office or anything like that until I tell you to.”

“Why not?”

“The phone number, Shannon. This is important.”

I open my iPhone and navigate to the keypad. She puts in a number. Not trusting her to give me the real one, I dial it and wait for her phone to buzz in her cup holster. Satisfied, I shut the car door hard. Goodbye, forever. I hope.


8.

“Oh, yeah.”

“You like that, daddy?” she says. “You like that you’re balls deep in my ass?”

“Fuck yeah,” I say, panting as I grind deeper inside. She yelps as I graze the pleasure center in her rectum with my hard cock. Shannon’s wearing nothing except a frilly skirt and a thong which is currently wrapped around her knees. Oh, and high-heeled shoes.

I can feel myself getting close, getting ready to erupt inside her. I smack her upper thigh to let her know I’m ready.

“Yes, daddy! Come inside me, please. I need your cum!”

I release, letting the cum that’s been building inside me out and shooting it deep inside of her. I probably could have lasted longer, but with these sessions coming on twice a day I just don’t have the manna stored up anymore.

Ding, dong!

“Who the hell is that?” I say aloud.

“Go see?” Shannon asks.

“Yeah, hold on a second,” I say, wanting for my hardness to recede at least enough for me to comfortably slip my pants back on. The doorbell keeps ringing.

Ding, dong! Ding, dong!

"Just a minute!" I call. Then, I realize that I shouldn't say anything. If I miss them and they just go away, maybe that's for the best. Nobody knows we're here. Unless... Did Shannon find us somehow? Oh, no. I have a sinking feeling that she's come to ask for money.

After a minute, I'm flaccid enough to slide into a pair of shorts and can get up and peer through the keyhole. It's not Shannon. This guy is old, slightly thinning hair.

I open the door.

“John Cumberland?” the man asks.

“Uh, yeah?”

“I’m Nathaniel Schweiber. I’m with the county clerk’s office. May I come in?”

“Oh, right. Yes, of course.”

Shit. This is the guy whose job it is to look in on us and make sure that we’re actually a real couple. Okay, not a problem. We can fake this. It’s only our freedom on the line.

“Is your wife at home, Mr. Cumberland?”

“Yes, she’s in the bedroom,” I say. “Hey, baby?”

“Yes, dear?” she responds.

“Mr. Schweiber from the county clerk’s office is here.”

“Okay, I’ll be right out,” she says.

“I hope I’m not disturbing you,” he says. “You understand, don’t you, why we can’t notify the interested parties in advance about our visits. That would defeat the purpose of the whole exercise.” 

“Of course,” I say. “I completely understand. Can I offer you a beer?”

“I’m afraid not,” he says, clicking his pen and jotting something down. That isn’t bad, is it? That’s not, like, a strike against me. Couldn’t be. Could it?

“Please have a seat,” I say.

“Thank you,” he says, taking a spot on the couch.

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything,” he says.

“Oh, not at all.”

“What were the two of you doing when I knocked?” he asks.

“Doing?”

Is this guy onto me? This guy is definitely on to me. He has this look in his eye. Then I feel a bead of sweat on my brow and remember that I’m probably still sweating and my hair is ruffled by sex.

“Please, Mr. Cumberland. I’m not a priest. You don’t need to hide that kind of thing from me. In fact, we actually like to see it. It’s a sign that things are going well between you, am I wrong?”

“Right, yes. Of course. Yeah, I totally agree. Things are going good. Well, I mean. Excellent, in fact.”

He doesn’t say anything, just starts scribbling again.

Shannon emerges from the bedroom. She’s done-up and looking beautiful but not sexy, put together is the best word for it. She’s got on a house dress and her hair is just a little bit messy.

“Nice of you to come by,” she says in her best wifely tone. “Oh, don’t get up. I’ll come to you.”

Shannon glides across the room, extending her hand in a ladylike pose. Schweiber stands and kisses it cordially.

“I love that,” he says. “You know, most ladies don’t offer their hands like that anymore. It’s so nice to meet a woman who isn’t encumbered by the need to appear well, masculine, just to act on par with the men.”

“I absolutely agree,” Shannon says with a smile. “You’re quite the gentleman, Mr. Schweiber. One of the last.”

“Well, I hope that’s not true,” Scheiber says, clearly smitten.

The rest of the interview is as smooth as can be. He laughs at Shannon’s jokes, compliments her on her fashion sense. She makes instant coffee, he drinks it. And by the time he’s finished he’s totally convinced and ready to take our word for everything.

“This has just been the loveliest evening,” he says as he gets ready to walk out the door.

“Thank you so much for stopping by,” Shannon says.

“Oh, believe me, ma’am it was my pleasure,” says Schweiber, grinning.

“Is there anything more that we need to do?” I ask.

“Do? Oh, no. I think I’ve seen all I need to. You know, you two make such a lovely couple. I’m happy for you both.”

“Thank you,” says Shannon, beaming.

“I’m going to submit my report, and all your paperwork should be approved in four to six weeks.”

“Oh, thank you!” Shannon says. “You don’t know what it means to us.”

“It’s no problem. I’m happy to.”

Then he says, almost conspiratorially–

“Hold onto this one, Johnny. She’s a real keeper.”


9.

Well, I guess that Schweiber really knew what he was talking about. One year later, we couldn’t be more in love. Once all the paperwork went through, we moved back to Phoenix. It was a little bit awkward explaining things to our parents, but they’ve been mostly pretty understanding and supportive. Shannon’s work has been supportive too. They let her transition fully at work and now there really aren’t any issues. Plus, they let her take time off to go to Thailand–

And get breast implants! She’s got a chest like Barbie now. My girl’s got amazing tits and I couldn’t be prouder. Having my arm around her in public with all the other guys staring is just a bonus, of course. Really I got to marry my best friend, and that’s plenty. 

Everything worked out for my ‘wife’ too. She got to stay in the US and she’s even sending a little money to try and make up the damage. It’s pretty irregular and there’s not much of it, but I appreciate that she’s making the effort at least. In a way, I should be thanking her. Who knows if Michael would have ever had it in him to reveal the truth if the opportunity to become my wife hadn’t come along. We could have both missed out on something amazing. Life’s funny like that, I guess.

Well, I guess that what happened in Vegas doesn’t have to stay there. It came home with me and I couldn’t be happier. Maybe we should go back sometime. We’re in a comfortable routine around here and it might do us both good to go back and stir up a little trouble.

“Hey, babe?”

“What?”

“Road trip to Vegas this weekend?” 


Stuck Inside

1.

“Let’s go to your place,” Alison says, grabbing my hand as she steadies herself to keep from slipping on a patch of ice.

“Your place would be better,” I say. “Jun Ming’s home.”

She groans.

“So? You have separate rooms, right? What was the point of moving into the bioengineering dorm if you never get any privacy? I have two roommates, remember?”

“Al, I’m sorry,” I say, realizing that this lame excuse is the same one I always offer. “We can go to my place, but you know what we’re going to find when we get there.”

“The smells,” she says, nodding.

My roommate Jun is from China. As far as I know, he’s not left our dorm suite since classes began three weeks ago. He hardly ever comes out of his room except to cook. And I guess that they like some pretty funky smelling stuff where he’s from because the smell lingers for hours after he’s done. In fact, it kinda lingers there all the time, the different smells all mingling. It’s not that I hate Chinese food or anything. Sometimes I really like the smell of what he’s made, not that he’s ever once offered to share. I’ve offered him my waffles and pop tarts plenty of times, but he’s never made a move to reciprocate.

That’s not the real reason why I want to go to Alison’s place instead of my own. It’s that Jun is always up at odd hours and I just know that he can hear us through those thin walls. Alison is something of a screamer, and well, I just would rather that we do it at her place. Yeah, she’s got two roommates but the three of them share an entire house instead of a criminally expensive two-bedroom suite with a single tiny kitchenette between the two of us.

“Come on, Max,” she says. “It’s been forever since we’ve even done anything.”

Almost two weeks, which feels like forever when you’ve just started hooking up. I want it too. Maybe it wouldn’t be the worst thing if we went to my place. Screw Jun Ming. I’ve got the same rights he’s got, right?

But then I remember that I’ve got that Advanced Microbiology and Life Sciences paper. 20 pages, worth 30% of my grade, and I haven’t even started yet.

“Tomorrow night,” I say, “I promise.”

“I admire a man who can focus on his studies,” she says playfully. “Just don’t think that I’ll wait around for you to win the Nobel Prize. You’re the smartest guy I know, and smart guys make me want to fuck my brains out.”

God damn it, she looks so good under the street light. The light reflected off the snow makes her look angelic, but just a little bit naughty too. Even in a heavy coat, I can make out the shape of her perky tits underneath. I wrap my arms around her waist and think about undressing her by the fire. I can feel myself stiffen, and I curse the fact that I ever chose Bioengineering as a major. What kind of idiot voluntarily picks a major that commits him to a 50-hour a week study schedule, not including time spent in class? I must have a secret desire to die from a brain hemorrhage.

Alison and I kiss before we say goodbye. The coffee on her breath is made sweeter by the peppermint sweetener on her tongue.

“Come meet me after my lab tomorrow?” I ask.

“No, I can’t,” she says. “The girls and I are starting the morning with tequila sunrises. We should be plastered drunk before noon.”

“Have fun,” I say flatly, not wanting to sound bitter.

“Hey, we’ll have our time together this weekend, Jun Ming or not, okay?”

“Yeah, okay,” I say, giving her another smaller kiss before I turn to go. We say our goodbyes. Walking back nearly three miles to my dorm in the cold, I find myself getting hard just thinking about Alison and what I’m missing out on. I realize that most of this isn’t Jun’s fault. It’s not like he made me chose the major that put us in the same dorm and made us roommates or anything. And he’s probably got parents back home in China to impress, and all of that. But would it kill him to spend one night out of his dorm?


2.

Holy shit! Jun has a girl in his room! I never thought I would see the day. I walked in and immediately knew that something was different. Even before I had a chance to close the door behind me, I could detect something unfamiliar beneath the usual cooking odor that lingers in the air; lavender and vanilla perfume. I looked over and there at the stove was a girl in a mauve-colored silk robe. Her head was turned away from me, so I only caught a glimpse of her as she hurried into Jun’s room and slammed the door behind her. I think she was embarrassed at being seen by ‘the roommate’ before things between them were official. Her hair was jet black. Maybe she was Asian, although I couldn’t really be sure. I was so floored that I stood there with my keys in my hand, mouth agape and staring at the closed door she just retreated behind. I couldn’t have been more surprised if I came home to find a unicorn chewing on my box of Lucky Charms. I mean, how? Jun hardly ever leaves his room. Maybe he met her in some kind of Asian Student Union or something? I mean, I guess I could believe he was hooking up with someone. But she looked genuinely hot. At least that was the impression of her that I got from the back.

That silk robe was so skimpy that it barely covered her milky thighs. Well, good for my man, Jun. I honestly didn’t think he had it in him. Damn, if I had known I wouldn’t have begged Alison off. Oh, well. I grab a Monster energy drink from the little mini-fridge we share and take it into my room to start my paper.

I put my headphones on to give them a little privacy, but after an hour of waiting for the sounds of sex (or even just conversation) in the next room, I conclude that they must be too embarrassed to do anything. I feel bad. It’s not like I was trying to interrupt. Maybe tomorrow I’ll broach the subject of roommate etiquette with him regarding visitors. It seems like we need to set some ground rules around here so that we can cohabitate peacefully. I still can’t believe it, Jun Ming!


3.

“Hey,” I say, turning my head to hide the grin at the edge of my face. “What’s up?”

“Good morning,” Jun says flatly.

“Did you have a… nice night?”

“Yes,” he says, totally not making eye contact. Not that he ever does.

“Dude,” I say, punching him gently in the arm like a bro. “Way to go last night.”

Jun just rolls his arm, still not looking at me.

“Hey, don’t look so glum. I’m paying you a compliment here. You totally scored last night. What’s her name?”

“I don’t know what you are saying,” he says. 

“Jun, come on. It’s me. We’re roommates. I’m totally cool with it. Just give me a little warning next time so I don’t walk in on her. Pretty sure that was a little awkward for her, and me if you don’t mind me saying so.”

Jun just continues fixing his tea, throwing away the tea bag and taking a sip.

“There’s no girl,” he says.

“But I saw–”

“No girl,” he says, turning to leave. “You are mistake.”

“Uh...okay?” I say, not sure how to respond since I definitely did see a girl and there’s nobody who can make me believe differently. Jun opens his door and shuts it quietly behind him. What’s his problem? I was expecting him to be shy, maybe a little embarrassed. But, that? I was not expecting a blanket denial. What kind of guy insists to his roommate that he didn’t hook up with a hot chick? Whatever. There’s no time for me to bother with this anyway since I’ve got class in half an hour. Here I was thinking that this would finally be the opportunity Jun and I needed to connect, but I guess that plan’s down the toilet. At least I don’t have to worry about sneaking her into my room anymore. If Jun thinks I’m gonna be shy about bringing my girlfriend around he’s got another thing coming.

***

“Maybe he’s from a very conservative family,” Alison offers. We’re having dinner union. Not exactly the best food. But for a buffet, you can’t beat it of any place in town.

“Sure, but he’s not back home in China. What does he think, his parents are going to hear about her from me?”

“He’s probably just really shy about dating. Who knows if he’s ever had a girlfriend before?”

“Yeah, you’re right,” I say, after wiping the pizza grease from my lips. “He’s probably just unsure of himself. But does he have to be such a dick about things all the time?”

“Come on. He’s not that bad.”

“He’s standoffish and rude, and not just about the thing with the girl. I try to make an effort to get to know the guy. I’m not from here either.”

“It’s not the same.”

“Of course it’s not, but what I’m saying is that I can relate to being lonely, and awkward. I wasn’t always the sexy hunk you see before you.”

She throws a fry at me.

“You’re taking it too personally,” she says. “It’s probably just his personal style. I’m sure that Jun Ming would be the same person no matter roommate that he drew.”

“I’m just the lucky guy who won the lottery, I guess.”

“Well, look at this way. Next year you’ll be eligible to move off-campus and then we can get a place together.”

“You’re right. It’s one year. If nothing else, I’ll at least get a few stories about my crazy roommate from Sophomore year out of the deal.”

“So, in the meantime…?”

“Oh, we’re hooking up. The days of sneaking around for Jun’s sake are over.”

“Here, here,” she says, raising her glass of water in a toast. “To Jun Ming, may he find happiness with his mystery woman. And may we find happiness screwing each other openly while he does.”

“You know the couch is pretty comfortable–”

“Dumbass! I’m not that open.”

“Fine. New rule. No screwing in the common area. Just provisionally until Jun and I have that talk to establish boundaries. Then, we’ll discuss.”

“You’re terrible,” she says, leaning over to kiss me again.


4.

You know what’s good for stress? Fucking your girlfriend in your own bed without fear of being overheard. I don’t know how I would have gotten through that Molecular Biology exam without Alison. She’s just the stress reliever I need, which is good because apparently the amount of homework assigned for my courses needn’t have any relationship to the number of hours in the day. I almost wish that I could move her in full-time, but then I think I would miss the quiet around here. One thing I have to say for my roommate, the guy isn’t loud. He’s like this invisible presence that you can always feel but is easy to forget about if you’re not paying attention. I mean, I guess that Jun must go to class sometime. Even if half his courses are online, he’s still living on campus for something, right? 

No sign of his mystery woman since my last sighting. Maybe they’re lying low. I hope they haven’t broken up. I can’t say why, but I’m rooting for those two. Could be that I’m just a big softy, but I hate the thought of anybody alone. Even a curt, aloof loner who stifles every opportunity to communicate.

If they are still together, they’re probably going to hold off this weekend. The weather report is warning of a monster snowstorm brewing. Roads will be impassable, which means that I can say goodbye to any chance of hooking up with Alison again. Good thing I’m well stocked with the essentials: Slim Jims, Top-Ramen, and Lucky Charms. Could mean that the two of us are stuck together the whole 48 hours, if not longer. Dun, dun, dun.


5.

I know that global warming doesn’t mean that there are no cold, snowy days. It’s about global trends, not localized weather events. But god damn. It’s like Hoth outside my window. Try to slog through that and your ton tons are gonna freeze before you reach the first marker.

As predicted, we’re snowed in together. Just me and Jun for the weekend. Alison texted me saying that she’s having a bowl of soup and thinking about me. I send her a kissy face back.

“Sorry, Mat?” Jun says through the door. He knows my name is Max. He just struggles with the ‘x’ at the end of the word. Not something that ever comes up in Chinese, apparently. I slide my swivel chair across the chair mat and open the door a crack.

“What’s up, Jun?” 

“Do you have internet working in your room?”

“Uh, yeah. I think so.”

I swivel back and check my connection. It’s out. Google Docs must have switched to offline editing without me even realizing it.

“Shit,” I say. “I guess I don’t have anything. Must have gone out.”

Jun curses in Chinese.

“Do you think snowstorm is the problem?” he asks.

“Probably so. Everyone’s inside and there’s nothing else to do. The modum probably just crashed temporarily. It’ll come back on soon.”

“Yeah, okay,” he says, preparing to go back to his room. He stops, comes back to ask me something.

“Do you like whiskey?” Jun asks. Do I like whiskey? I’ve never even seen Jun drink a beer. But he’s got whiskey? Whiskey he’s going to share with me? Voluntarily?

“Sorry. If you don’t like, no problem.”

“No, hold on. Sure, I like whiskey.”

“Okay, come here.”

I follow him into the living room/kitchenette adjoining our two bedrooms. Jun opens the door and closes it quickly behind him. I’ve never been inside, never even had so much as a glimpse. I take a seat on the couch and after a few moments, Jun returns with the bottle.

“Johnnie Walker Black,” he announces proudly, holding up the bottle like a trophy. “Simply the best.”

He goes over to pour two shots worth into each of our coffee mugs. He hands the mug to me. I take it gratefully. We clink and Jun downs the whole thing in one gulp. He lets out a little whoop!

“Go, Jun!” I say, raising the glass and taking a good long pull from it. I don’t even attempt to drain my mug completely. I kinda can’t believe this side of my roommate. Just when I thought I had him figured out. He pours another sloppy shot into his mug and sloshes another into mine.

“No class, so why don’t drink?” he asks, raising his mug again. We clink and again he drinks the whole thing down in one go.

“I didn’t know you drank, Jun,” I say.

“Yes, not really good for me. So I don’t drink a lot.”

He lets out a boozy belch. He’s already starting to turn red. The famous ‘Asian flush.’ I smile, starting to feel the effects of the whiskey on my system.

“So, where’d you get the high-quality hooch?”

“Sorry?” 

“The whiskey. This stuff is expensive, no?”

“Oh, no. Not really.”

It occurs to me that I don’t really know much about Jun’s financial background, or anything else about him for that matter.

“A friend send to me,” he says.

“Some friend. Someone back in China?”

“Yes,” he says quickly. I can tell from his reddening expression that this is probably he didn’t mean to confide in me this detail.

“Good for you,” I say. “I don’t think I’ve got a single friend who would send me a bottle of high-end whiskey. No way.”

Jun turns even redder, and this time I don’t think it’s the whiskey.

“I make the video and the photo online.”

“Like on YouTube?”

“No. Not YouTube. OnlyFan.”

Kinda sounds like he’s on Only Fans, but I guess it’s got to be a Chinese site that sounds the same.

“That’s funny. Did you know there’s an American app called OnlyFans?”

He looks at me, confused.

“But that’s not a… not a site that you would be on, Jun. That’s for, like, porn stars and stuff like that. Girls can make money from guys by making videos and posting photos and stuff.”

“Yeah, I know,” Jun says. “Online, I am a girl.”
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“Sorry, I’m not sure I understood you. Did you just say that you’re a girl online?”

Jun’s face is impassive and I’m starting to wonder whether it’s just the whiskey that’s making me hear things. Then Jun says– 

“The girl before. She is me.”

“Wait, the girl in the apartment, the one I walked in on– that was you?”

Jun nods, resting his head on his palm in a feminine gesture. Holy shit. How did I not see this before? I hadn’t noticed, maybe because of the liquor, but Jun’s normally stiff posture is now more languid, more girlish somehow. Even the way that he’s sitting, with both hips pressed together, is unmistakably womanly.

“But, how?” I ask.

Jun shrugs.

“Makeup, clothes, hair.”

“Why didn’t you tell me this before?”

“I don’t know you yet,” Jun replies. “So, I think it’s better to keep secret.”

“Alright, that makes sense,” I say, sure that there are plenty of guys who would react badly, even violently, to the news that their roommate is a crossdresser. “So, then why tell me now?”

Jun smiles and groans at the same time.

“I’m tired of being the guy all time,” he says, covering his mouth with slender fingers. “And I like you. I can trust, I think.”

“Yeah, sure,” I say. “You can trust me with your secret, Jun.”

“My name is Ming,” he says gently. “Jun is family name. My family call me Ming.”

Shit, of course. I even learned that somewhere. The first name is the last name with Chinese names. So, I’ve been calling Ming ‘Jun’ all this time and he hasn’t corrected me until now.

“Sorry, Ming,” I say. He waves it off with a smile.

“We don’t really know each other a lot, right?” he asks.

“No, I guess we don’t.”

“Do you want to see me?”

“See you…?” Then I realize what he means. “Oh, yes. Sure. I mean, if you want to.”

Ming sets the coffee mug on the small coffee table and rises gracefully from the couch.

“Wait here,” Ming says. “This will take only a small time.”
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I sit and wait, slowly sobering up on the couch. I didn’t check my phone for the time, but I figure Ming has probably been in his room for close to forty minutes by now. Not that I’ve got anywhere else to be, or anything. But all the waiting heightens my sense of anticipation. What could Ming be doing in there? Is this a routine that he does often when I’m not around? And what about OnlyFans? How much could he be making off horny dudes on that site? Do they know that they’re sending donations to a crossdresser? And if they don’t know, then does that mean that Ming looks enough like a girl that ‘her’ fans can’t tell?

Finally, the door opens and Ming reemerges transformed. My jaw is on the floor. I’ve seen drag queens before, but this is no drag queen.  Ming’s makeup is perfect, sexy without being overdone. The wig gives ‘her’ abundant, luscious curls, and the yellow sundress, so out of place on a cold day, gives her body a kind of radiance. It’s cut to hug her hips and waist, but it makes her shoulders look delicate too. Even though I know they have to be fake, she’s got a pair of tits that make her body shapely and desirable. She could pass for a Chinese movie star.

“What do you think?” Ming asks, resting a hand against her hip and blowing a kiss with the other hand, though not actually touching her lips to keep the lipstick from rubbing off.

“Uh… um. You look… really good.”

“Really?” Ming asks, teasing.

“Ming, you look. I mean, I could never tell. Like, you’re so...whoa!”

It’s hard to keep from drooling as Ming plays with her hair, lapping up the compliments.

“Mat you are so nice,” she says, giggling. She takes a seat back on the sofa, this time swinging her perfectly smooth right leg so that it rests against the knee of her left.

“How did you do that?” I say, still unable to believe that this luscious hottie is really my roommate in a dress. Ming shrugs.

“Like I say, it’s only makeup and the clothes and things.”

But it’s much more than that. There’s an aura that seems to radiate from inside. I think about what Jun Ming has to do on a regular basis to cover this girl up. To go to class, to interact with peers, with family. It makes me sad to think that Ming doesn’t get to be this person most of the time, and I feel glad that she shared her secret with me.

“Ming, you’re so beautiful,” I say. “I never would have known that this is what you do in your room when you’re alone.”

My roommate is a cam girl. How the hell did this happen?

“When I was young, I always want to be a girl. But my parents do not approve. So when I come here to study, I want to be a girl.”

This small admission makes her smile.

“Who else knows about you dressing up?” I ask.

“No one knows. Only you.”

“But you have fans, you said you dress up and put photos online?”

“Oh, yeah,” Ming says, taking her phone from the coffee table and scrolling to the app. She tosses me the phone, which I catch with some difficulty. My reflexes are still a little dulled from the whiskey. I check the photos. Some are cute and just a little flirty. Others are much more explicit. Ming bent over, showing off the curves of her ass, the black lace hugging her cheeks. In another, shot from behind, Ming is completely nude. I can’t believe how feminine her ass looks. She’s got on a silver wig of cascading hair and she’s keeping one eye on the camera as she covers her chest with her hands. Each photo makes me hungrier for more, but I hold off from scrolling through them all. I’m starting to get hard, and I don’t want her to know it.

I’ve never cheated on Alison. Never cheated on any girl that I’ve been with. That’s not me. I’m not a cheater. I’m the kind of guy who is loyal to the girl he’s with. Even when I’ve been tempted, I’ve never given in. Not yet, anyway.

“Mat, what you think about?” Ming asks.

“You’ve got some great photos, Ming,” I say, handing the phone back to her. “I can see why you’re popular online.”

She looks pleased, but I can tell she wants me to say more.

“If I saw those, there’s no way that I could tell you weren’t a girl all the time.”

“Thank you,” Ming says quietly. Then she reaches for the bottle of Johnnie Walker again and refills both of our mugs.

“No, no. No more for now,” I say.

“Why? We only start to drink, right? You are not drunk yet, are you?”

I’m worried about where this is going. I think Ming can sense that I’m developing feelings that go way beyond ‘roommately’.

“You know, I never drink like this with anyone before,” Ming says.

“Really?”

“Never. Always when I drink, I am a boy. I drink with the guy. They say to me, drink more Jun Ming! But I don’t really like.”  

“Right, I’m the same way,” I say.

“But with you, it’s not the same,” Ming says. “I don’t have to be a man with you. I can just be the girl I am inside.”

I grab the mug of whiskey off the table and down the whole thing quick, hoping it will calm my ardor. I cough a little as the fiery liquid slithers down my throat. Ming squeals with delight.

“Wow, Mat!” Ming says. “You are so cute when you drink. Do you know what I want to do now?”
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“Now?” I ask stupidly. Ming comes and sits next to me on the couch, so close that she’s practically in my lap. Her leg touches mine as she leans over and takes the mug of whiskey from my hand with her slender fingers. I feel how soft her hands are. She raises the mug to her lips and takes a slow little sip, leaving a lipstick stain on the edge.

“Mat, what do you think of me?” she asks. “I’m not ugly, right?”

“No!” I say. My heart is pounding, and I’m afraid to say more. “Of course I don’t think that. Why do you ask?”

“I think about you a lot,” she says, the two of us now whispering conspiratorially. “But I’m so afraid. So I just stay inside my room because I don’t want you to think I’m ugly or terrible or something.”

“You’re wrong,” I say. “The way you are is just perfect.”

“Really?” she says, batting those eyes. She reaches down and rubs my erect cock through my shorts. Oh, shit! Shit! Shit!

“No, Ming. I have a girlfriend,” I say, gently taking her hand in mine. “It’s not you. You’re really attractive. But I can’t cheat on Alison like this.”

Ming looks devastated but tries to hold it together.

“I understand,” she says. “You are a good guy. I only want to find a nice guy like you. But I’m not lucky like that.”

“Don’t say that. You don’t know what’s going to happen. You could find the love of your life any time.”

I’m not sure whether I believe these words or if they’re just platitudes. She definitely has no trouble attracting men online, but how many of those guys would stick by her if they knew the truth? Even if they did want a relationship, how many of them would stick their necks out and say so? It can’t be easy for her.

“I’m so sorry, Mat,” Ming says. She rises from the couch and I’m treated to another whiff of her perfume, another flutter of her skirt as she sashays over to her bedroom door. “I won’t do like this anymore. From now on your roommate is a guy, okay?”

“You don’t have to do that,” I say, suddenly feeling a sinking feeling at the thought that I might not see this Ming again. “You don’t have to hide yourself just because of me.”

“But it’s more normal if we don’t talk a lot. I think it’s easier if we just don’t do like this again.”

“Ming, please,” I say, rising from the couch. “I don’t want you to do that. Now that I know your secret, we can’t go back to the way things were before.”

“But I want you,” she says, lips trembling. It looks like she’s about to cry.

“I want you, too,” I hear myself saying. It’s not what I intended to say, but it’s what slips out. “But we can’t.”

She nods.

“But we can still spend time together. We just can’t give in to our urges.”

“Urges?”

“You know what I mean. Our feelings for each other.”

“So, what should we do?”

I’m saved from answering. The lights go out and the apartment is plunged into darkness. Power failure.
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The snow keeps falling. Outside the window, it’s well over five feet high now. With blizzard conditions expected throughout the night, nobody’s going anywhere. I changed into my sweats and threw on an extra hoodie right after the lights went out. Ming brought in some scented candles for us to see by.  She’s wrapped up in a blanket sipping a cup of Oolong tea. Good thing this place is so old it was built with a gas stove, or we’d really be in trouble. Ming looks somehow even cuter to me, all bundled up like she is.

“How’s your tea?” I ask.

“Good,” she says without inflection. I want to take a seat on the couch beside her, but I think better of it and take the chair instead.

“Have you ever seen snow like this before?”

“No. We don’t have snow like this where I live in China.”

“Yeah, me neither.”

“Mat, what is the name of your love?”

“Alison.”

Ming nods.

“You will marry her, right?”

The question catches me off-guard.

“We’re not really there yet.” 

“Sorry? I don’t understand.”

“What I mean is, we haven’t been together long enough to start thinking about marriage yet. You know?”

“But she is your love, right?”

“Well, sure,” I say. This conversation has gotten a little too personal. I try to think of a way to divert it, but I can’t think of what else I should say instead.

“You didn’t text her, right?”

“Shit!” I say, reaching for my phone. It’s not in my pocket. It’s not on the table in front of me. I stand to go retrieve it from the bedroom. I’ve got 6 unanswered texts.

Hey!! Thinking of u

What’s up?

Are you okay?

Yur not frozen, right?

Max? Where are you? Seriously need you to respond. There’s no power at my place.

The last text is just several angry face emojis and a middle finger. I’ve got to call her and make this right. But I’ve got 3% battery left and no way to recharge. Oh, well. Here goes. I signal to Ming that I have to make a call and then go in my room and shut the door.

“Hey, babe!” I say, shakily.

“What’s happening?” she asks, more worried than pissed off.

“I’m just here at my place hanging out with Ming. Jun Ming. My roommate.”

“You guys are hanging out? Since when do you ever do that?”

“Well, you know what they say. Disasters make strange bedfellows.”

“So… you’re sleeping together?”

“What!? NO!”

“Jesus, calm down. I was kidding. You and Jun? I’m amazed the two of you are even speaking to each other. You’re always going on about how weird he is.”

This makes me feel bad. I feel like the two of us have been through a lot, even if just this afternoon.

“Yeah, I know. But there’s a lot more to Ming I didn’t know. Oh, her name is Ming.”

“Her?”

“I mean ‘his’. Force of habit.”

“What habit?”

“So you don’t have power at your place either, huh?” I say, stumbling for any way to redirect the conversation.

“Yeah, it’s terrible. We’re all snuggled up in our jammies, though. It’s really cute.”

“That sounds great,” I say. “Listen, I’ve only got like 2% battery left and I should probably save it unless they issue an emergency evacuation decree, or whatever.”

“Yeah, sure. Okay. Just wanted to make sure you weren’t dead, or whatever.”

“Sure, me too. Love you, babe!”

I hang up and open my door again. But I find the common area empty. Ming went back to her room to be alone.
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The temperature is plunging, and my spirits with it. I’ve been curled up in bed, just trying to keep warm. The power is back on but the internet still hasn’t returned. I keep thinking about Ming and what she’s doing in her room right now. Has she taken off her makeup and clothes, put the wig back on its stand? Is she naked? If she is, how does that make me feel? I’ve never even thought about a guy sexually before. But then Ming isn’t really a guy. Not to me. Not anymore. I know that it’s probably for the best that we keep our distance from each other, but I don’t know how long I can stand it. Plus, I’m hungry. Maybe some soup. Do I have soup? I’m going to get up and check.

Now that the power is back on, the heater has had time to run and it’s once again warm in the room. I check the cabinet and find that I do have one can of chicken noodle. Perfect.

“Ming!” I call through the door. “I’m making soup!”

There’s no answer. I pour the soup into the saucepan and start it simmering. I’m turned towards the stove, so that when I hear Ming’s door creaking open I don’t turn right away.

“Mat?” she says. I look. She’s dressed in nothing but a pair of white panties and bra, with high-heeled shoes to match. She looks radiant, angelic and hot as hell in full makeup. Her hair seems to flutter, although that may just be the heater circulating air.

“Ming?”

She comes closer. I can’t stand it anymore. I grab her and pull her to me, the small of her back folding in my arms.

“Love me,” she says. I bury my face in her chest, kissing her neck and reaching around to undo her bra.

“No,” she pleads. “Leave on.”

Her fingers run down my back. She’s sliding down to free my cock from my flannel pajamas. I’m already stiff by the time she releases my swollen member. I stand frozen, unable to stop her. I know this is cheating, but I can’t deny that it’s what I want. She kneels and wraps her lips around my dick, smothering it in cherry red lipstick. She laps at my shaft, taking my whole girth inside of her. I’m sure that she’s had practice at this, or at least she’s had plenty of experience fantasizing because she knows exactly what to do. Her tongue does an orbit of my mushroomhead before dunking me in her mouth. I take her head in my hands. The wig feels so real that I can’t believe that it’s not her real hair, the warmth of her skin radiating from underneath it. I can feel that she’s coaxing an eruption from inside of me, and I whisper for her to go slower to prolong the pleasure. She obeys, slowing her pace until she takes me out of her mouth and starts stroking me with her fingers.

“How’s that?” she asks.

“Great,” I sigh. “That’s amazing.”

Alison never does this for me. I mean, she does but not without me asking, begging actually. I’ve never had her go down on me without a promise that I’ll reciprocate in kind when I’m done. And while I know she tries, she’s usually caught up in the performance of it. She tries so hard to make it sexy for me that she ends up making it about herself, when what I want is for her to lose herself in the experience of pleasuring my hard cock. That’s what Ming delivers. She’s totally absorbed by my dick and giving it what it wants, so that I don’t have to do anything. She’s in control and knows what I desire.

So, when she speeds up again, bringing me back to that high-intensity bliss, I just let go and don’t try to hold out any longer. I feel my prostate flex as I shoot ropey strings of gooey cum into her soft wet mouth.

“Jesus,” I say as I cum, the moment of orgasm reminding me that I have a girlfriend. Suddenly, waves of guilt pass over me, but when Ming takes my hands and I lift her to her feet and look into her eyes, the wry grin on her face and her makeup all smeared, I can’t help but love her. Alison isn’t the one who just gave me the best blowjob I’ve ever had. That’s the girl right in front of me.

“I want to do that for a long time,” she says.

“Yeah, well, you were amazing,” I say, at a loss as to what to add.

“Hold me?”

“Of course,” I say, putting my arms around her shoulders. She’s just the right height.

“Our soup?” she asks.

“Screw the soup,” I say, hurrying off to shut off the burner. I scoop her up in my arms, and she giggles in delight as I slide the door open with my foot and carry her inside. “Let’s go to bed.”
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As soon as we enter Ming’s bedroom, all of my guilt over cheating just melts away and I can’t help myself. I want another round right away. I’ve just came and already I can feel myself stiffening again. I throw her down on the bed and then climb onto it myself. We kiss and caress each other just enjoying the taste of one another’s skin.

“Fuck me,” Ming says. “Fuck me hard. Make me your girl.”

“Get on your knees,” I say, rolling off her so that she can get on all fours. Before the gets on her knees, though, she grabs a bottle of lube from behind the bed frame. I realize with excitement that she must use it to masturbate with. How long has she been dreaming of the two of us, wishing that I would see her for the girl she is?

She hands me the lube and I crack it open with a flick of the thumb. Then I let the gooey stuff slide into my palm. Delicately, because she wants to show me just her ass and nothing else, she slides down her panties to reveal her cheeks. They’re round and firm, nothing like a guy’s. I’m reminded of the erotic pictures she showed me of her ass before and I get even harder. Rubbing the stuff on myself, I make sure to rub a generous glob around the ring of muscle that is her pert entrance. Slowly, carefully, I slide my head inside of her. She groans as I press my shaft up deeper. Ming spreads herself to let me into her, her cheeks parting and then contracting as she moves her hips up and down.

“Mat!” she cries, and I don’t give a damn if it’s not my name. ‘Mat’ will do just fine. I watch her curtain of hair rise and fall across her back with each thrust. She’s wanting so long to get fucked by my thick cock, and now she finally has it.  

“You’re so big!” she exclaims as I ram her. “Big, strong man!”

“That’s right,” I say, my thighs burning from the exertion of pushing myself into her. “I’m your big, hard man. You want this fat cock, don’t you?”

“Yesss!” she sighs as I plow her over and over. I’m so turned on by the sight of her ass that I can feel myself about to bust a nut again. But there’s something else I want to do before I do.

“Can I touch your cock?” I ask.

“Yeah, okay,” she says. Maybe she was worried that I would freak out or not like the sight of it or something, but I’ve never been able to do this with a girl before and I’m curious. So, while I continue to thrust myself inside of her, I reach around and feel the pulsing of her cock against the bed. It’s smaller than mine, that much I can tell. I feel a surge of pride to be so much bigger than my conquest. I slide my fingers around her shaft, feeling the cum bubbling at the tip.

I finish strong inside of her, letting her enjoy an anal orgasm before giving her another with my hand. When it’s over, we’re hot and sweaty and sticky. I look at the pool of her cum on my fingers and palm. She tosses me a t-shirt to wipe it off with, then we just cuddle up under the covers, allowing our bodies to come down slowly from the ecstacy we both just experienced.

I listen to the snowfall outside the window and before I fall asleep I think of how lucky I am for the snow. If it hadn’t been for the storm, I never would have looked for the shelter of my roommates bed. I guess that emergencies do make strange bedfellows.
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“You ready, baby?”

“Sure,” I say, shutting my phone and putting it in my pocket. She looks stunning in the same yellow dress that she wore the first time I saw Ming, the real Ming. Of course, now that it’s summer the dress is finally appropriate.

It’s been about nine months since the snowstorm, and we’ve been happy together ever since. It was hard breaking the news to Alison, of course. But it’s college, and she got a new boyfriend about four months later, so I guess that it worked out for everyone in the end. Ever since I learned the truth about Ming, we’ve become practically inseparable. She went full-time soon after we hooked up. We got a few looks from the other people on our floor, but since it’s a mixed-gender dorm it hasn’t been a problem with the administration. The hardest part for her was telling her parents, but even that relationship is getting easier with time. They’ve agreed to allow her to continue her education here and live as she sees fit while she does it.

We hold hands as we walk down the hall and out the door. Outside, the sun is shining and there are people playing hacky sack on the lawn. I shield my eyes with my free hand. It’s nothing but sunshine and blue skies on the horizon.


Passing Phase
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Pipette rack? Check. Wig? Check. Bunsen burner? Check. Stockings? Check. Looks like that's everything. I give the hallway one quick cursory glance to make sure that the coast is clear. Then, I throw the tarp over everything and roll the cart down the hall to Mr. Garibaldi's office. Shit, where's that key? Oh, right. There it is. The lab door is locked, but being the trusted student that I am, I've got the key. Just one little turn and I've got total freedom.

I roll the supplies inside. For one glorious sublime hour, I can do the two things I love the most; science, and dressing up like a girl. I discovered my love of all things scientific from the first time that I went to the natural history museum. You remembering being a kid and the first time you saw a triceratops fighting with a T-Rex? Totally inaccurate, of course. But, still. I found something that made me feel like there was a whole other world that I didn't know about. And for a kid, when your mind isn't distracted by other things, those dinosaurs seem like everything. I've been obsessed with science ever since. Chemistry, biology, astronomy, physics, geology. That's why Mr. Garibaldi lets me into the lab after hours. Daniel Benson is the best student he's had. Daniel is trustworthy, hardworking, a real straight shooter. The only problem is that 'Daniel' doesn't come in after hours. Daniel doesn't clean out the -20 degree freezer with an ice pick. Daniel doesn't clean the gunk out of the vents. Daniel doesn't do the inventory or restock the shelves with supplies. In fact, Daniel doesn't come in after-hours at all. That's all Daphne.

It wasn’t until I got older that I discovered my second passion. Just like science, I become obsessed with everything feminine. Dresses, underwear, wigs, makeup, everything. Crossdressing isn’t a hobby any more than science is. It’s a lifestyle, and it’s not without its sacrifices. The lab room is my sanctuary. Here I can bring out both sides of myself. Mr. Garibaldi gets his lab cleaned, and I get to do my homework wearing something cute. Everybody wins.

Naturally, my love of science I share with my parents my love of science. When I got second place in the state science finals, they were so proud my mother cried. Of course, she cried when she caught me wearing my sister's clothes too, but we don't talk about that. Things were smoothed over when she read online that it was probably just a passing phase. She wanted to believe that, and I wanted to give her what she wanted. So, at home, I'm the perfect son. I've spent the first eighteen years of my life being the child my parents want. Daniel, the smart kid. Daniel, the star student. But here, I don't have to be anyone. I can be Daphne, a sexy science chick.

I flip on the lights and take in the smell of the room. It’s weird, but the whiff of formaldehyde that greets me when I arrive gets my heart racing. It’s a pavlovian response. All I can think of are short skirts and crop-tops, wigs and sexy underwear. As soon as the smell hits my nostrils, I can almost feel the straps of the bra on my shoulders. Mr. Garibaldi’s office is in the back. I throw off the tarp, grab my clothes and makeup, and head to the back where I change into it all undisturbed. Tonight, I’m wearing a halter top, a frilly skirt, and a cute pair of lime green panties and underwear.

I put on each item slowly, savoring the feel of the fabric against my smooth skin. The underwear is my favorite. They are the kind you can buy on Amazon where there’s this piece of fabric there to hide your junk. I slide them on, then there’s the bra. I got some breast forms online too, all sent directly to the Forrester High Science Department and kept in a box labeled ‘auxiliary science supplies’. It has to be this way. If it weren’t for my parents, I could have this stuff sent straight to the house. But they’re always so nosey. There’s always the chance that my mother could go snooping around my closet. But here? There is one and only one advantage to being a nerdy social outcast; nobody pays any attention to you. As long as you don’t do anything that feels out of character for what they know about you, people will generally leave you alone in my experience.

That’s why when I volunteered to come in after school so that I could do my science homework in the lab, Mr. Garibaldi was more than happy to oblige his star pupil. My parents, of course, were thrilled. Perfect son that I am, I even installed a phone tracker app so that I could assure them that I actually was in the science lab at school like I claimed. It’s brilliant, truly. The world is just lucky that I use my powers for good. A twisted genius like Daphne Benson could really do some damage if she wanted to.

I roll the cart with all of my supplies up to Garibaldi’s office. It’s the best place to change. More privacy. Don’t want any of the night staff to wander by and peek in. I mean, again.

It only happened once that I was caught. I was standing there are the front counter, the one at the front of the room where Mr. Garibaldi does demonstrations. I was standing there, chewing on a pencil and wearing this cute little outfit, when I look up and see Javier standing there with his mop bucket, watching me.

I managed to play it off like I was just some girl staying late. Thank god I was wearing my wig or he might have recognized me. That was close, and it's the reason that I have to take extra precautions. I studied the rotation of the night staff, and now I know when to expect all of them so there are no surprises. Javier works Tuesdays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. Inez and Lucile work on Mondays and Thursdays, but only really early. Like 4-5 AM, so I know I'm perfectly safe.

Tonight is going to be special. No freezer to defrost. No equipment to rinse. All I need to do is make a quick inventory of the supply closet. Twenty minutes tops. Then the real project can begin.

I started an Instagram for Daphne. Yeah, it's probably stupid. 'What if someone recognizes you?' Well, not to brag or anything, but I can pretty much always pass when I want to. It doesn't hurt that at eighteen I still have the height and muscular development of a fourteen-year-old girl. Seriously, I've babysat for girls that were bigger than me. I'm not saying that I'm some bombshell or anything. But if I passed you on the street and then Daphne passed you on the street a week later there's no way you'd make the connection. How would they? It's not as if people look at a woman and immediately start speculating about what's in her pants.

Obviously, I’m not going to post anything too risque. Just some cute shots of me in some science-themed outfits. Wearing a short-cut lap coat, working up a ‘love potion’, a ‘girls in STEM’ kinda thing. Who can say no to that? I just have to be careful not to tag the school or anything else that may identify me in any way, and nobody’s the wiser. Really, the whole effort is for science. It’s a noble pursuit.

Tonight, I’m going to keep it simple. Big, green wig like some sexy manga character with oversized goggles worn like a headband. Form-fitting lab coat, and top that shows off my ‘assets’. Then, to top it all off, a short-cut skirt and four-inch heels that match my hair. One thing I have to say about dressing up, it takes forever. Between the wig and the breast forms, plus the makeup, half of the night is already gone by before I’m ready to come out of the supply closet. Ha! See what I did there?

Okay, the wig's in place, makeup is in place, shoes on. I look around for my selfie stick before I realize that I left it on the demonstration counter in the classroom. Stupid. That was careless. I've got to be more careful. Oh, well. No harm done.

I grab a few ‘sciencey’ looking pieces of equipment from the shelf. My hands full, I push the supply room door open with the heel of my shoe. The door swings open, and I turn around to face the classroom.

Crash! In a second, all the glass I was carrying is a shattered pile on the floor. I want to scream, but instead, I clap a hand over my mouth in shock. I'm not alone.
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Geological epochs pass as we stare at each other. I’m frozen in place, unable to move out of a combination of shock, embarrassment, and fear.

"Uh...hi?" he says. He's sitting at a desk in the back room just like it's home room or something. I know him. Mateo Solis. We had a few classes together as freshmen, but since last year I haven't seen much of him. Junior year is the time when you start to separate the kids on the advanced track from the– well, ya know.

Mateo definitely belonged to the 'well, ya know' track. It's not that he's an idiot or anything. At least, I don't think so. But he's got no business in AP Chemistry, and absolutely no right to be here now. I'm taking forever to respond, aren't I?

“Hi,” I say, reflexively switching to my higher girly register of voice.

“Are you...going to clean that up?” he asks.

Instinctively, my fingers go to my face, convinced I have some huge piece of food hanging from my lip, or a booger, or something.

“Oh, this?” I ask, pointing to the shattered glass on the ground.

“Yeah, that,” he says, laughing. Maybe I’m the idiot. 3.48 GPA and I think I’ve got food on my face? 

“Yeah, sorry,” I say, picking up my leg daintily to step over the broken glass. There’s a broom standing in the corner behind the demo counter.

“What are you doing?” he asks.

“Cleaning up,” I say.

“Why?” he says.

I point to the pile of broken beakers and Erlenmeyer flasks like, 'does that answer your question?'

“No, why are you here now?”

I could ask you the same question, I think. But instead of that, I say, “I have permission.”

“From who?” he says. “What’s your name?”

“Mr. Garibaldi knows who I am,” I say, grabbing the brush and skittering across the floor in my heels to sweep up the mess.

“He does? Are you a lab assistant, or something?”

“Look, don’t you have something to do here?” I say, starting to recover from my initial shock. Maybe I can talk my way out of this yet.

He just stares, not buying my assumption of authority for one second.

“I’m a volunteer,” I say, “I always come in after class to help Mr. Garibaldi.”

“Dressed like that?” he says.

“It’s for science,” I say.

"Nah, you're here cuz you're making porn, huh?"

“What?! No!” I protest.

“Yeah, huh,” he grins, “You’re making a porn in the science room.”

“I was not! It’s not porn. It’s...for Instagram.”

“There’s porn on Instagram,” he says. “You seriously didn’t know that?”

“Fuck off, Mateo,” I snap. Now he’s interested.

“Wait, do I know you?”

I freeze, unable to breathe. My eyes go wide. He’s furrowing his brow trying to figure it out, which is flattering. I mean, he doesn’t seem to have clocked me yet. But he’s getting there.

“You’re not a senior,” he says, “or we’d have class together.”

My heart skips a beat. He can’t tell! He thinks I’m a girl in some lower grade. Then, I see something happen. A look of recognition passes over him.

“Holy shit,” he says. “Are you a ghost?!”

“What?!” I bust up, I can’t help it. I have to hug my gut to keep it from bursting open.

His eyes are directed at my chest. The breast forms. They must have given me away. Well done, Daphne. Ya know, you might have sprung for the latex ones, but no.

“Whoa, are you...a guy?” he says, rising from his chair like he’s going to bolt. Or something worse.

“Well...I guess,” I mutter.

“Oh, man!” he exclaims. Then, seeing that I’ve just gone from about to die laughing to fighting back tears in three seconds flat, he changes his tone. “Sorry. I mean, that’s cool. If you do that. I mean, not cool but, like, do what you want, ya know?”

“Yeah,” I say. “I get it.”

“Look, I didn’t mean to interrupt your–  whatever.”

“It’s fine. What are you doing here?” I say.

“Homework. And lab work. Plus, I still got a test to make up.”

“Oh,” I say. “How’d you get in here?”

“Garibaldi told me to come now, said you’d be here to let me in and that I should wait for him.”

“Wait for him here?”

“Yeah, so I can retake the test.”

“HE’S COMING HERE NOW?!” I shout. Oh, no. No, no, no, this is not good. He’s going to catch me. He’s going to see me dressed like this. Crap, oh, crap!

"Jees, relax, okay?" Mateo says.

"How long?"

“I dunno. He was supposed to be here already.”

I’m about to practically dive into the supply closet again when I remember I still haven’t cleaned the broken glass off the floor.

“Go,” he says. “I’ll take care of it.”

“Thank you,” I say, and I’ve never meant it more strongly in my life. I lift my heels carefully over the mess, throw open the door, and skitter inside. There’s no way to lock it from the inside, of course. Why would there be?

I pull the safety pins holding the wig first and place it back on the mannequin head on the cart. I reach around, trying to unzip the top when I can hear a door open in the lab room. It’s a little muffled, but in my panicked state all my senses are heightened and I can hear Garibaldi on the other side of the door.

“Mateo? What’s wrong, what happened?”

“Oh, hey, Mr. G. I just had an accident, I’m sorry.”

“Where’s Daniel?”

“Who?”

“Daniel Benson. He was supposed to be staying after class to clean up.”

“Oh, him. Yeah, he’s, uh. In the supply room.”

“Daniel? Daniel are you in there?” Garibaldi calls. I’ve managed to get the skirt and top off, but I’m still wearing full makeup.

“Hi, Mr. G,” I say, lowering the timbre of my voice back to its normal range. “Sorry about the glass. I can pay you back.”

“I’m not worried about the equipment. Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” I say, grabbing a sponge and practically pulling off the primary layer of my skin as I swab it over my face.

“Can I come in?” Garibaldi calls.

“No!” I shout, “I mean, there’s a spill in here too. Sulfuric acid.”

“Sulfuric acid?!”

“It’s fine. No big deal. I’m neutralizing the reaction with a base. Nothing to worry about. Just don’t come in yet.”

The makeup gone, I go to the cart for my boy clothes and begin pulling on my t-shirt.

“Daniel, I never authorized you to use any of those materials.”

“What?” I yell, trying to stall for time.

“I said, you’re not allowed to be mixing chemicals. You know that.”

“Sorry,” I call. “Two minutes!”

Now all that’s left is my shoes. I try to throw the tarp over the stuff on the cart and put on my sneakers at the same time, realize it’s pointless, and stop to put my shoes on.

“Hey, Mr. G? Can I fail my test already?” Mateo asks through the door.

“Just a second, Mateo. Daniel, I’m serious. If you can’t handle the class materials responsibly, I’m going to have to ask for my key back.”

The doorknob turns and I emerge, looking appropriately cowed.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Garibaldi,” I say, offering the key in my palm. “You’re right. I don’t deserve it.”

He looks at me, then looks past me to the closet inside. No sign of a spill. Just an ordinary cart with ordinary lab supplies covered in an ordinary tarp.

"I can replace the Erlenmeyer flask," I say.

"Well," he mutters, sucking on his mustache while he thinks, "I guess there's no serious damage done." He takes the key.

“You realize that I’m responsible for every piece of equipment in here, don’t you? If the principal were to walk in here, I couldn’t tell her it was a student and not me who broke the equipment, you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I say.

“Alright, then. Have you finished taking the inventory?”

“Oh, no,” I admit. “Not yet.”

“Well, get started on that and then you can go. Leave the mess to me. Mateo, I’ll get you your test in a minute.”

I’m not getting caught. I’m actually going to get away with it. My heart is still pounding in my chest so fast that I don’t even realize that I’ve been standing there, staring into space until I snap out of it and see Mateo looking at me. He’s evaluating, appraising, like he’s having trouble believing what he’s looking at.

“Thanks,” I say, “for covering for me.”

He smiles a wicked grin, leans back in his desk slightly.

“Well, ya know, I haven’t really done anything yet.”

“What do you mean?” I say, my voice rising girlishly at the worst possible time. 

“I’m not going to fail this test. Because you’re going to help me.”
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“Are you blackmailing me?” I say.

“Do you really have to ask? I thought you were smart,” he says.

“Forget it. I’m not helping you cheat.”

“What’s the big deal. I helped you, didn’t I? I could have told him everything if that’s what I wanted. I took the fall and said I broke the glass. I had your back. Why is it such a crime for you to have mine?”

“Cheating is a crime!” I hiss, trying to keep Garibaldi from overhearing from the next room.

“No, it’s not!” he hisses back.

Okay, well not legally or anything. But they both get you in trouble, so the difference is really semantic. 

“I’m in enough trouble as it is. If I change the answers on your test, he’s going to know it’s me.”

“No, he’s not.”

“I’m the only one he lets into the office. It’s not that hard to use the process of elimination. Besides, he just took away my key, remember?”

“You believe that he’s really serious about that? Ask for it again in a week and he won’t even remember he was mad. You’re the golden boy. He loves you.”

“Mateo, I can’t.”

“Fine, you do what you have to do. You stick to your principles. You do what you do. I’ll do what I do.”

“Alright, Mr. Solis, here it is, says Garibaldi, holding up the freshly-printed test and dropping it on Mateo’s desk. “Mr. Benson, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I don’t move or say anything, eyes still fixed on Mateo.

“Daniel? That’s your cue,” Garibaldi says, holding out a hand and inviting me to walk out the door.

I’m dead. Worse than dead. What am I supposed to say? Mateo’s a liar? That I actually wasn’t prancing around the lab room in a skimpy outfit? That I didn’t use my key to the supply closet as an excuse to sneak away and wear girl’s clothes?

It doesn’t matter whether I deny everything or not. In high school, no rumor ever has to have the burden of proof to be believed. I can live with everyone in my class thinking I’m a freak. That’s been survivable so far. But what if it doesn’t stop there? What my parents find out? What if my parents find out and decide that I’m not allowed in the house anymore? I’m eighteen now, and as my Dad has already reminded me (jokingly at the time) that means that he can legally kick me out of the house with no repercussions.

Crap. Mega crap.

I mull over what my next move should be as I walk down the empty halls towards the bike racks in the center of campus. Okay, hold on. Maybe things aren't so bad. Who does Mateo know anyway? I mean, he's kind of jockey because he plays lacrosse, but it's not like he's the most popular guy at school or anything. He's second-tier, at best. Sure, he could probably tell all the girls to stay away from me. But it's not like that's such a loss anyway. The guys already think I'm sorta queer. But how exactly are rumors supposed to get back to my parents? Unless they reach Ms. Marsh the guidance counselor. And if they did, I'd just deny everything. She wouldn't share something with my parents if I denied, it would they?

Maybe Mateo won’t tell. He can’t until I at least have a chance to get him what he wants. I don’t have the key to the lab, which means I can’t get into Mr. G’s office now even if I want to. Mateo knows that. So, if he runs his mouth to the whole school tomorrow morning, then he’s just blown the only chance he has. Yeah, okay, that makes sense.

By the time I reach the bike rack, I'm feeling noticeably calmer. I don't have anything to worry about. Mateo isn't such a bad guy. If he was, he would have outed me to Garibaldi when he had the chance. If he were really the type to do something like that, to ruin someone just for the fun of it, he wouldn't have hesitated. But instead, he protected me. Why?

Oh, my god. Owww!

Bike seat + tucking = agony. I forget I was wearing it. I crushed my ball sack just by sitting down, and now I have to ride home like this. I clutch at my stinging crotch and hope nobody saw me. Why do I do this to myself? Then I remember how cute I looked and I have my answer. Womanhood is full of pains, trials, and tribulations, but I guess I'm just a glutton for punishment.

One thing I didn’t realize at the time but that occurs to me as I ride home, periodically standing as I peddle just to try and give my package a break: Mateo thought I was a girl. He completely bought that I was female from the moment he saw me. If it weren’t for those fake boobs, I might have passed completely. A little smile crosses my face. The autumn air is chilly, but I don’t mind it. Actually, it feels kinda good. I ride home a little quicker, speeding up as I approach a hill and letting out a little squeal of delight as I glide down the other side.

I looked good tonight. I was pretty. Better than pretty, I came off as normal. After only the second time that I interacted with another human being fully-dressed, and I didn’t get clocked. It’s amazing what can be achieved with nothing but a wig, a little makeup and–

CRAP!

I skid to a stop, practically careening into the sidewalk and off my bike. I left all that stuff on the cart in the supply room! I didn’t put it back. Mr. Garibaldi is going to look in there and know my secret. Okay, now I really am dead.
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It’s over. Finished. Done. I’m through dressing up. Yeah, sure it feels good, but what does it get me? Nothing but pain, both physical and literal. My cock is sore and my balls are still recovering from being pulverized. But at least it’s done.

I snuck into the lab room early this morning. The door wasn’t even locked. Garibaldi must have been out or something. Maybe it was just my luck, but whatever it was, I got all that crap: the wig, the skirt, the makeup, all of it. I dumped it in the dumpster behind the cafeteria. That’s everything I own that’s at all girly, except for the underwear. I’ll have a private burial for them later.

It's a relief, in a way. Because this time when I say that I'm through dressing up, I mean it. It's not worth going through this crazy shit anymore. I'm walking a little easier like I've got a spring in my step. Well, not a spring. More like a mince. Gotta watch out for that. It just becomes so natural and easy after a night where I dressed that I have to notice myself doing it to stop.

I need sleep. I spent all night worrying, making plans for how to get into the lab for nothing. I'm basically a zombie, but it hardly matters anymore. Trig was so simple that I probably could have been crashing on Adderall and I still could have kept up.

Now it’s third period, Chem. I just need to keep my head down and I’ll be okay. I find a seat and assume the position: head slumped against my desk, back bent so that I look smaller, eyes fixed on the desk in front of me. I don’t have to look at anybody, and nobody has to look at me.

“Hey,” says a husky guy’s voice. I wait for a minute, but for some reason whoever the comment was directed to isn’t responding. “Hello? Daniel?”

I look up.

“Oh, hey,” I mumble.

“You cool?” he asks.

“As in?” I say, loudly, making sure that anyone in earshot knows I don’t know what he’s talking about. He nods, leans back in his chair.

Class starts, but my eyes glaze over. Luckily this works like camouflage since it helps me blend in perfectly to my surroundings. I keep wanting to glance over at Mateo, sure that he's staring at me. What does he mean by sitting next to me? All year we've gotten seated next to each other exactly two times, completely at random I'm sure. I just happened to be sitting in the seat in front of Kelsey Gordon, which is why he took the next closest seat. The other time he came in twenty-three minutes late and the one next to me was the only one vacant, as per usual. At no point either time did he turn his head to look at me. Certainly no voluntary, unprompted interaction. What's his game? Does he think that I've already forgotten what we talked about last night?

The bell rings and it’s time to slump into some other seat in some other class. Before I leave though, I do stop to at least make visual contact with Mr. Garibaldi so that I can flash him a plaintive face and a shy wave that says, ‘remember your star pupil?’ He gives a nod of recognition and I take this as a sign that I haven’t permanently screwed up my chances of ever regaining his trust.

In the hall, Mateo stops me.

“Hey,” he says, “what are you doing after school?”

“Why?” I ask.

"I need to study. I need someone smart with this stuff, like you."

“What happened to using me to go in and change your test answers?”

“Well,” he says, “it’s not like you can do it today, so I might as well cover all my bases, right? I mean, it’s not like I want to cheat if I don’t have to.”

“You’re actually going to study?”

“Yeah, what is that such a surprise?” he demands. Maybe I misjudged Mateo.

“My parents are really strict about where I spend time after school,” I say.

“Yeah, alright,” he sighs. “See ya.”

“Wait, I didn’t say no, exactly.”

"Cool," he says, pulling out his phone and air-dropping directions to his house. Then, without saying anything more or even looking at me, he turns and disappears in the throng.
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When I arrive at the address my phone has lead me to, I find a common split level with an oak tree and a flower bed. Mateo’s mom must grow them. Pretty typical Americana. No car in the driveway. I wonder if he meant for me to show up later, but since he didn’t give me any specifics, I walk up to the door and ring the bell. I wait. After a minute, I ring it again.

“Hold up!” someone calls from the other side of the door. He answers in just a towel, his ringlet hair is heavy and wet.

"Hey," he says, pushing open the door and then retreating inside, meaning for me to follow. Inside I get the dank odor of old cooking smells, peppers, and onions. It's not dirty though. The place feels more lived-in than disordered.

“Nice house,” I say.

"Yeah. I'm going to change," Mateo says as he ascends the staircase in the middle of the grand room. "There's some stuff for you in the basement. It's down the hall. I'll meet you downstairs in five."

“Okay,” I say “Wait, what stuff?”

He doesn’t answer, but I hear a door shut upstairs. Weird. I pass into the hall, try the door at the end of the hall and see that below it leads down to a finished basement. I go down the stairs and find the place a lot less creepy than I was expecting. It’s not creepy at all, actually. It’s got a wrap-around couch with some weights and exercise equipment on the floor in front of it. There’s an air hockey table that looks like it hasn’t gotten much use based on the coffee stains.

I set my bag down on the couch, and that’s when I see them.

Laid out carefully on one of the pillows are a wig, a pair of striped stockings and a matching bra, and pair of panties. I run a hand greedily across the fabric, just to feel the softness of it all. It's cute. Really cute.

Is this a test, or something? I do a quick visual scan for hidden cameras. What if it’s not a test, but a trap? Maybe he thinks that his word isn’t enough and that he needs more proof to blackmail into stealing that test. If I give in and show that I’m interested, then I risk giving him exactly what he wants. If that’s really what he wants. I decide I’ve got nothing to gain by jumping in before I know what I’m getting into. So, I take a seat next to the lingerie and wait for Mateo. When he appears, it’s in a tank top and a pair of shorts that show off his body. His hair is styled and he looks like he’s carefully disinterested in how he looks. 

“What’s this?” I ask, in a tone more accusatory than I meant for it to be.

“It’s for you,” he says as if it was a tray of Golden Grahams and milk.

“Why?” I ask.

“Because I thought you would like it,” he says. “Isn’t this how you like to do homework? I thought it might make you more comfortable.”

“Is this a trick?” I say.

“No,” he grins wide.

“Are there any cameras in this room that I should know about?”

“Not mine. Why? You want me to get one?”

“What the hell is this?”

“We’re studying. My parents won’t be home for hours. We’ve got the place to ourselves, so since I knew you wouldn’t have your stuff with you, I stopped off at Vixen Fixens on the way home. It’s that cheesy sex shop by the mall.”

I know it well, though of course, I don't say so.

“Why would you do something like that?”

“Maybe I thought you’d like it,” he says, a little defensively. And then, more softly he says, “and I thought maybe I’d like it.”

I know this could be a trap, but I can’t help it. Just the sight of those stockings and I know I want to put them on, see how they look, see how they feel.

"What? Am I supposed to change right here in front of you?" I ask defiantly, pretending to be unswayed. Mateo nods at the half-bathroom in the corner. I pick up the wig and carefully pick up the delicates and retreat to the bathroom with them. I make a point of locking the door with a loud thunk.

Once inside, I admire my quarry. I slip out of my guy clothes and look at my scrawny, slim body in the mirror. My flat chest, square-shaped frame. I'm as flat-chested as, well, a boy. I pick up the bra and admire it in the light. It's sized small. Really small. Meant for someone who has pretty much no boobs at all. I reach around my back and fasten it on. It looks sexy. My hairless chest and stomach may not look like much without it, but thanks to the bra I at least have the illusion of some curves. But something's not right. My hair.

The wig is cheap and looks totally unconvincing as human hair. It's got this funny sheen and you can tell that it was made by some party supply company, but still. It's a big improvement. I mess around with it a little, playing with it until I can see my face behind the strands of glossy brown hair. I make faces in the mirror. Cute, sexy little come-ons. Pucker my lips, make big eyes like a cartoon princess. Not bad. Sorta cute, actually. It feels like I'm taking a long time, even though it's only been a few minutes. Mateo's waiting.

I pull down my boxers and step out of them, taking the girl's underwear off the counter and letting the strap slide across my fingers. It's small. Basically, just a thong which is supposed to cover parts that, on me, aren't as flat as the designers intended. There's no way to hide my bulge. I don't have the right equipment for it, and anyway, this may be what Mateo was hoping for. At least my legs aren't covered in hair. I'm pretty lucky not to have much hair, which is why I can get away with shaving in secret without my parents or anyone else noticing. With the underwear on, I sit on the toilet and pull on the right stocking, then the left. God, if there's one part of my body I don't absolutely hate, it's my legs. It's not just that they're smooth, but they have this shape to them. The shape of my thigh is unusually round to be a guy's. The skin shows through the white stripes on the stockings making them look blue and pink. 

I manage to get the thong on, but the angle of the mirror means that I’d have to stand on the toilet to admire myself in it. Oh, well. Can’t be helped. I guess there’s no sense in delaying any longer.
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The jolt of the bolt on the doorknob disengaging makes me jump a little. I turn the knob and push open the door. Mateo’s on the couch, staring off into space. He turns his head to look at me, trying to look nonchalant. But I prance a little as I walk toward him, and I can see the way it’s starting to excite him.

“Well,” I say, my voice now straining at its highest register. “How do I look?”

His eyes look hungrily up and down my body, skipping over the flaws and lingering on those parts the outfit compliments.

“Good,” he says.

“If that’s the best you can do, I can go home right now,” I tease.

“You look...hot, Daphne–” he says, flashing me a warm smile.

“You mean it?” I ask, running the toe of my stocking in a circle on the floor coquettishly. I look up, but he doesn’t say anything. His eyes make it clear, though. He wants me.

I cross over to the couch and bend my knees to sit like a lady. Scooting my butt up on the couch, I put my legs over his legs.

“So, are we going to study or what?” I say, nudging him playfully with my big toe.

“What?” he asks dreamily, eyes fixed on the stockings and the way they hug my smooth thighs.

“Oh, I’m sorry, am I distracting you?” I tease. He puts his hand on my stocking, moving it up my ankle and to my thigh, and I lose it. I can’t help it. It’s a simple physiological response. I get an erection. It hurts like crazy as my cock presses against that thin little piece of striped cloth. I have to reach down and readjust myself so that blood can flow into my penis.

“Sorry,” I whisper, ashamed at having my male anatomy committing insurrection against me.

"Shhhh," he whispers back, running his hand up and down my legs. Then he picks up my feet, places them on the couch beside him, and climbs on top of me. I can tell that he's about to pop out of his shorts too. He's fully erect as he presses his body against mine, kissing my neck and moving his hands to my chest. I want to squeal with pleasure, and with apprehension too. I've never done this with anyone before, although I've spent my whole post-pubescence thinking about it. I'd given up all hope of ever having sex before college, and now finally at eighteen, I'm getting my chance.

He takes my face in his hands and looks into my eyes before he kisses me. The wig is starting to slide off a little, but it doesn’t matter. We’re kissing, and I can’t believe that it’s real. My penis still throbs, aching to be released. On instinct, I grab his hand and thrust it at my crotch. He gets the idea and breaks off the kiss long enough to liberate me, undoing the thin strip that holds the tiny triangle of fabric to my body. I groan with relief as my penis pops out and he immediately starts rubbing me with his hand. He knows just what to do, not moving too fast or slow, not jerking but massaging with his fingers. He’s done this before, on himself if not on someone else.

“No,” I whimper, a huge smile on my face. If anyone saw me right now, I would die, but it feels so damn good that I want it to continue.

“You okay? You want me to stop?” he asks.

“Hell, no!” I say, laughing. “I was just being coy. Keep going, please!”

“Okay,” he says, kissing my neck again and forming a ring with his finger to tease the tip of my scrotum.

I’ve jerked off before, obviously. But most guys talk about doing it like practically all the time. Like, all day, every day. Not me. I barely do it once or twice a week and that’s only because I’m so horny that my erection is so hard I could use it to ring the doorbell. Jerking off has always felt weirdly gross and wrong. Chalk it up to the fact that I’m living in a conservative family and every sexual fantasy I have involves being a girl. No mystery, I guess.

But, this. This is something else. His hands are rough in places and it makes my dick skin feel softer and smoother. Instead of being embarrassed, I finally get what sex is supposed to be like. The movements of his hand, the way that his breath feels on my neck. I wish I could say that it lasted for hours, but it was only about three minutes before I could tell I was about to cum.

“Hey,” I say, feeling like I’m about the blow this whole thing, which I guess I am. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Shhhh, it’s okay,” he says, “just do it. It’s fine.”

And, well, I end up exploding all over his hand, and my stomach, and a little on the couch. But it’s just a dollop, and  I think it’ll come out. He kisses me and then gets up and goes over to the sink and washes his hand. When he comes back, he’s got a towel for me to clean up with.

“That was…” I struggle for the words. “Thank you.”

He just smiles, takes the towel, and starts cleaning my stomach with it.

“How did you know I wanted to do that?”

"I didn't," he says, "but I knew it was what I wanted to do." He wipes off my stomach and then gets most of the stain off the cushion I just splooged all over. 

“Sorry about the mess,” I say.

“It’s fine. I’ll throw it in the washing machine before my parents get back.”

“So, have you brought anyone else down to your basement...study science before?”

“Anyone else?”

“Other girls, or anybody?”

He shrugs, which makes me think he does this kind of thing all the time.

“Not another girl like you,” he says. “It’s okay that I call you that, right?”

“Yeah! Yeah, please. I love it,” I say, suddenly more bashful about being called a girl than about what we just did together.

“Wait here,” he says, “I’m going to take this towel up and wash it.”

Then, he leans down for a kiss and I sit up and give him a quick peck on the lips. He goes upstairs and I wait for my heart to stop pounding.
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God, that was amazing!

I realize after a minute that I’m completely naked, sitting on his couch. The bikini bottom is like a cocktail napkin discarded on the floor. I pick it up and start to tie it back around to cover my now flaccid parts. What should I do now? Does he want to do something more? What do I want to do? Am I ready to take it further?

I see him coming down the stairs and decide that, yes, I do. I cross my legs girlishly puffing out my chest to give the impression of actual tits. It looks ridiculous, I know because he starts laughing at me. I go red.

“Sorry, it’s just, you’re so cute, you know?” he says. “I can tell exactly what you’re thinking right now.”

“Oh yeah,” I challenge. “What am I thinking?”

“Look at me,” he squeals in a faux girl voice. “Am I cute? Do you like me?”

“Asshole,” I say, rolling my eyes, pretending that he’s wrong and that I don’t care what he thinks.

“What? I like it,” he says as he sits down next to me, so close that we’re touching. “You’re so sweet. It’s like you don’t know that you’re cute without even trying.”

And that is when I decide to blow him. I take my stocking-feet and push them against the coffee table in front of us. It moves across the carpet, making a space in front of his legs. Then, I put my feet on the floor, bend down and then turn so that I’m facing him.

“Who’s cute?” I coo.

“You are,” he says, picking up on the game. My fingers dance up his leg hairs on the way up to his shorts. I can see his eagerness mounting as his dick expands. Gently, with just the tips of my fingers, I touch his head, rubbing the tip through his shorts. He groans.

“Come on,” he pleads. “I’m ready.”

“So, take it out already,” I say. “Do I have to do all the work?”

I’m a bitch, but he loves it. He can’t flip himself out of his shorts fast enough. I could tell that he was hard before, but I didn’t realize how big he was. He’s got to be more than eight inches. Nine, maybe, and veiny as hell. I pull his shorts off the rest of the way and then take him in my mouth. His dick has a lingering scent of body wash and he even shaved his pubes. Well, tended to them, anyway.

I don't really watch porn. I mean, I do but not, like, all the time or anything. So I knew what I was doing, but at the same time, it took some time to get a good rhythm going. I heard somewhere that you should use just a little teeth, but I didn't want to bite him because I can imagine how that would feel. So, I just kept sucking and fondling that big dick with my tongue.

After ten minutes I started to wonder if I was doing it right. He wasn’t saying anything, so I looked up to see if he was okay. His head was slumped back, clearly enjoying himself.

“Don’t stop,” he said, as if in a trance. So, I kept blowing. When he finally came, I’m totally unprepared for it. It’s coming all at once and I can’t handle it. I get it all over my lips and cheek.

“Sorry,” he says. “I didn’t expect that.”

Which is a lie. Guys can always tell. I should know. But it’s cool. I stand up and go to the bathroom to get myself cleaned up. I look in the mirror and can’t believe that I just did that. I feel slutty. But not in a bad way. It’s almost like I wasn’t really the one doing it. It was Daphne, not Daniel Benson. I wash the cum off my face and my neck. When I reemerge from the bathroom, Mateo is sitting on the couch with his dick back in his shorts.

“Hey, thanks for that,” he says. “It was really cool.”

That's how he says it. Like I let him borrow my pencil or something.

“Yeah, no problem,” I say, trying to be nonchalant about it. “So...what do you want to do now?”

“I dunno,” he says. “You?”

“Well, we got anatomy out of the way. How about biochemistry?”

“What? Oh, right. Anatomy, I get it. I’m actually kind of hungry. You want to get some burgers?”

“Yeah, sure,” I say. Because it’s not like I’m the one who needs to study. 

“Cool,” he says. “I can drive, but can you spot me? I don’t have any cash.”

“Sure!” I say, way too eager to do something for him. “No problem.”

“You’re pretty cool,” he says, smiling.

“Yeah,” I say. “You too.”
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So, Mateo hasn’t called me, like, at all. Nothing. It’s not like I thought we were together, or anything. Or, I don’t know. Maybe I did. 

I get it. I mean, I understand why he ghosted. But, still. It sucks. I have to go sit in class six feet from him and he won’t even look in my direction. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised that he has no interest in actually passing chemistry. Sure, he’s got no problem with ‘experiment’ as long as there is no actual work involved.

I still haven't gotten my key back. Mr. Garibaldi is not as forgiving as Mateo assumed. No key means no after-school 'study sessions' alone in the science lab room. No study sessions mean no Daphne. I know I said that I was giving that all up, but after what happened with Mateo I realized how much I like it. And how much I miss it now that I can't do it anymore. My Dad has been talking about getting out of town for a while. If I'm lucky, he might decide to take my mother to Eugene and leave me at home. Fingers crossed, I guess.

I’m at the bike racks getting ready to ride home when I get a text buzz.

“Hey,” the text says. I read it, ignore it and get on my bike. I try to ride and ignore him, but more texts keep buzzing through my jeans. Finally, after four blocks, I decide that I’ve had enough and switch my phone off. It’s not that I’m mad. Honestly, I was, but now I’m over it. Like I said, I do understand why he did what he did. I’m just in no mood for any of it. Why bother rehashing what’s past anyway?

I actually forget that the texts are there by the time I get home. I go through my normal routine. Hang my bike on the rack in the corner of the garage. Go inside, give my mom a kiss on the cheek, pour myself a glass of orange juice, which is my go-to beverage all day (I drink, like, three gallons a week), play with Speedy, then as the sun is setting my dad calls me inside and tells me I got a package from Amazon.

It’s gotta be that Oregon State sweatshirt I ordered. I’m wearing it around not because I actually plan to go there but because seeing it makes my dad happy. And the fact that it’s unisex makes me happy.

Thank God that I wait until I get to my room to open the box, though. Because when I unbox it I see that it’s not the sweatshirt. Instead, it’s a wig, breast forms, and underwear. 

What the hell?! I didn’t order any of this. I would NEVER order this stuff to be sent to my house.

Mateo. It has to be him. Who else knows my secret? How did he know my address? Or my size. Then I remember the text messages and turn my phone back on. As soon as the screen powers to life, I’m met with this message:

So that way you wont have to worry about somebody seeing you after.

This is the most recent of 12 text messages. I open my phone so that I can see each one in sequential order.

Hey.

So first off Im an asshole. 

Sorry.

You prolly dont want to talk to me i get that

But I want to at least explain the package

Its coming to your house in like two hours so dont let your parents see it

Thanks for the warning, I think. 

Its a gift my way of saying I’m sorry...

But theres something else 2.

I want you to come to my house for dinner

But not as Daniel

As Daphne.

My heart starts beating fast. Is he saying what I think he is?

If you say no the stuff is still yours and i wont say anything to anybody

But if you want to come I can give you a place to change and then change back

So that way you wont have to worry about anyone seeing you after.

The last message was sent two and a half hours ago. Shit. He sees that I've seen the messages. Should I respond? I have to say something, and besides, I really want to know–

Is this a date?

I can see he’s typing, the little “...” are appearing in his speech bubble. I wait a minute, two minutes. No definitive answer. Which is, after all, an answer in itself.

Forget it. Don’t send me any more of your crap, will you? I don’t need you complicating my life. Have a good life.

I’m going to just throw my phone in a drawer and then go get a snack, but the ding from Mateo’s text brings me back.

Woah, what the hell? Not so fast give me time to respond. It’s a date.

So, then I say:

Why me?

Sorry, why Daphne? Why not a real girl?

More “...,” then:

I want to show my parents that I can date someone whose smart and your the smartest person I know.

Not a good answer. It’s all about him and how he looks, how he appears to his parents.

No deal. I’m not a prop in your performance.

Damn. Your hard to get. But ok I respect that. I was an asshole and you dont owe me. But hear me out. Its one dinner and you get to dress up and look really beautiful.

I know you dont care what I think but you do want people to look at you like a girl. RIGHT? I think you want to say yes Im just making it hard by being such a jerk about it.

I have to admit, he’s actually making good sense.

What makes you think that I can even pass with your parents?

You can do it. With a little practice you’ll be perfect. They wont be able to tell at all.

Yeah, okay.

You’ll do it?

I didn’t say that. I mean, yeah okay you’re right.

What do I need to do to get you to say yes?

I think about this for a second. What would it take?

I don’t want to be your fake girlfriend for one night.

If you want to be with me, fine. But it can’t just be for appearances. I want something real.

I know I probably sound like a childish schoolgirl, but I don’t care. Everything I’m saying is true.

Okay, deal. I’m your boyfriend your my girlfriend. But secret tho.

I should be insulted, but it’s what I want too. It’s not like I’m ready to come out to everyone in my life. That’s something I definitely can’t do. Secret is the way it has to be.              

Fine. So, what now?

He answers:

Meet me at my house after school tomorrow. We’ve got some work to do.
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“I don’t see why any of this is necessary,” I say. “I convinced you, didn’t I?” 

“Yeah, for like two minutes. But if you’re going to pass with my parents, you’re gonna have to know how to walk and talk and all that stuff just like a girl.”

“Well,” I say, throwing up my hands, “how’s this?”

Walking in heels isn't as much of a challenge as most guys imagine it to be. Once you get used to the balance, the only thing you need to learn how to do is to swing your hips while you walk so that the balance looks natural. That's actually the point of the shoes in the first place. It's not the heels themselves that look good. It's the way you walk when you wear them.

So, I step heel to toe, heel to toe, sashaying and wiggling my butt as I walk. I obviously can’t watch my own ass, but I can tell that in this dress it’s looking pretty tight. How do I know? Because I can see that Mateo can’t keep his eyes off it.

I have to hand it to him. The dress he bought me is surprisingly stylish. It’s black with a cute cut, strapless so that it shows off my shoulders and my, ahem, bust is appropriately represented. No cleavage, but it still shows off my assets. Or rather, the assets that I stuff in my bra. It gives me an hour-glass figure that I’ve always dreamed about. And guys wonder why girls are always going on about clothes all the time. It’s because every girl, no matter her shape or size, can look and feel a hell of a lot better when she’s armed with the right outfit.

“Satisfied?” I ask, lifting one leg up in the air in a girlish pose.

“You look good,” he admits.

“You say that like it’s a surprise,” I say.

“No, I didn’t mean that,” he says. I prance over and take a seat right in his lap, crossing leg over leg and placing my hands in my lap in a perfectly ladylike pose.

“So,” I say, resting my head against his shoulder, “tell me about mommy and daddy.”

My ‘hair’ looks realistic enough, I think. It’s probably the easiest thing to go wrong. Wigs are always in danger of falling off or sliding out of place. That’s why I insisted Mateo buy me the high-end one made from real hair. The synthetics are just too hard to spot close up. I’m a blonde, apparently. I never really thought of myself as one, but now I’m starting to think that it suits me.

“Papa is from Mexico, but he came to America when he was younger than me. Mama was born here. Both very Catholic.”

“So, should I ask your papa what he thinks of the way the gays are taking over this country and turning our military queer?”

“Stop,” he says. “This is serious.” 

"Don't worry. Daphne is a good Christian girl who goes to mass every Sunday and lights a candle for all those sinners who need to change their deviant ways."

He smiles, but in the way that people do when they want to change the subject. I'm surprisingly saucy as Daphne. Daniel would never rock the boat the way I do.

“So, how do we know each other?” I ask.

“We met at school,” he says.

“Obviously. But how, where?”

“We take science together,” he says. “That’s good enough.”

“No, not nearly,” I say. “We need a meet-cute, and I don’t think the truth is fit for public consumption.” I put a finger to my lips, forgetting momentarily my lipstick, which comes away on my finger.

"How about this? You asked me for a pencil, and I thought you were such a dork for forgetting your backpack."

“I didn’t forget it.”

“Oh, sure you did. You don’t remember? I had to give you a piece of paper and everything too. But you were such a gentleman about it that I didn’t mind. And then, after class, you walked me to my bike and asked for my number.”

“Great,” he says. “Good story.”

“But I wouldn’t give it to you. I said that I was too busy with my schoolwork for a relationship, and even though you were a very nice boy I just couldn’t be distracted.”

“Poor me,” he says. 

“But you didn’t give up. You were persistent. You insisted on carrying my bag after class, asking what I was doing and where I was going on the weekend. You were so sweet I couldn’t hold out forever.”

“Uh, huh.”

“Until one day we were walking together, you were walking me home because my bike got a flat tire and I had to walk it all the way home, and I decided that I wanted to kiss you. But then, my bike was between us. So, I drop the bike, and you look at me like I was crazy, and then I reach up and kiss you on the chin, like this...”

I start to affectionately peck at his chin, lips meeting the tiny hairs he’s preserved from the razor, his ‘beard.’

His eyes go wide as he looks at me.

“Yes, that’s it. That’s precisely the look you gave me. How could a girl not melt looking at that?”

“You know, you really are crazy,” he says, grinning like a fool.

“Not half as crazy as you are for dating me,” I say in between kisses on his chin and ear. “Why do you put up with it?”

“I dunno,” he says. “You’re not like the other girls.”

“Obviously,” I say.

“Not like that. I mean, the way you think and stuff. Nobody I know talks like you. You’re, like, original.”

“Guilty,” I say, and he leans over and kisses me passionately on the lips.


10. 

Mateo’s mom, Rita, is like the nicest person I’ve ever met. She’s so warm and kind when she throws her arms around me in a ‘welcome’ hug. I almost lean away on reflex, worried that she’ll feel my ‘boobs’ and the game will be up. But I have to say, for silicone they really are pretty convincing, if you’re only feeling them with your chest through two layers of fabric.

“Daphne, welcome!” Rita says. She takes my hands in hers and looks me over admiringly the way that women do.

“Mijo, she's gorgeous," she says to Mateo. I turn red. I've never been complimented by a woman before. Well, Daphne never has anyway. He's looking good too, for his part. Collared shirt and a pair of slacks. Without that wimpy little goatee, he looks dashing. 

“Thank you,” I say, and just for kicks, I decide to give a little curtsy, which sends Rita into twitters of delight.

“Ronaldo,” Rita calls. “Come see who your son has brought to meet us!”

A portly man wearing a bowling shirt and Bermuda shorts emerges from inside and smiles at me. He offers his hand, and I stick out my own, offering it flat so that he can kiss it gingerly.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Daphne,” he says. “Our son has told us about you. Please, come inside.”

Actually, we’ve been hiding in the basement all afternoon, but we snuck out through the back and around the front so that Mateo could ‘pick me up at my house’ and deliver me here. We’re escorted into the dining room where enchiladas are already on the table.

“You have a lovely home,” I say in a girlish voice while I admire the house that by now I know well. We take our seats and Rita goes to the kitchen, remerging with a pitcher of iced tea.

“This is a real treat for us,” she says as she pours the tea. “Matty never introduces us to his girlfriends without us asking.”

“Mama,” Mateo pleads. “Don’t tell her that.”

“So,” Ronaldo interjects, “Mateo tells us that you’ve been tutoring him.”

“Uh, yeah,” I say. “That’s right.”

“So, I suppose you already know how hard you have to ride him.”

His face is completely stoic, but I can’t help it. I crack up, choking to keep from spitting ice tea all over my cute little outfit.

“What?” he asks. “What did I say?”

“Sorry,” I try to cover. “It’s just, you know your son very well. He’s really a smart boy. But he does have trouble applying himself.”

Ronaldo nods.

“Hey,” Mateo says. “I’ve got an idea. Why don’t we talk about something other than me for a while.”

“Always deflecting,” Ronaldo admonishes sternly. “That’s always been your strategy. When is it time to pay attention to your studies?”

Then Ronaldo looks at me.

“Has he told you that he’s turning 19 this year? Held back in the sixth grade.”

"Papa," Mateo sighs. I feel for him. It's gone beyond good-natured ribbing and we're now entering family-crisis territory. It feels like I've stumbled into a fight that's been brewing for a while now.

“You know,” I say, trying to diffuse the situation, “Einstein was held back. He couldn’t read before he was, like, ten or something. Some of us are just late bloomers that way.”

Ronaldo snorts.

“So, are you involved in any extracurriculars, Daphne?”

“Well, I help Mr. Garibaldi the science teacher after class,” I say, not mentioning the real reason why the science lab appeals to me.

“Do you think you will study that field when you go to university?”

“I love science,” I say. “I’d like to do something related to that. Electrical engineering, maybe.”

“That’s good,” Rita says. “There aren’t enough girls in that field.” 

I blush, flattered that she thinks of me as a girl. 

“Daphne,” Ronaldo says. “I’d like to raise something rather delicate with you.”

“Papa?” Mateo asks.

“Hush, boy. Daphne, I would like to pay you to teach my son after school.”

“Wow, well, I,” I stumble around for some kind of polite objection. “I don’t think I could.”

“Don’t be modest. From what he’s told me, you’re an excellent student. And while I’m sure that the two of you have been studying already, I know how hard it is to keep him motivated. He’s easily distracted.”

Don’t I know it? Mateo looks sheepish at the offer.

“I understand that you don’t want money to complicate matters of the heart. But I hope you can understand why his mother and I want so badly to make sure our son graduates.”

“Yes, I can understand that, of course,” I say.

“Good,” Ronaldo says, reaching for his wallet. “Here is fifty for this week.”

He slides a crisp $50 bill across the table and tucks it under my placemat like a tip.

“Thank you,” I say, surprised.

“I know it isn’t much, but I promise you won’t have any trouble from Mateo. He will perform as a model student. You have my word.”

“Dad, you’re paying my girlfriend to spend time with me?”

“Spend time? No. Study. Daphne is a nice girl. There are plenty of other things she could be doing with her time besides looking after you.”

“Dear,” Rita says, trying to steer the subject away from this awkward topic. “Maybe we could say this discussion for later. Daphne hasn’t come here to listen to us argue over grades and test scores.”

Ronaldo grunts satisfied that he's said his piece.

“You know, Daphne,” Rita says, “you’re the first of Mateo’s girlfriends that he’s ever invited to meet us.”

“Yes, he told me,” I tell her. “I hope I live up to the hype.”

“Oh, yes dear. I think there’s something special about you. You have something extra that the other girls don’t.”

Ice tea comes streaming out of Mateo’s nose as he laughs.

“What? What’s so funny? It’s true. Such a lovely girl. So sensitive and refined. And such a doll. You’re simply gorgeous, sweetheart.”

“Of course, it’s what’s underneath that really counts,” Ronaldo adds. Now it’s not just Mateo, I’m cracking up too. We’re laughing like hyenas with Rita and Ronaldo having absolutely no idea what I’ve got ‘underneath’.

Except for the awkward explanations about what it is we're laughing about, which I don't think either of them quite believes, the whole night has gone better than I ever could have hoped for. I can pass with people. Daphne is a parent-pleaser. Who knew?

Of course, there’s still the matter of Mateo’s grades. I don’t know what I’m going to do about that one. I guess I have no choice but to really ride him. Even the wildest stallion can be broken, if he wants to pass science.
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“So, based on the phenotypes we see expressed, which of the following is the dominant allele?” I ask.

“Allele?” Mateo asks, mouth hanging open.

“Yes, allele. What we’ve been talking about for the past ten minutes? What have you been hearing this whole time I’ve been talking?”

"I, uh, I've been watching your lips. They're really puffy and cute. Did you know that?"

“Okay, now see? That’s how you can remember. Puffy, cute lips are a heritable trait. My mother has lips like mine and my father has thin lips. So, what does that tell you about my lips?”

“That they run in the family?” Mateo ventures.

“That puffy lips are the expression of a dominant allele. My mother’s genes dominate my father’s genes.”

“I thought the guy was supposed to be the dominant one,” he says.

“What? No. It’s not dominant like behavior,” I sigh. “If your father’s genes always dominated your mother’s, then how would you ever look like her?”

“I don’t. I take after my dad.”

“Ugh, you’re not listening at all,” I say. 

“What? I’m trying, okay?” He groans, picking up a pillow and throwing it across the couch.

“Look, I’m sorry that I’m being so nasty. It’s just really important that we get this, okay?”

He slides down and rests his head in my lap, cradling his face against my skirt. I start stroking his hair with my fingers.

“Why does any of this matter?” he says.

“Because if you don’t, you can’t graduate,” I say. 

“I know that,” he growls. “I mean, why do I need to learn this stupid shit just to graduate. What good does it do me, anyway?”

He's got a point. What does Mateo actually need with this information? But that's not really the point. School is about showing that you know how to learn, not using any particular thing you learn.

"I don't know," I say, "but let's just get through it so we can move on to the next thing."

He groans again, turning over so that his face is pressed against my thighs. He breathes hard. I squeal at the sensation of his hot breath.

“Stop that!” I whine, sounding like a little girl who’s had her pigtail pulled. I like it, but I don’t want him to know that. He sits up to look me in the eye.

“You know, I was right about the guy being dominant.”

"Oh, yeah?" I say, playing along. "Who says? Maybe I want to be the dominant one, ever thought of that?"

"So, do it," he says, pinching my arm hard. I squeal.

"What was that for?"

"Don't be such a sissy," he teases. "I thought you were the dominant one."

He pinches me again, this time on both arms.

“Oww! Being dominant doesn’t mean being a jerk, you ass.”

“If I’m an ass, why don’t you punish me?” he asks. So, I pinch him under the rib, but he squirms away.

“Nice try,” he says.

“Okay, you want dominant?” I say, “I can show you dominant.”

I stand on my heels.

“Get on your knees,” I bark.

“Seriously?” he says, not sure if this is part of the joke.

“I said, get on your knees now, little boy,” I say, voice as forceful as a drill sergeant, though if I’m a drill sergeant I have to say I’m a pretty cute one. Drill sergeants don’t typically wear cocktail dresses or have pink hair. 

I decided to invest all the money that Mateo's father is giving me into clothes. Mateo and I decided together. That way, we both get to enjoy what I can now afford. The dress is black lace with spaghetti straps. That plus the stilettos, the dark eye shadow, and lipstick make me feel like some sexy little vixen. It's a bit of a mix. Bad girl, but with a kind of candy-coated sweetness to it too. And it seems to be having the desired effect. I can tell that I'm turning him on, even as he's apprehensive about what comes next.

On his knees, he looks up at me, wondering what I’ll tell him to do next.

"Take off my shoes," I command, lifting one leg for him to take the heel off me. He cheerfully complies, taking my foot in his hand. The feeling is so delicate that it makes me feel feminine like I'm Cinderella but in reverse. Just the feeling of his fingers on the tops of my feet is starting to get me hard.

“Now, touch me,” I command. He grins a little, taking his hand and moving it from my calf up my leg. He’s got both of his hands working now, running his palms up and down my inner thighs. I’m aching now, my small cock fighting to be released from the red satin panties I’m wearing under my skirt. If it weren’t for the hem of the skirt, you could see my bulge fighting to get free. He slides both hands up under my skirt, feeling for my erection.

“Oh, God,” I whisper, my eyes closing in anticipation. He brushes against the head of my cock gently, teasing me. Then, he slides the panties over my swollen member so that they’re hugging my cream-colored thighs.

“Now, what do you want me to do?” he asks.

“Whatever you want,” I say. Smack! He slaps me hard on the ass, and it leaves my head buzzing.

“Wrong. You’re the dominant one, remember? Tell me what you want me to do to you?”

I’d been afraid to insist on it, worried that he would think it was some kind of challenge to his manhood, or whatever. But now that we’ve gone this far, I just have to go for it.

“Use your mouth,” I say. “Take this girl in your mouth right now. I want to feel your tongue against my cock.”

Just hearing the words from my lips makes my dick jump with anticipation. A moment later, I feel the tip of his tongue lick my crown, lips moving gently around my swollen mushroomhead. He’s good. So good, I can’t believe this is his first time doing this. It’s like everything he ever wanted to have done to himself he’s now doing to me. I gasp as his lips envelop my shaft, my dick disappearing in his mouth as he pumps up and down.

“Take it!” I call, “Take it, you dirty boy!”

I grab his head, running my fingers through his hair as he sucks me, the rhythm of it almost hypnotic.

“Keep going,” I squeal, “oh, yeah. Such a big boy. You give it to me just like I like. Make me your girl. I need it, baby!”

All this encouragement is really getting him going. He moans a little as he bobs up and down, clearly loving this as much as I am. Maybe more. Guys like Mateo need to act all macho all the time. Can’t ever admit they want to be sucking their girlfriend’s cock. But all he really wanted was the license to play the sissy, to be the submissive one.

“You like that, don’t you sissy?” I ask, surprised at what this role reversal is doing for me.

“Mmmmhmmm,” he groans. I can feel his lips contorting in a grin as he runs them along the length of my shaft.

“You love my hard cock in your mouth,” I say. “That’s what turns you on, doesn’t it, whore?”

He’s really getting excited now, licking the base of my scrotum.

“I’ll bet you’d love to be the one wearing this dress, wouldn’t you?”

He tries to both nod and continue at the same time.

“You can be my sissy,” I coo. “But first you’ve got to get me off. Make me cum, baby. I want to cum in your mouth!”

He keeps at it, pumping away, but letting up just enough so that my wet cock gets some air. He blows on it with his hot breath, then pops me in his mouth again. I imagine our roles reversed, with me on my knees sucking him off the way he’s doing me, and the combined pleasures of what I’m getting and what I’m imagining are enough to get me off. I blast hot juice into his mouth. It’s almost too much, and he hesitates just a moment before gulping my load. Another big gulp and his mouth is clear. He lets my engorged cock bob once more in his mouth before letting me slide out, giving me a gentle kiss as I start to go flaccid.

“That was... so good,” I say, dreamily. He gets up off his knees and goes back over to the couch. “Thank you,” I say. He doesn’t respond. Doesn’t look at me. He seems to be lost inside himself and I wonder whether he’s regretting what we just did together.

“Hey,” I say, realizing that my panties are still hanging from my thighs. I pull them up and then go to sit next to him. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” he says, panting a little. “That was just, wow.”

“I know,” I say. “How do you feel?”

He nods, not really seeming to register the question.

“This doesn’t make you gay, or anything,” I say.

He shoots me a look.

“I said it doesn’t… I mean. We were just fooling around and having fun. You don’t have to feel weird about it or anything.”

“Yeah,” he says. “I know that.

“You’re my guy,” I say, walking my fingers up his shoulder. “I’m your girl. Your little sissy. You’re the big strong man, here. The only one.”

He's still got this thousand-yard stare, and I feel the bile in the pit of my stomach about to erupt. Did we go too far? I figured that he might like to be the submissive one for fun, but I didn't think he would be traumatized by it or anything. I know how guys– well, most guys– are terrified of admitting that they really like the girl role. I know the feeling. I was horrified when I realized that I wanted to experience sex as a girl. But then, I guess you have to confront that fear if you're ever going to move past it. I just hope that Mateo could do that without hating me.

He looks at me, perhaps sensing what I'm worried about.

“It’s cool,” he says wrapping his arm around me. “You did good.”

I want to tell him that it was really him who did good, but I figure it would be better not to say anything. I just fold my legs together and curl them on his lap. We sit there, not moving but listening to each other's breathing for close to ten minutes without saying anything. Then, finally, he says.

“You really know how to make studying fun, you know?”

“You too,” I say. “What do you say we get back to it?”

“You want to go another round?” he says.

“Of studying,” I say, wrapping him on the skull with my knuckle.

“Oh, well, actually I’m kinda hungry.”

“Again?” I say. 

He looks annoyed.

"What do you expect? He says. I've got an appetite, so sue me."

“Sperm is full of protein,” I say, cracking the whip. “You’ll survive. Let’s hit the books.” 
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It's gotten to the point where I live for my study sessions with Mateo. After all we've been through together, it's all I can do to keep it together as a guy in the rest of my life. These last few weeks have confirmed the identity I've always wanted, and it's getting harder and harder to pretend the rest of the time. School feels like sleepwalking. I'm a zombie until 3 PM when I can finally be free in Mateo's basement.

“Mr. Bensen,” a voice behind me calls, “Daniel!”

It takes a minute for me to register my own name. In my head, I’ve become Daphne all the time now. I turn to find Mr. Garibaldi looking at me.

“Oh, hi, Mr. G,” I say, in a voice just a little too feminine. I clear my throat loudly, remembering to bring it down an octave.

“Are you feeling alright, Daniel?”

“Yes, sir,” I say.

“I’d like to ask how you’ve been without my little refuge.”

“Refuge?” I say.

“I understand better than you realize what having the science lab to yourself after school meant to you.”

“Really?” I yelp, this time my voice cracks and squeaks more than it did before.

"Of course," he says. "You know, Daniel, I was like you were when I was younger. I wasn't like the other students around me, and for that reason, I felt like I had to hide my mind and my interest in science. I'm sure you've felt this too."

“Oh...yes, I have,” I say, my body tensing slightly and my sphincter relaxing.

“Well, I realize that you probably think that I’m so out of touch that I could never understand how you feel. But I want you to know that I’m more sensitive to your feelings than you may realize.”

“Thanks, Mr. G,” I say.

“That’s why I want to offer you the key back. I know you’ve probably been suffering without it.”

He holds his palm out. In it a little brass-colored key that used to mean everything to me. It’s almost quaint now when I think about how much I looked forward to dressing up alone, wearing cute dresses and heels without anyone to even see me.

“Thanks, but I’ve actually been tutoring Mateo Solis after school. His father is paying me, and everything.”

“Mateo? Really?”

“How is he doing, by the way,” I say, trying to be nonchalant.

“Well, son I really can’t discuss the grades of another student with you, even if he is your friend.”

“Just tell me this, will he be able to pass your class?”

"Well, it's still up to him," Garibaldi says. "But at this point, I would be surprised. He'd have to get at least a 'C' on his final."

"That's better than he's done all year, isn't it?"

"I see that you've been reviewing his tests with him."

“That’s right,” I say.

“Mateo’s lucky to have you as a friend. But can I ask why you’ve taken an interest in his education?”

“Well, like I say, there is the money his parents are paying me. But there’s more to it than that.” I’m also in love with him. “He’s not really much of a science student, and that’s part of what I find challenging. You can’t expect to have nothing but smart kids if you want to teach, right? And I think that’s what I’d like to do.”

Mr. Garibaldi beams a smile that extends to the creases in his eyes.

“You go ahead and do all you can, Daniel,” he says, patting me on the arm. “But I should warn you not to expect miracles. It’s not that I think Mateo can’t learn the material, you understand. What I doubt is that he very much wants to.”

“You’re probably right. But when we’re alone together, he’s different, ya know? He wants to do well, even if the class isn’t his cup of tea.”

"Well, I'm very pleased to hear that you're using your free time so productively. You won't be needing the science lab, I take it."

I’m about to agree when something stops me.

“Actually, Mr. Garibaldi, I could probably still use the room on Thursdays. Mateo and I only study three times a week.”

"Well, in that case, I'm happy that it can still be of use to you. Oh, and, Daniel, you wouldn't mind scraping out the -20 degree freezer, would you? Just whenever you happen to use the room."

“Yes, sir,” I say. “I don’t mind at all.”

He tosses me the key and I catch it in midair.

“Thanks, Daniel. Have fun!”

As I walk away, I suddenly realize what I’ve done, and what I now have to do. I have to tell Mateo. But if I do, he’ll try to convince me to break into Mr. G’s office and change his grades so he can pass. Of course, I could just not mention it to him. The room could go back to being my own little private sanctuary. But don’t I have some responsibility to Mateo as my lover? I mean, it’s not like we made a vow to tell each other everything. But I guess when you’ve let someone inside you literally it follows that you should let him in other ways too. And I know that if he found the key that he’d feel betrayed by the fact I didn’t tell him about it. I clutch the key tightly in my palm, imagining it as a white ember. What do I do?
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“What’s the boiling point of water?” I ask.

“The point where the water gets hot enough to steam?” Mateo says.

“Okay, that’s the definition. But at what degree?”

“Uh, 100 degrees?”

"Yes! 100 degrees celsius. What about Fahrenheit?" 

He puts a pillow over his face like it’s keeping him from screaming.

"What do I need to learn Fahrenheit for anyway? It's like we use it for anything."

“It’s the system we use in this country. You’re thinking of celsius.”

"Okay, then, why do I have to learn any of this if there's two different systems?  Every time I try to use one, I end up needing the other one. It's so pointless."

“Look, I know this is hard. But you’ve got to just get through this. We’re really close to the end. If you can pass this test on Friday, you can graduate with a ‘C’ and then you never have to do any of this again.”

He puts his arm around me, rubbing the smooth skin on my shoulder.

“You know what always helps me think?” he asks.

“Let’s just study a little more,” I say, sure of what he’s after.

“What is this? When we started studying, I didn’t think you’d turn into a teacher or something.”

“I’m trying to help you,” I say. “It’s not like I’m cracking the whip. I just want you to get this so you’ll graduate.”

“I’m going to graduate, okay?” he says, voice rising. He’s starting to get testy. 

“Yeah, alright, I just want what’s best for you, ya know?” he draws his arm back and stands.

“Everybody thinks I’m such an idiot,” he says.

“I don’t think that.”

“I get it, okay?” he says. “I get it every day from my parents, my teachers, the other kids at school. I don’t need it from you too.”

“I’m just trying to be there for you. And I really don’t need this attitude. It’s not like I couldn’t be spending my time differently.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he says.

“Nothing,” I say. “It’s just. I could be studying on my own.”

“Not like that you couldn’t,” he says, pointing to my dress. “Wait, are you saying you can get back in Garibaldi’s classroom?”

“Well, I mean, he did give me his key back, but–”

“What?! And you didn’t tell me? What the hell is the point of all this if you can just go in and change the test?”

“It’s not that simple. He knows I’m the only one with the key. If he sees that your scores have changed, he’s going to figure it out. It’s a risk for me, you understand?”

“Don’t you love me?” he says, drawing nearer so that I can look him in his beautiful brown eyes.

“Of course I do,” I say. “That’s why I want you to pass the test for yourself.”

“Arrrgggh!” he groans. “You’re just like my dad!”

“Okay, you know what? I’m gonna go.”

“Go where?”

“I need a break, okay?” I say, a little too loudly. I surprise myself with how angry I’m getting.

“Fine. Break sounds good to me. See ya.”

“Wait, what are you saying? You want to break up?”

“Fine by me,” he says. “I’m done with this shit.”

“Wonderful,” I say, through gritted teeth. “Good luck on the test.”

I’m so mad I storm out still fully-dressed as a girl. I catch a glimpse of Mateo’s mom in the kitchen, but I stride out heel to toe before she can catch up with me. I don’t want her to see the tears smearing my mascara anyway.

Stupid Mateo. Poor, stupid boy. Why did I have to get my heart to such a dunce? It’s like He’s not even trying. I was a fool to think he actually cared. He wanted me for my body the whole time. From the minute he saw me, he realized I could give him something no other girl could. And that’s what I did. That’s all I did.

It was never going to work anyway. I'm going away to Oregon State, and even if he does pass Science it's not like he's going to a university. The best chance he's got is of doing a couple of years of community college, and at this rate, it doesn't look like he'll even be able to make that work.

I’m thinking about how I’m going to hide my tears from my parents when it hits me.

I left my guy clothes at his house. I start to sob and let the tears flow as I realize that this is what it feels like to have your heart broken.
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Finals week. Nothing but tests and parties. And since I have no friends, for me it’s just a week of tests.

I haven’t been to the science lab yet. I threw away my girly stuff, again. It’s not that I’m ashamed of dressing up. It’s just that doing it reminds me of Mateo. The clothes I bought for him to see him, to stare at me in. Before it made me horny, but now the thought makes me queasy and my eyes red. 

My mom's been asking me if I'm excited about college in the fall. I tell her that I am, and I should be. I know it's never going to be easy for them to accept, but I think I can finally work up the nerve to transition once I'm out of the house and on my own. Rooming with another guy in a college dorm is a hurdle, but I'll worry about that when I have to. At least for now I can dream about the day when I'm not financially dependent on my parents for my life, even if I'm still scared of what they'll say when I do actually broach the subject and let them know how I really feel.

The end of high school doesn’t just mean leaving them behind, though. It means leaving behind the only sanctuary I’ve ever had. Mateo was pretty much the only guy who never thought I was some kind of freak for never saying anything in class. And Mr. Garibaldi too. He’s a nice guy, even if he is a little clueless. At least he was kind to me, and that’s more than I’ve ever gotten from most of the school.

I had to swallow my pride and go back to Mateo’s house after our fight. It was awkward, but at least I didn’t have to face my parents. He didn’t say much, but he did mutter an apology. I’m not even mad at him anymore. But I also know that things are over between us.

After class, I decided to walk home. I leave my bike at school and just wander the neighborhood. It's pretty quiet, which I guess is what happens when you live in a small town. There's a girl maybe a year or two younger than me walking towards me. She gives me a shy little smile, but I don't return it. I know what she's thinking. She doesn't go to my high school, so she doesn't see Brainy Daniel. I'm just another guy to her. Maybe she thinks I'm cute. She probably has it all worked out what I'm thinking. Of course, she has no idea.

I wish that I could be her. I wish that her auburn hair could be mine. Her hips, her breasts. She’s not even that cute. It sounds catty, but I think I make a prettier girl. But she can still have things I never can. I wonder, if I was born a girl would I have ever gotten a guy like Mateo?

Things would have been different, but maybe we could have had a real relationship where I wasn’t a secret from all his friends. Where I didn’t have to lie about who I was to his parents. Well, not lie exactly. Misrepresent, I guess. Anyway, maybe if I really was a girl I wouldn’t have to have been a prop. Maybe it wouldn’t have mattered. We could have had the same fights, for the same reasons. Me being trans isn’t the reason we broke up. He’s just– not a serious guy.

It’s still not dark out when I finally reach my house. Summer’s almost here.

My dad is reorganizing the fridge when I pass through the kitchen.

"See this?" he says, pointing to a plate of already-cooked hamburgers leftover from last night's dinner, "eat this whole plate and you'll bulk up in no time."

“Thanks, Dad. I’m really not hungry, though.”

“Don’t kill the messenger, son,” he says. “But you’re looking a little scrawny. I think you could use some red meat. You’ve got a little bit of a mince in your step that some bulk could you help you with.”

“I get it, but I’m really not hungry right now,” I say, looking for an excuse to leave the room. “I’ll bulk up later, I promise.”

“It’s not for me, ya know,” he calls after me as I exit. “It’s for you, and for the ladies!” he chuckles to himself.

I’m not mad at him. He just sees in me what he wants to see. I wonder how I’m ever going to tell him. On my bed, I stare at Candy Crush on my and dangle my legs like some kind of teenage starlet. Being alone isn’t really that bad. It’s not the feeling itself, it’s the lack of variation. Of course, just when you think you’re bored something comes along that fucks up your good time.

Hey

It's Mateo.

You wanna come to a party tonight?

Is he serious? After everything he

Schools almost over even you hate everyone you can say that you had some fun in high school

I respond with:

You should probably be studying

Then, I regret sending it, realizing that it sounds mean. So, I follow up with–

Me: I should too

Him: Up to you

Him: But I have clothes for you if you want them

I bite my lip. Yes, it’s a school night, and the night before my finals. But if I’m being honest, I don’t really need to study, and who needs sleep anyway.

Me: I’ll meet you at your house.
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Dylan's house is one of those McMansions on Lakeview Avenue where the rich people live. It's actually not that wild. I expected from watching movies to see a few dozen people doing keg stands on the lawn, but from the outside, you'd hardly even realize that the place is full of rowdy teenagers.

Mateo puts his hand on my shoulder as we walk in together. I’m wearing a sleeveless red dress that I hope won’t be too revealing. The story is I’m a girl from another school. I’m hoping that I won’t vomit all over my shoes before I give up the charade.

It was easy enough with Mateo's parents. They'd never met, so they had no reason to suspect me. But passing with people I actually know is a lot different. Thing is, most of these people have seen Daniel Benson as invisible anyway. So, when I cross over the pool it's nothing but handshakes and hugs (the kind where I turn my body away from the person I'm embracing, so my boobs don't rub up against them like a girl does). Everybody's warm and friendly. I know most of them, at least by face, but they're meeting me for the first time. I can't believe these are the same people I've been forced to sit in rooms with for four years. Everyone's alive and sexy and a little bit tipsy.

Daniel introduces me around. I'm his 'friend,' Daphne from Holy Cross. A Catholic schoolgirl. I'm beaming every time that someone says we look cute together. One girl, Jessica, is in my Home Ec section, but of course, I don't let on that we know each other, and we don't really. She compliments me on my dress, and I tell her that her curls are super cute, and suddenly we're best friends. She pulls me away to go join a group of girls, and  I tell Mateo he's free to go play beer pong with the guys.

I can't believe that I'm getting to spend time with girls this way. We just sit and gossip about the girls who aren't at the party. It's kind of catty, but not really that mean. They're funny, these girls. And they seem pretty happy, all talking about their plans for the summer, where they'll be going to school in the fall. I have a couple of hard seltzers but switch to Perrier after the second. I don't want to go to school with a hangover, and just getting to be one of the girls is intoxicating enough. When Jessica's friend Ali asks me about my plans, I make up this whole story about how I want to go away to school, how I'm going to study marine biology. I realize as I'm telling this story of my life that it's just what Daphne wants for herself. My heart sinks as I realize how much more complicated being this girl is going to be. But the thought makes me want to cry, and this is a happy occasion. All the jerks I've had to suffer through high school with have turned out to be a lot nicer and more down-to-earth than I realized. All it took was becoming a girl, and suddenly I'm the life of the party.

After about forty minutes, Mateo creeps up behind me and starts kissing my neck. I turn to face him and see that his eyes are blurry and his breath smells of beer, but I can’t but feel grateful to him for bringing me and kiss him gently on the lips anyway.

The girls giggle as he leads me away to a bedroom upstairs. The hallway is dark as he shows me to someone’s bedroom. We’re definitely in some teenage girl’s room. Dylan’s sister, I guess. It’s weird, the dollhouse and the pink and white bedspread. It feels like we’re violating some kind of trust by being here, but Mateo has a seat on the bed and I follow him.

“Here?” I ask, “you really want to do it here? What if someone walks in on us?”

"Look the door," he says, pointing to it. Before I even hear the click of the lock, I can feel my stiff cock begging to be free of my black panties with their lace trim. I want this so bad. This night has been the best memory I'm ever going to have from high school. I prance over and climb into his lap, rubbing against his crotch to get him started. As we kiss, I move my fingers to massage his bulging member, flush with passion as his fingers do the same to me. Our mouths are devouring each other as he maneuvers me out of the panties, rubbing and tugging on my shaft as we tease and play with each other. He's a little bit drunk, stumbling through the motions, but I don't care. I want him so bad.

“Make me your girl tonight,” I pant in his ear as he touches me. “I want to be yours.”

He slides his hands from my shoulders to my chest, pulling my dress down to reveal the bra beneath. 

“Switch positions with me,” he tells me, and I cheerfully comply, climbing off of him so that I can position myself to take his thick load. On my knees, I spread myself, thrusting my ass toward him. He undoes his pants, sliding his dick out of his shorts.

“Wait, he says, going for the bottle of lube in his jeans. He manages to get the bottle open, but it squirts all over the bedspread before he can get enough in his hand to wet it.

“Come on,” I moan impatiently. Rubbing the lube in his hand over the head of his cock, he presses himself into me. I groan with pleasure and with pain as he pushes himself inside of me. “Yesssss,” I sigh, glad to have his girth filling me. I squeal a little as he probes deeper, my hips bucking forward voluntarily as he thrusts himself in me. Soon, we find a rhythm, me clutching my silicone tit with one hand as I rest the other on the headboard for support. He’s firm, and the sounds I make only seem to harden him further.

“Yes, oh, god,” I whine, whimpering and groaning with absolute ecstasy. Someone’s banging on the door, a few of them. His friends are trying to listen from the other side. I feel a little queasy knowing they’re out there. That if they succeed in breaking down the door they’ll see us both. They’ll see me, my little cock between my legs as I’m getting pounded by this stallion. But the fear amplifies the pleasure too.

"Fuck off," Mateo calls, and the pounding stops then resumes even harder. "Forget those assholes," he says, still grinding himself into me hard and deep. I start to sweat as we sway forward and back, my ass sucking up his full 8 inches. I didn't think about what it really meant to take it all before when I was just blowing him, but now I can feel his girth as it plunges into me. I feel like I might throw up, but I don't want it to stop. I want it to hurt.

He slows, becoming gentler, and inside I can feel myself loosening, muscles unclenching and becoming more malleable. He grabs my thighs, running over them with his fingers. Without me having to ask, his hands migrate downward. He manages to grab my cock and fuck me in the ass at once, and suddenly I’m experiencing a whole new dimension to it. He hesitates at first, trying to both penetrate me deeply and tease my head, but he’s not getting deep enough.

“Forget it,” I whisper, realizing those assholes may still be listening. “Just do my ass.”

He arches his back, driving his thick cock deeper inside. I can feel it in my ribs. Then, I realize I'm forgetting to breathe, so I let out a sigh as he stabs me gently. I want it deeper, harder but faster too. Instead of telling him what I want, I push back harder with my hips, pressing on him so that he understands he needs to match my pace. He gets it. His thrusts become more urgent, faster, and with even more power. I can feel the precum at the tip of my cock, about to explode at having my ass penetrated. We're going to cum together. I can feel it. I just need to hold off a little longer and I'm sure that I can get him off at the same time.

Praying that I’m limber enough, I spread my knees so that he can get even deeper. The weight of his body against me makes me think he’s going to snap me. It feels like I could snap his cock clean off if I bend down any further. Finally, I feel his hot cum erupt into me, filling me up. I grin as I imagine his hot love juice dripping from my nose. He’s so deep the prospect doesn’t seem implausible, even if I know too much about biology to believe that it could happen. I cum moments later, the feel of him inside me getting me all the way over the edge.

He pulls out and I rise to reveal a huge puddle of my own cum on the sheets, the cum dripping from my ass collecting in the same puddle.

“Oh, crap,” I say, appraising the mess. “Dylan’s bed.”

“It’s fine,” Mateo says, still huffing from the workout we just enjoyed. “I’ll clean it up before we leave.”

He stands and I grab my phone to check my makeup. Luckily, my wig is still on straight, but I'll have to do some touch-ups before I can go back out there. I want a shower, and to not be at this party right now. I wish I was at home, or somewhere else where no one knows me.

We put our clothes back on and I get situated to the point where I’m presentable. Mateo finds a t-shirt from Dylan’s hamper to clean up all the cum, but he warns that I’ll probably have cum dripping out of my ass for a while. I wince as I try to walk around the room. It’s going to be hell walking out of here in heels, especially with everyone staring. I guess ‘Daphne’ is going to go down in history as the whore of the evening. But it doesn’t matter. After everything that happened between us, Mateo did this for me. He didn’t have to call me. Sure, all his guy friends are giving him props for having hooked up. But if all he wanted was to get laid tonight, he didn’t have to bring me. There are plenty of other girls here who would not be shy about fucking him at all. I know because they practically told me so themselves.

Mateo’s a special guy. That’s why I want to do something for him, and I know exactly what.
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Cap? Check. Gown? Check. Not the gown I would have picked if I had my choice, but I guess it will have to do. Yes, I'm wearing guy clothes. The toes of the pair of black wingtips stick out from underneath the gown. In less than two hours, my parents will be sweating in the bleachers watching as their son goes marching down the rows of seats to collect his hard-earned diploma. I want to give them this chance to be proud and appreciate all that I've worked for their sake. Because this summer I've got to tell them that when I do go away to school in the fall, it will be as a woman.

But that’s for later. Today, I’m basking in the warmth of their smiles. Of course, I’ve also got to withstand the heat. But I guess that’s just how some stories go.

After the party, I decided to change Mateo’s grade so he can pass Science. I realize that sounds pretty shady, and I can’t say I’ve got any justification for it, but I don’t have any regrets about it either. I was very careful. I found the tests in Mr. G’s office, all ungraded. Then I printed off a blank test and took it myself. I was careful to write in the answers at half speed, altering my handwriting so that it fits with Mateo’s. Then, I signed his name and shredded the old test so that Garibaldi only has to grade the new one and he’ll give Mateo a passing grade. Nothing too stellar. I worked it out so that he’ll get a ‘C’ so that Mr. G won’t suspect anything.

It was the perfect crime, and what made it even more perfect was the babydoll negligee I was wearing while I did it. 

I realize that school is supposed to be about what you learn, and not what scores you get, but is it, really? I tried teaching Mateo, but whether he couldn’t or wouldn’t learn the result is still the same. If he fails that test, then he doesn’t graduate. No high school degree means that he’ll spend the rest of his life working for less money, and why? Because he couldn’t pick up a bunch of knowledge that he wasn’t going to use, anyway?

High school is just a phase in your life you have to pass through, I guess. And that's true for everybody. Whether you're Daniel Benson, dweeby science nerd, or Daphne Benson kickass rebel slut who has anal sex at a kegger, it's all so fleeting that it hardly matters what you do.

Except it does. Meeting Mateo was the best part of high school for me. Now that it's over, who knows? Maybe he'll hit me up the summer asking to take me out. And maybe I'll let him. What was it that Ferris Bueller said? Life moves pretty fast. So, I guess I'm glad to be the moment where I am right now. Even if it's just a phase I'm passing through, why not make the most of it? 


He Didn’t Know

1.

Anastasia told herself she was through with men. They were trouble, they were dangerous. The nice ones, they were the worst. At least the assholes let you know where you stand with them right away. She didn’t so much hate men in general. It was more the fact that they always turned out to be so much grosser than you’d ever think they’d be. And she was a magnet for them. She had to stop. Total abstinence was the only option. Under the street lights, the cool night air drying the tears that smeared her mascara, she was not going to give in anymore. They only had the power to hurt her so long as she cared about them.

“You’re the prettiest girl in the office,” Jezel was always telling her. None of the other women she worked with could believe it when she told them she was single. Why didn’t she date more? All the guys in the office were always drooling over her. Patrick especially was always coming up with some reason to consult her opinion on some new campaign, or smile at her with that helpless grin of his whenever Jeanine would give him some task right before the weekend.

“It’s going to murder. Looks like I’m not having any fun this weekend.”

Of course, Anastasia knew what he was doing, but she wouldn’t bite. She wanted to. She wanted more than anything to flick her hair, stick out her chest and giggle at him, giving him those doe eyes that would make him melt like putty in her hands. She could do it, too. But she wouldn’t. Not ever. Because if she did, if she let herself flirt back with Patrick or Oscar or any guy at the office, they’d get to thinking they should ask her out. A night out meant dinner. Dinner meant drinks. Drinks meant, ‘oh, hey, do you want to come upstairs?’ and that, that meant sex. Anastasia couldn’t let that first domino fall, because if she did it would mean giving up everything she’d worked for. The respect of her coworkers, the privacy she so assiduously fought for. Patrick wouldn’t stay sweet for long if he knew the truth. If any of them knew, besides Pam in HR it would mean every day having to live with the label. Transexual. Yes, okay, it’s not 1980, but for all the talk of tolerance, most guys would be afraid to give her a second look. Worse, the creepy ones would take it as a sign that it was open season. If she ‘turned off stealth mode’ and browsed at her leisure, everything would go to hell.

That’s what nights like this one were for. To remind her that she was better off. Did she want to spend her hard-earned weekend eating dinner with cretans like the one she just left? Guys who didn’t bother to read her profile, who accused her of tricking them, who clammed up after the first serving and didn’t even pay for the meal? Why did she put herself through it? Of course he acted that way. She should have known from his texts that he hadn’t absorbed a single thing about her. How could she talk to him about how lonely she’d been? Watching her friends get married, the baby announcements, even the one night stands were appealing. Some of the stories her girlfriends told were pretty hot. And she always had nothing to share, nothing to add. It’d been that way since she first transitioned. At first she was so easy to clock that no guy would even go near her. But pretty soon, her hair grew out. She learned how to do her makeup and after she got her breasts done she was suddenly overwhelmed by attention, mostly from assholes. Like that prick tonight. Richard. He was so the type. Worked in finance, balding aggressively but refusing to acknowledge it, no sense of style, no ability to carry on a decent conversation. Men. Suck.

Reaching her building, she made a silent promise to herself. Raising her right hand to no one in particular, she made a resolution in her mind that she would absolutely stay away from all males. She’d left that sex behind and everything that it represented long ago, and this time her promise was going to stick. She would be happy, free and independent. She would go upstairs, have a shower, cry, slip into her cutest little silk negligee, the one that showed off her curves, and jerk off. From now on, the only penis she’d have anything to do with was her own. She’d had tgirl friends who couldn’t stand their male parts, who got queasy just remembering they even had them. She counted herself lucky not to be one of them. At least she could get herself off without shame or dysphoria. Anastasia loved her little friend. It was the only part of her male anatomy she wasn’t desperate to cover up and change. It made dating more complicated, obviously. But that was only a problem so long as she continued wasting her time with men. Now that she’d made a solemn vow that she wasn’t going to get drawn into that anymore, she was free to enjoy herself just as she pleased. Approaching the door to her apartment, she planned out how she would do it. Maybe in a bubble bath with lavender soap and some white wine. Ooh, and candles. She still had one or two left over from Christmas and, wait–

Where are the keys?
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“No. No, no, no!” Anastasia wailed as she fingered through little black purse that just moments before she’d been admiring for its cuteness was now her enemy. The clasp. The stupid class was broken. She’d bought it because it was a real Kate Spade, not caring that the seller described it as ‘gently used’. She groaned at being so stupid. Her keys could be anywhere. At the restaurant, lying on the street or in the gutter somewhere. Frustration turned to panic. She didn’t have another set. She’d have to call a locksmith. He’d probably take hours, and who knows what he’d charge?

A shitty ending to an already shitty day. In a shitty life, she thought ruefully. She rested her head against the door in frustration, waiting for the tears to come. None of this would have happened if she hadn’t accepted that jerk’s invitation to dinner. Now the whole night was ruined. What if I have to spend the night in this hallway? What if I have to sleep out here?

That would not be fun. The dress she’d chosen to wear to dinner showed plenty of thigh and drew attention to her breasts, probably too much. She couldn’t even lie down without giving anyone who happened to pass by a peek at her silk panties.

“Oh, god!” she moaned. “I’m so stupid!”

“Something wrong?”

Anastasia turned to find the guy from 3A. What was his name? Dudley? He was standing there with his key in his own door just two down from Anastasia’s own.

“Oh, hey” she said, bemused to learn that she’d now have an audience for her humiliation. “Yeah, uh, I’m locked out.”

Dudley, or whatever, approached. She’d seen him in the building before and clocked that he was handsome. Broad shoulders, and arms like tree trunks. Probably the type who worked with his hands. You don’t get a body like that from going to the gym a couple of times a week. He had a cute smile too, which Anastasia silently admonished herself for noticing. Men were the enemy. And broken purses clasps. She had a lot of enemies lately.

“Have you called a locksmith?” he asked.

“Not yet. I haven’t gotten the chance.”  

“Big night, huh?” he said, looking her up and down.

“Just the usual,” she said, realizing too late that her false casualness sounded forced and stupid.

“Oh, well, you look fantastic. At least the night isn’t a total wash. My night, I mean. Seeing you… sorry, that sounded really lame.”

“Yeah…” she said, not sure what else to say. Then she realized what she just said. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to imply that you were lame.”

“You didn’t imply it,” he said, grinning. “You pretty much came right out and said it.”

“But I… I didn’t mean that. It was my night that sucked.”

“You mean besides getting locked and forced to stand in a hallway with a total stranger?”

“Well, not total,” she protested. “I’ve seen you around.”

“Duncan,” he said, offering his hand. Right. Duncan, not Dudley.

“Anastasia,” she said, taking his hand and shaking.

“Wow, I don’t hear that name a lot. Like the Russian princess, right?”

“Yeah,” she said. “It means rebirth.”

This was the reason she chose it. More than Katie or Jennifer, it was a name that made her feel womanly and also had some personal significance.

“Anastasia, would you like to come inside?”

“I… thank you, but I think I’m just going to wait out here for the locksmith.”

“Okay, your choice. No pressure. But, ya know, I’ve noticed some bolshevik revolutionaries plotting the overthrow of the Czar in this hallway.”

“Really?” she asked, unable to avoid cracking a smile.

“Oh, yeah. It could get dangerous for a girl with a name like yours. Maybe you’d like to wait at my place. Just to be safe.”

He seems funny, and smart, but they can all do that when they want to. Anastasia was too smart to fall for some smooth-talking guy. He’s sweet and charming now, but what about when he finds out more about me?

“You’re a nice guy, right?” she asked. The words surprised her more than they did him.

“It’s been said,” he shrugged. “Not by the most reliable sources, though. My mother will lie a blue streak when she’s talking about one of her kids. My brother is a nuclear scientist, by the way.”

“Really?” she asked.

“No, he’s the manager at K-Mart. Do you like tea?”

She laughed.

“It’s a little late for tea.”

“Red wine it is,” Duncan said. “Come on in. I’ve got a bottle open.”

He turned on his heel and walked back in the direction of his apartment, not turning to see if she’d follow him. Arrogant. Cute guys always are.
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Inside Duncan’s apartment, Anastasia found some tasteful leather furniture that gave the room a leathery smell. The living room was decorated with metallic sculptures, male and female figures locked in an embrace.

“I like your place,” she said. She wasn’t being polite. It had the kind of cultivated air of effortless style that she was both totally masculine but sensitive at the same time.

“Have a seat, please,” Duncan said, crossing to the kitchen counter for the wine and glasses. 

“Who took that photo?” Anastasia asked. It was of burnt wood, the twisted limbs of a fallen tree trunk that had been turned black by a lightning strike.

“I did,” Duncan answered. “I was hiking around Northern Arizona.”

“It’s beautiful,” she said.

“It’s gnarled and twisted, and yes it’s beautiful,” he said, handing her a glass of pinot noir.

“I suppose you made these sculptures, too?” Anastasia asked.

“Yep,” he said.

“Wow, you must be some artist.”

“I must be? I dunno. Metalworking and photography nurture my spirit in different ways.”

“Nurture my spirit? Sensitive too.”

“You were expecting, what?” Duncan said.

Anastasia felt her face redden.

“I didn’t mean– sorry” she said, taking a huge gulp from the wine glass in her hand.

“Hey, relax,” Duncan said. “I was just kidding. I get it. People see me and sensitive isn’t the first thing they think of.”

Anastasia admired his biceps, his chest which must have taken him hours of constant attention to tone. He was seated on the couch across from her, and she couldn’t be sure, but he seemed to be as close to her as possible without being obvious about it.

“How’s the wine?” he asked.

“It’s good,” she answered, taking another generous gulp. “You’ve got good taste in wines.”

“Well, when I decide I’m going to go after something, I try to learn everything about it. Wine, metalworking. Where were you born, by the way?”

“Witchita,” she said.

“You go back there often?”

“Never,” she said flatly. “There’s nothing there for me.”

“So, you’re a refugee from the Plains States, huh? I get it. I’m from this little factory town in Ohio. The people there, good people and very kind, but they’ve got pretty narrow ideas about things. They’re great– until you get to know them.”

“Yeah,” Anastasia said, chuckling. “That was pretty much my life in high school. God, I hated those years.”

“Really? I figured you for Prom Queen, Head Cheerleader, something like that.”

“Me? You’re deranged. I was an outcast.”

Duncan didn’t say anything, just watched her. Anastasia realized that she was giving away too much. Idiot! Why are you bringing up high school?

“So, are you going to make that call?” Duncan said.

“Call?” Anastasia struggled to process, then she remembered. “Oh, yeah. Sorry. It’s the wine. I’ll call the locksmith now.”

She opened her purse and began combing through its contents for her phone. While she placed the call, Duncan rose and started busying himself with things in the kitchen.

“Okay, thanks very much,” Anastasia said, hanging up. “He’ll be here in two hours.”

“You’ll never last that long,” Duncan said.

“What?”

“Here,” he said, pouring her another glass. “Have another.”

“I really shouldn’t,” she said, eying the glass. The more she drank, the harder it would be to extricate herself from the situation. Duncan seemed like a nice guy, but it was obvious what he was doing. They both knew what he was expecting from this night. She didn’t look forward to turning him down.

“It’s up to you,” he said, pouring himself another. “But if you won’t drink with me, you can at least tell me your story.”

“My story?” she said, wondering if he could hear the sound of her gulping hard.

“You didn’t put on that dress to get tacos. What was his name, and what did he do to strike out?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“I only ask out of curiosity. I am a guy, remember. I like to learn from other guy’s mistakes so I don’t make the same ones. Purely fact-finding, you understand. Anthropological.”

“I– uh,” she broke down, took the glass from the table, and pressed it to her lips, drinking deep. When she’d let the wine slide down her throat, she said, “There’s not much to tell. He was a jerk, so I left the restaurant early. Great story, huh?”

“Did he chew with his mouth open?”

“What?”

“Spit when he talked, bad breath, body odor? Was he too boring? What was it?”

“You’re very forward,” Anastasia said, “do you know that?”

Duncan shrugged.

“Well, if you must know,” she said. “He wouldn’t pay for the meal. And that’s all I want to say about that.”

“Good for you,” he said. “And good for me.”

“Why?” Anastasia asked.

“Well, I was worried that he might have screwed up by doing something that I might do too. Now I know there’s no chance of that. If I took you out, I would never let you pay for anything.”

“Oh, you wouldn’t?”

“A woman deserves to be treated right,” he said. “That’s just my upbringing. See? It’s not all bad being from a small town.”

Anastasia started to stir in her underwear, which was getting extremely uncomfortable. She had tucked herself tightly and the medical tape was murder on her poor penis. But she could do nothing about it. She’d found Duncan attractive before, it was hard not to notice his charms, but now she was absolutely certain that he was flirting with her. The thought made her queasy and more than a little afraid. He doesn’t know she kept saying in her mind. Don’t let him get too close, or he won’t like what he finds.

“Duncan, I… I’m sorry,” she said. 

“For what?” he asked.

“I’ve been giving you the wrong impression, I think, without meaning to.”

He didn’t say anything, prompting her to go in to fill the awkward silence.

“See, I don’t really date–”

“You mean, except for tonight?”

“Well, what I mean is that I don’t date people that I don’t know.”

“How does that work?”

“It doesn’t,” she said. He scratched his chin.

“Well, hey, I don’t know you. You can do what you want, but it seems like you might want to rethink that policy. Since a lot of the men who you might date also fall into the category of men you don’t already know.

She should tell him. At least get it over with. But she was having a nice time, and she didn’t want to have to leave and stand out in the hallway and sob while she waited two hours for the locksmith, and he really was kind. It wouldn’t be anger, she felt pretty sure. He’d blanch with embarrassment, apologize suddenly, and then explain that he wasn’t interested. And then she’d better leave, even though he would make some kind of perfunctory gesture, telling her she didn’t have to. And her heart would break. The worst part was that this was actually not the worst that could happen. He could turn violent. He could insult and berate her, accuse her of tricking him. It happened to girls like her all the time. She’d read the stories. She wouldn’t let the same happen to her. Not ever.

“Like I said,” Anastasia continued, her voice cracking, betraying her anxiety. “I just have to be careful…”

“All right,” he said.

“It’s not about you,” she continued, now feeling like she was about to start yelling at him. She was suddenly enraged that he could be so calm. “It’s about me. It’s my problem.”

“Anastasia–”

She cut him off.

“There are things you don’t know about me, and I don’t feel like talking about them, and–”

She thought she could go on, but for no reason she could think of she stumbled on the last word. Before she had time to resist, he was kneeling at her side, looking at her with those compassionate eyes.

“Whatever it is, you don’t have to be ashamed.”

“I’m not assh-shamed” she blubbered. “You just wouldn’t like it.”

“Okay,” he said, clearly not following any of this. She was making a complete fool of herself in front of him, and she didn’t know how to stop. She took a deep breath and composed herself. When she felt she could finally say it without stammering, she let it out.

“I’m transgender.”

“Oh,” he said.

“See, I told you,” she groaned, stabbing at hot tears with her fingers. She felt his hand on her knee. Not sexual, just comforting. He held it there, waiting for her to look at him. His eyes were filled with warmth and kindness.

“Anastasia,” he said. “I want you.”
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“You want me?” Anastasia repeated.

“Yes,” Duncan said. “Is that okay?”

She didn’t answer immediately. It’s not as if she’d never had a guy find her attractive before, even one who knew her secret. But she’d never had one who looked like this, with an apartment like this, and who was not only funny but also surprisingly kind. That she’d never had.

“Yeah,” she said. “That’s okay.”

“Okay,” he said. “I’m glad you told me, because there is absolutely no way I could have guessed you were trans. But now that you have, I just want you to know that I’m cool with it.”

“Cool how?” she said, worried that this might turn into something else. Guys who liked girls like her weren’t exactly gentlemen. At least they hadn’t been in her experience. But, then, that was limited, after all. How could she judge this guy just because he found her interesting?

“What I mean is, I was interested in you before when I didn’t know you were trans, and I’m interested now that I know. That’s all.”

“Wow, okay. I’m glad you said that,” Anastasia said, feeling some relief flood through her, replacing the cold of anxiety with the warmth of compassion.

“So…?” Duncan said.

“So, what?” Anastasia asked. “I don’t know what to do here, do you?”

“Well, I’ve got a few ideas,” he said. His hand was still there on her knee and he made circles with his thumb.

“Tonight?” she asked, startled.

“Not if you don’t want to,” he said. “But I can think of worse ways to pass the time while you’re waiting on a locksmith.”

She could tell that she was blushing again, her chest feeling hot and her breathing getting faster.

“I… I don’t really do that on the first date. Even if I like someone. Especially if I like someone.”

“You like me?” Duncan asked.

“Uh, yeah! Did I not say that already?”

“You didn’t.”

“Well, I do,” said Anastasia, flashing an embarrassed grin. “A lot.”

He rose, and she felt small and helpless as he stared down at her.

“Well, I don’t want you to do anything you’d regret tomorrow,” he said. “So, if you’ve got a rule about guys you like, you don’t have to break it just for me.”

“Thanks for being so understanding,” she said. And she meant it. But she also wished that she hadn’t said anything, that she’d allowed herself to be taken by the hand and lead to the bedroom. “So, what do we do now?”

“Well, we’ve still got a wait ahead of us,” said Duncan. “Want to watch a movie?”

“What movie?” she asked. He shrugged, flopping down on the couch and picking the remote off the table. Maybe it was his relaxed attitude, the way that he didn’t push her. Or maybe she just realized in that moment that it had been so long and she wanted to get laid, she couldn’t be sure. But whatever it was, without saying a word, she stood up, took a seat beside him, and rested her forehead on his shoulder. He looked at her, giving her an appraising look.

“Do you–?”

She stopped him with her kiss, pressing her mouth to his. The kiss made her eager, made her heart race. It also made her incredibly horny.

Anastasia winced as the passion she felt for this man made her cock expand, a pain shot through her groin as her penis was taped between her legs.

“What’s wrong?” Duncan asked. 
“Can I use your bathroom?” she replied.

“Sure,” he said. He pointed to the bedroom. It’s through there. You’ll see it.”

“Thanks” she said, embarrassed about having to make her exit, but knowing that relief was just moments away.

Alone in the bathroom, she pulled down her panties and began the process of extricating her dick and balls from their hiding place. The things that she did to look pretty in that dress. The medical tape she used to flatten her package always hurt to be ripped off. There was no way around it, she knew. Even as tucking was a daily part of her routine she could never get used to the pain, but she did learn to bear it. One quick rip. She flinched as the tape pulled at her skin, leaving small red welts where the tape had been. Her genitals tumbled out from underneath her skirt.

This was it. She was having sex tonight. She felt herself gingerly, trying to avoid the sensitive parts of her inner thighs. Was she ready for this? It had been so long she’d had sex with anyone, and now with someone she’d just met? Was this just a one-night stand? She hoped not. He was so kind, and hot. Besides, they lived in the same building and the thought of them running into each other in the hall a week later made Anastasia question her decision. Should she go through this? But she banished the thought from her mind. It was too late to turn back now, even if she wanted to. And she didn’t want to. She wanted him just as much as he wanted her.

She pulled up her panties and tucked herself gingerly inside of them, making no secret of her bulge. She unlocked the door and pushed it open. Duncan was standing there, shirtless and  naked except for his shorts which showed off his package.

“Hey,” he said, “you look incredible. Let’s go to bed.”
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Anastasia was speechless, still drinking in all of Duncan’s features. He was even more fit than she’d expected. Without his shirt, his washboard abs were on full display, as were the sharp peaks of his pecks. He was neither too hairy nor smooth and hairless like a woman. He had a well-tended patch of curly hair sprouting from between his nipples, and his strong legs had just the right amount of fuzz. Thank god she’d shaved before her date, she thought to herself. She’d be delightfully smooth for him. The thought made her imagine his stubble rubbing her smooth belly down to her thighs. The fantasy came on in a flash, causing her to stir in her panties.

He watched her with total absorption and fascination as she approached him. She let her fingers run along his chest down to this stomach, amazed at his strength.

“You’re so… big,” she said. She felt like a teenage girl. The teenage girl she’d longed to be when she was younger but had to hide. If that sad kid could see her now…  

“You’re so little,” he said, putting his rough hands on her dainty hips and encircling her slender frame with his arms. Foreheads pressed together, they looked into each other’s eyes, enjoying the rhythms of each other breathing. They kissed again, deeper than the first time, their tongues touching as he ran his hands up her spine, making her melt into him.

Before she knew what was happening, he was picking her up. He took hold of each of her hips in his hands and lifted her as if she were a doll, twisting her around to fall onto the bed. Now he was on top of her, stroking and touching her through her dress. She longed for him to take it off her, but she couldn’t shake the apprehension at what he would find.

“Hey,” he said, stopping the lovemaking to look at her. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” she whispered. “I’m perfect.”

He slid his hand between her legs, and she could feel her excited little friend pulsing against his muscular chest.

“Can I touch you?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah!” she squealed, feeling waves of relief and pleasure washing over her. Gently and carefully, he reached under her skirt. He kissed her neck as he stroked her swollen cock, sliding her panties off with one deft motion. Anastasia had a flash of those magicians who could slide a tablecloth off a table without disturbing the cups and dishes on top. God, he’s slick!

His gaze locked on her, he took her mushroom head in his hand, slowly and gently rubbing her with growing intensity. She couldn’t believe how good he was, seeming to know exactly what her body wanted from him. Each little movement he made brought cascading pleasure, and she wondered how long she could hold out. Precum was bubbling at the tip of her shaft as he continued to kiss and stroke her simultaneously.

His hot breath on her neck and chest made her redden with excitement. His soft groans let her know the ecstasy he was experiencing just exploring her body. Her femininity, the smell of her skin; it was all intoxicating for him. She was turning him on and he was going to do whatever he needed to her. The demands of his sexuality thrilled her. She’d deny him nothing tonight. Whatever he wanted, she would give him willingly. Nothing was off-limits.

Her erection felt huge in his hand, and she pulsed and throbbed as he massaged her in his grip. Her body radiated heat, a response to her excitement. Finally, he realized that she was still wearing the dress and that she would rather be completely naked while he ravished her.

Pausing for a moment, he ran his hands under the small of her back, trying for the zipper. Poor guy. He’s never had to wear a dress before. He doesn’t know what tight fits dresses like these are.

“I’ll do it,” she said, putting her fingers on his chest and pushing him off her with exaggerated force. He got the message and climbed off her. She stood in front of him, bending her knees to show off her curves for him. She took her long brown hair in her right hand and pulled it to the side, letting her left have free access to the zipper. Inching it down her back, she managed to get the zipper stuck between her shoulder blades.

Duncan cleared this throat theatrically.

“Yes, okay,” she conceded. “Little help?”

He sprang off the bed and with his thick but skillful fingers pulled the zipper down the rest of the way. The dress slipped down her thighs and would have slid off her were it not for the stiffness he’d given her. She slid off the dress, leaving her in nothing but a bra, her prick standing erect in front of him.

“That’s better,” she said, unfastening the bra strap across her back and letting her breasts breathe. She watched as Duncan ogled her body, both her breasts and her cock. The breasts were flawless, she knew. They’d been perfectly crafted for no other purpose than to be adored. But the effect of both her penis and her tits was clearly giving Duncan what he wanted.

She tiptoed closer to the bed, bringing herself close enough for him to reach out and touch her body. He scooted to the edge of the bed, taking her member in one and cupping her breast with another. Anastasia always rubbed her chest when she played with herself. Now, as he pressed his hands to her boobs, playing with one and then the other, she wanted nothing more than to have his chest pressing down hard against her own.

“I’m going to finish you off,” Duncan said. She nodded, feeling that she was getting close to coming.

“Tell me you want me,” she insisted.

“I want you,” he said. “I want you. You’re beautiful.”

“Say I’m sexy,” she asked. She could feel herself about to erupt, the pressure building and it couldn’t be sustained for much longer.

“You’re sexy, Anastasia. You’re hot as hell.”

She felt everything as he stroked her to completion: the feel of his hand, the silk sheets so soft against her bare ass. Her back arched as she came, the hot juices caught by the top sheet. Sweating, pulse-pounding, she felt a flood of endorphins as he massaged her swollen cock until it was fully relieved.
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For a moment, she lay still. The warmth from the spot on where his body had been contrasted with the cool in the room. She stroked the spot with the tip of her finger. She’d covered the topsheet in cum, and he’d taken it with the promise of returning with another one. Anastasia couldn’t believe her luck. How had she managed to find such a wonderful, decent man and sleep with him in only one night? Hours ago she’d been getting ready for that terrible date with the attorney, and now she was here basking in the afterglow of a true romance.

She heard the door creak open and turned on her side to greet him. He tossed the sheet over her naked body and then climbed into bed beside her. He kissed her as he positioned his body next to hers.

“That was incredible,” she whispered. 
“Are you tired?” Duncan asked.

“No,” she said, rubbing his chest. “I just want to lay here with you awhile.”

“Sounds good,” he said, slipping his right arm underneath her rib cage.

“Tell me something,” she said. “Did you know?”

“Know what?”

“You know. Did you realize that I was trans before I told you.”

“No,” he said, and it sounded honest.

“You weren’t, I don’t know, disappointed?”

“Did I seem disappointed?” he asked.

“No,” Anastasia said. “It seemed more like something you’d had before.”

“Well,” Duncan said, “what I just did to you? That I had done before. In the shower, after work. I’ve had a lot of practice.”

“You’re dancing around the question,” she chided playfully.

“You haven’t asked,” he countered. Which was true.

“Okay, I’m asking,” Anastasia said. “Have you ever been with a girl like me?”

“No, not really. You’re a first for me.”

“Ooh, I didn’t realize I was so special,” she said with mock surprise. 

“Well, you are,” he said, giving her a quick kiss on the forehead. She let this sink in for a moment before she responded.

“You’re so kind. Why don’t I ever meet guys like you?”

“You do. You did.”

“I know, but I mean before now. It seems like only assholes are interested in trans girls. And only for a quick fuck.”

He didn’t say anything.

“But not you,” she said, “right?”

“Not me,” he intoned.

“How do I know?”

He pinched his chin with his fingers with exaggerated deliberation.

“Well, I guess you really can’t. Of course, we do live three doors down. If I want to blow you off, I’d better move.”

“It would be a shame. Your apartment is really nice.”

“It is, isn’t it?”

He turned his head so that he was looking her straight in the eye, which were almost black in the dark of the room.

“I guess I’ll have to hold onto you, then,” he said. He kissed her again, this time deeply and passionately. He was ready for more, and so was she.

“What do you want?” he whispered.

“Oh, no. Not this time,” she whispered back. “This time it’s your turn.”


7.

Anastasia could feel her excitement mounting as she began to rub Duncan’s huge member, the size of it both surprising and intimidating her. He was so much bigger than she was. More than seven inches. Maybe eight. Under the top sheet, she watched as he pitched a tent, his erection bobbing with her touch. She pulled the sheet off them both in order to see him better in the dim light. Her hand slid inside his black boxer shorts, massaging his smooth shaft. Seeing her own hand, with its black-tipped nails, tugging and rubbing on this huge cock was enough to stir her own again. He had a vein running along the side of his dick just under the head that seemed about to burst with pleasure. She wanted to feel that little piece of him on her tongue, to give him the kind of pleasure that only she could provide. She was hungry for him.

Spritely, eager, she climbed on top of him. He parted his legs slightly, just enough for her to kneel in front of his crotch and take him in her mouth. She flicked her hair out of her eyes to look at him. He had a look of anticipation and curiosity. What would she be like? His eyes seemed to say. Would she do it better than the other girls? Would she know just what he wanted when all the others couldn’t compare? She had a flash of Duncan’s former conquests, all of them leaving him wanting and felt a surge of excitement and also pride. She would deliver him a blowjob like he’d never had before, one that he didn’t even know he could have. Pressing her free-hanging breast together, she leaned over and took him in her mouth.

She knew he was huge, so she had to pace herself. She started slowly, kissing and licking the tip of his scrotum to get him excited. He gave a satisfied sigh as her wet mouth met his head, finally delivering the pleasure that he’d been waiting for. As her lips closed around the head of his cock, she began to plunge deeper, letting her whole mouth be filled up by him. Her eagerness grew in proportion to his own. She hummed happily as she sucked on him. He kept his eyes on her, fascinated by the way she knew just how to play him.

She would look up briefly, just to check in and make sure that what she was doing was what he wanted, playing with her breasts as she enveloped him in her. She felt sexy, desirable, a natural woman in every sense. No other girl was here with him tonight. Of all the girls he could have, and he could have plenty, he’d chosen her. He wanted her, and only her. After so long, it felt so good to be desirable, loveable. She wanted him to know how fantastic she made him feel, and she wanted his cum. She wanted him to spurt off in her mouth with no warning. She wanted to swallow him and keep him inside of her forever. It was a feeling so primal and so strong that it would not be denied. She would have his seed inside of her even if it took hours to coax it out. She would have him.

“Jesus,” Duncan moaned as she went deeper. Anastasia plunged him into her, the muscles in her throat relaxing to let him in. She worried for a moment that she might choke, but she willed herself to relax, to let it all inside of her. If she gagged, he’d never let her finish. He would be worried for her. She wouldn’t let that happen. She could hold out. She could take it all. The taste of him was so delicious that she was becoming stiff all over again.

He took her head in his hands, running her hair through his fingers.

“That’s it,” he said, “That’s ah, that’s amazing.”

She was lost in the rhythm of it, keeping her breath constant, moving up and down him, keeping as much of him as possible inside her wet warmth. She was getting him there, she knew. But as much as she wanted him to have her this way, there was something else that made her pause. He could go even longer, if she was just patient with herself.

“What’s wrong?” he asked as she let him slip out of her mouth.

“I want you to finish in my ass,” Anastasia said.

“Now?” he asked, clearly surprised.

“Come on, big boy,” she teased. “You can do it. I’m tighter than any pussy.”

He smiled. She could see the lines of his face even in the darkness of the room. He scooted himself from the foot of the bed closer to the headboard. He reached for something in the end table drawer. The burp of air told her it was a bottle of lubricant.

“All right, get on your knees.”


8.

Anastasia squealed as he rode her like a stallion. There was no denying it; as much as she loved blowing him this was so much better. His strong thighs thrust into her, deeper and faster and she could feel his cum building up. She’d insisted that he fuck her bareback. A stupid decision maybe, but one that made the sex all the naughtier. There was nothing between the two of them, no little piece of rubber standing between her and perfect, unadulterated bliss.

The pain made it all the better, the way that he seemed to be turning her inside out with each thrust. His force was overwhelming, and she just had to hope that her own hips could keep his pace, otherwise she felt confident that he would crush her. She was his possession.

“Duncan!” she yelped as he penetrated her deeper and deeper. “Yes! Oh, god! Yesss!”

He groaned from exertion, but also from pleasure. His hips were so strong that she imagined him crushing a soda can between his thighs, the pressure bursting out from his sheer power. She wanted to be that can, cascading liquid bursting from inside of her.

“Oh, god!” she wailed as she came, spewing his sheets with her wet semen while he continued his thrusting. “You’re a machine!” she exclaimed.

Maybe it was this acknowledgement, the knowledge that he’d made her cum from anal stimulation alone, but he couldn’t hold out any longer. Anastasia felt the eruption from deep inside her, his cum spurting out and filling her insides. They’d cum nearly in sync, but with her being the first one to finish. 

Panting and sweating from exertion, he pulled out of her and fell onto the bed with exaggerated exhaustion. She turned her head to see him, arms splayed out across the bed. She felt a twinge of pain in her knees as she lifted herself out of a kneeling position. She gave herself a moment to stretch before coming to rest on the bed beside him. His eyes were closed as he pulled her to him. The last thing she remembered before she drifted off to sleep was the smell of his breath, not bad just normal, human. She wanted to kiss him but wondered whether he was actually near sleep and decided instead to say a silent little prayer of thanks. He was better than any man she’d ever had, in every way, and she was grateful.

“That was a naughty thing you did last night,” he said, lathering her shoulders with the soap.

“Only one thing? Which one?” she asked, gently massaging his biceps as the water rinsed them both clean.

“Giving the best blowjob I’d ever had and then stopping before it was over.”

“Oh, so are you saying you weren’t satisfied? Because I got the impression you were when you coated my G.I. tract with your splooge.”

He reached for the showerhead and sent a stream of water straight into her eyes, making her squeal.

“Okay, okay,” she pleaded.

“Next time, you’re going to let me finish in your mouth,” he said.

“Next time?” she smiled coyly.

“Next time,” he repeated. He brushed the wet hair from her eyes to look at her.

“Yes, sir,” she said. 

They finished rinsing each other off, then he opened the shower stall door and grabbed her a towel.

“So, when would next time be?” she asked, trying not to be nonchalant.

“I dunno,” he said. “I’ve got a few errands to run, but we could meet up later. We’ll probably have to, seeing as you still have no way to get into your apartment.”

“Shit!” she exclaimed. She’d forgotten all about the locksmith.

“Don’t sweat it,” he told her. “I’m going to get dressed. Why don’t you put on a t-shirt and watch some TV until I get back?”

“Perfect,” she said, accepting his kiss. He wrapped the towel around his waist and exited the bathroom. She wanted to follow him like a loyal puppy dog, but she had to keep herself from appearing too eager. Besides, she wanted the next time he saw her to be in full makeup, hair dried and looking hot as hell.

She wrapped the towel around her chest and went over to the mirror. She wiped away the steam with the edge of her palm and had a look at herself. Not bad, Anastasia. Not bad. She felt what her name meant: reborn.

He didn’t know, but he knew now. He’d seen the real her, and he’d embraced her. She grinned at her own reflection, relieved to like what she saw. Possibilities of their future together swirled in front of her. Everything she’d always wanted she could finally have with this man. How long had he been watching her, waiting for some pretext to start a conversation? She thought of her lost keys and grinned. It was the luckiest thing that had ever happened to her.

She let the towel fall to the floor and examined her body in the mirror. She looked good. She looked hot. She was exactly what the man of her dreams longed for.

Satisfied with herself, she opened the door into the bedroom and awaited Duncan’s return.
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