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      Eric and his roommates decide that it’s time to bring a few new people into the house to cut down on the cost of rent. Who’s going to move in? After Ashley, a stunningly beautiful, young woman, shows up for the open house, the decision couldn’t be easier.

      And when Eric finds himself under the sheets with Ashley, he couldn’t be more excited—that is, until he discovers her big, hard secret.
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      Out of high school, a couple of friends and I decided to rent a house and be roommates. It’s every young adult male’s dream: to have a whole house to yourself and your buddies where you can party every single night and hang out twenty-four-seven.

      It was fun, but then we started getting the bills. None of us had jobs that paid well enough to cover rent or our electricity or our gas, so we decided to get a few more roommates. My buddy Mikey gave up his office to be turned into a bedroom. He moved into the big closet under the stairs so that his own bedroom could accommodate yet another new roommate. I moved into the boiler room so someone new could take my room, and Larry, my other buddy with the biggest room, moved up to the attic, liberating yet another bedroom. In case that wasn’t enough, we put a wall up in Larry’s old room to make it into two.

      A couple of weeks later, we had seven people living with us, all dudes, all crammed into a single house with a single bathroom. We made it work. Larry and I built an outhouse at the end of the yard so that there was a backup toilet for when the house bathroom was in use (and with seven roommates, it was in use almost all of the time). All of our new roommates understood that they were moving into the party house. In fact, they were all pretty happy about that little fact.

      We went from throwing a house party every week to throwing one just about every day. That first year in that house was absolutely wild. We trashed the place. Every Sunday, we would spend the entire day picking up cans, scrubbing the floors, resetting the house so it could be destroyed again the next day. But despite our weekly clean-ups, the house was slowly deteriorating. You can only cram seven dudes into one house for so long before the place starts to develop an unwelcoming odour.

      When the year ended, as you would expect from any house next to a college, all of our roommates moved out. One of them graduated, one dropped out, the other two went to live with their families for a few months to save up money for the next year of total insanity. So we were left with four open bedrooms.

      I was about to put out an ad in the local college paper, but Mikey had some concerns. “Do we really want another four dudes in here?” he asked. He made an interesting observation: it was becoming less and less common for women to show up to our parties. As the house slowly fell to pieces, women kept their distance. “It’s not exactly very inviting to the ladies,” Mikey said, motioning towards the keg that was in the middle of the kitchen, under the neon Budweiser sign.

      “Are you suggesting we get girl roommates?” I asked. I liked the idea, not just because I was a twenty year old man who craved sex like every other twenty year old man, but because I was starting to get sick of living in a crap shack that smelled like a homeless guy at the bottle depot. The thought of having a few candles and a pot of flowers didn’t seem too bad.

      So we took a week off of partying to get the house into a state that women would actually be interested in living in. We fixed the holes in the walls and painted. We got a plumber in to fix the broken shower and the broken toilet. It took five runs in Mikey’s truck to bring all of the garbage to the dump, but once it was all finished, the place didn’t look half bad.

      We had some women show up to our open house who were actually interested in moving in. “And you don’t mind the occasional party?” we asked. Some of them were turned off, but we ended up finding four ladies who were looking for a cheap place to live, who were okay with our partying lifestyle. And as Mikey predicted, the house became a much more inviting place. There’s something about the aura of a woman that instantly makes a place more welcoming. The flowers and candles that smelled like flowers and the pictures of flowers helped too.

      The girls weren’t bad looking either. In fact, one of them, Ashley, was a total fox. “Holy shit, she’s a babe,” I said to Mikey. Mikey just shrugged. “She’s okay,” he said. He had his sights set on one of our other new roommates, Claire, a short brunette with glasses.

      But Ashley made Claire look like a dog. She had long, beautiful hair and perfect legs. She looked like she belonged on the cover of a beauty magazine. Whenever she walked into the room, I could hardly keep my eyes off of her. She caught me staring at her perfection more than once. She would just laugh. Mikey would slap me on the side of the head, and I would snap out of my daze. “You’re going to creep her out and she’s going to move out,” he would say, and then he would apologize to Ashley on my behalf.

      Ashley just egged me on. Whenever she would see me staring and no one else was looking, she would wink and smile, and occasionally she would blow me a kiss and then giggle. Either she was interested in me or she just liked screwing with me because I had no self-control. Either way, it was torture. She was ruthless. When she walked past my boiler room bedroom, she would stop in the doorway, reach up into the air, and do a cute little stretch. One time she was wearing this short, loose crop top, and when she reached up, I could see the underside of her amazing tits. I nearly fell off of my chair. In the kitchen, she would “accidentally” drop things on the ground and then bend over in front of me. If she was wearing tiny shorts, she would bend over with her butt towards me. If she was wearing a flimsy top, she would bend down facing me, so I could see right down her top. She always knew I was looking. She knew I couldn’t help myself.

      It was tough when we threw parties, and our party guests would hit on her. God, it filled me with so much jealousy. I knew she was way out of my league and I would never really be able to have her, but still, I hated to see other guys trying to make their move. They were never successful, as far as I knew.

      It was late one night, a few days before the new school semester, that we were throwing a big summer’s end party and Ashley came up to me. She had two shooters in her hands. “Cheers,” she said, handing me one. We slammed the shooters. She looked at me with a smile that made my heart melt. “You’re cute,” she said.

      “Huh?”

      “Your cheeks, they turn red every time I talk to you. Do you like me?” She gently bit the corner of her lip. I could tell she was drunk. She was hardly standing up straight, and she wasn’t usually this outgoing. In fact, I’d never seen her nearly this outgoing.

      “I dunno,” I said, and I could feel my cheeks turning dark red—though apparently they already were red.

      She leaned forward and kissed me. The kiss only lasted about five seconds before she pulled back. “Sorry, I’m drunk,” she said.

      My head was spinning. She was, by far, the most beautiful woman who I’d ever shared a kiss with. People do stupid things when they’re drunk, but they don’t do dishonest things. People are usually more honest after a few drinks, which made me think that Ashley had wanted to kiss me for a while. “It’s okay, I’m drunk, too,” I said.

      “We probably shouldn’t do anything because we’re roommates and that would be weird, right?” she said. She still had that sly smile, biting the corner of her lip as if she didn’t quite believe what she was saying. Though she was right. Roommates shouldn’t sleep with roommates. That was a set up for a very awkward situation.

      “Right,” I said. I was doing my best not to look at her tits, which we propped up nicely in her push up bra. I wanted to look at them really badly. I wanted to bury my face between them, rip that top and that bra right off, and suck her perky nipples.

      “But we’re drunk and you’re allowed to do weird things when you’re drunk,” she said.

      “I guess so,” I said. Had I not been drunk, I probably would have had the strength to talk her out of it. But I was drunk, and I wanted to fuck her. I took her hand and led her away from the party, down to my boiler room bedroom. We kissed for a while, eventually making it over to my bed. “Careful you don’t touch any of the pipes. Some of them are really hot,” I said.

      “Can I touch this hot pipe?” she said, reaching down and slipping her hand over my cock. She gently rubbed.

      Like warm butter in a microwave, I was a puddle within seconds. She sunk down and pulled down my pants. She got my cock really hard and she got it hard fast. She pumped her hand up and down my length a few times before sinking down further and slipping it into her mouth, through her soft, plump lips. I’d never felt anything like it, the tip of her tongue gliding along my shaft, her soft lips puckering around my tip. She moved quickly but elegantly. I don’t think my cock’s ever been so hard, like a throbbing metal rod.

      But she was getting me too close to climax and I didn’t want to finish yet, so I pushed her back. “What’s wrong? Afraid of coming too quickly?” she asked with a giggle.

      “Yeah,” I said, and then I flipped her over and rolled on top of her. We kissed some more. I lifted her shirt over her head and tossed it onto the floor. I sucked her nipples and fondled her tits for a while, and then I went south.

      She stopped me. “What are you doing?” she asked, before I could get the fly of her jeans unzipped.

      “I’m going to eat out your pussy,” I said.

      “I don’t want that. Just let me suck your dick,” she said, and then she reached down and grabbed my cock again, stroking it with a firm grip.

      “C’mon. At least let me finger you a little bit.” I reached for her fly again.

      “No.”

      I stared at her for a moment. “Do you wanna fuck still?” I said.

      “Just let me suck you off,” she said. I thought she was kidding. I thought she was just being a tease, playing hard to get. So I rolled her over and we started kissing again, this time with her hand on my cock. I slipped a hand down the back of her jeans, grabbing a nice handful of her soft butt. I gave it a good squeeze.

      “You’re sexy,” I said.

      She laughed. “Thanks.”

      She massaged my ball sack in her hand. I could feel the liquor pulsing in my veins. The last drink I had was finally working its way into my system, and I was reaching the climax of my drunkenness. I reached down further from her ass, slipping my hand between her thighs to rub her clit, but there was no clit there. She had a cock, tucked carefully between her legs.

      I left my hand on it, frozen, taking a moment to be sure I wasn’t imagining things. But I wasn’t. It was real. It was attached to her body, with a ball sack and everything. Ashley had a cock.

      “I’m sorry,” she said. She was staring into my eyes. That smile was gone, replaced by pure guilt and suffering. Her cheeks were red. She was a man—or at least, she was born a man.

      Normally, I would have been out of that room so fast, but with the liquor in control of my body, I was acting off of pure impulse. I didn’t say anything back to her. Instead, I sunk down, pulled down her pants, and I sucked her dick. I don’t know why I did it. I’d never sucked a dick before in my life. Aside from my own, I’d never even touched a cock in my life. I’d never even thought about it (in fact, the thought of gay sex made me somewhat squeamish—not that there’s anything wrong with it, if that’s what you’re into). Yet, there I was, with Ashley’s cock in my mouth, her hands in my hair. My nose was nestled into her trimmed pubic hair. She was rock-hard within a minute.

      “Flip over,” she said, breaking the long silence that filled the room. We repositioned into a sixty-nine, so my cock was by her mouth, and hers was by mine. We sucked each other’s cocks. When I’d woken up that morning, I had never even thought about sixty-nineing a trans girl.

      She came in my mouth and I swallowed. I came in her mouth just seconds later. We kissed for a while and ended up falling asleep together. It was nice. I felt happier than I’d felt in recent memory.

      But when I woke up the next morning, sober, that all changed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke up with her behind me, spooning me, her arm over my body. She was snuggled in tight with her warm body and I could feel the bulge of her cock against my ass. It didn’t take long for the events of the previous night to come back to me. When they did, my heart sank into my gut.

      I sucked a cock. I sucked a cock until it came in my mouth. A chill ran down my spine. What was I thinking? Why would I let that happen? Drunk or not—I was straight. But I enjoyed it. And thinking back on it, I was becoming aroused. My cock was beginning to harden. Why was the memory so arousing? Why couldn’t I get that memory of her big, hard cock sinking through my lips out of my head?

      I looked back at her, which only furthered my conflict. She was beautiful. Even now that I knew she was born a man, she was still absolutely gorgeous. She opened her eyes and smiled. “Good morning,” she said.

      “Hey,” I said back. She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips.

      “What’s wrong?” she said, her eyes narrowing.

      I tried to force a smile. “Nothing,” I said. But there was something wrong—something long and thick between her soft thighs. She was born a man. I couldn’t possibly get involved with a t-girl, a shemale, a chick with a dick. It was against my moral code. I couldn’t even make sense of it in my brain. If anyone found out I slept with a man, my reputation would have been destroyed.

      I sprung out of the bed. “I’m going to put on a pot of coffee,” I said. She sat up in the bed, letting the blanked slide down to her lap, revealing those beautiful, perky tits. I found myself in a moment of frozen awe. I couldn’t believe she was born a man. How could such a perfect specimen have even a single male cell in her body? She was an anomaly, a glitch in the fabric of reality.

      “Why don’t you make a pot of coffee later?” she said. With a sly smile on her face, she bit the corner of her lip. I knew what that meant. She wanted to fuck. And with all of the conflict swirling around in my brain, I should have politely declined. But I couldn’t. She was just too beautiful to reject. She slowly pulled the covers off of her lap, revealing her big, thick cock. My heart started racing. Why did the sight of her throbbing dick make me so excited? Was I actually gay? Is it gay to be attracted to girls with cocks?

      I crawled back into the bed, over top of her. We kissed for a while. I sucked her nipples and explored her body with my hands. She reached down and grabbed my cock, lining it up with her asshole. “Fuck me,” she said, and then she began to push me inside of her. It felt amazing, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. She was so tight. I loved the way her anus puckered as I slid in deep. Once I was stuffed in totally, I began to thrust in and out. I fucked her in the ass. I made her moan and squirm. The whole time, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her big cock, erect and throbbing on her soft tummy. I watched her grab it firmly in her grip and stroke it until she came all over her tits.

      It felt good, but she looked like she was on a whole different plane of pleasure, the way her head rolled gently from side to side, the way her lower back lifted slightly off of the mattress, the way she bit down on her lip before moaning loudly. I’d heard that the male g-spot was in the ass, but I never really believed it until that moment.

      And when it was all over, I felt all of that familiar conflict rushing back to me. I was sleeping with shemale. I wasn’t sleeping with a lady that I could introduce to my friends or bring home to my family. Sure, I thought she was convincing, but that didn’t mean everyone would. What if I brought her to meet a group of my buddies and one of them could tell she was actually a dude. If you looked closely enough, there was a slight Adam’s apple. Her voice was convincing, but now that I knew she was born a man, I could hear that it had a slightly lower tone than the other girls I knew.

      So what could I do? “Let’s just keep this a secret for now, okay?” I said.

      She smiled and said, “Sure,” but I could tell she was disappointed. I went upstairs to start a pot of coffee and she came up a few minutes later, so the other people who were awake in the house wouldn’t suspect anything. As far as I could tell, they didn’t. Our little secret would remain a secret.

      But our little fling wasn’t over. For some reason, I couldn’t get enough of her. I couldn’t stop thinking about her body, about touching her skin, squeezing her breasts, running my hands through her hair. I couldn’t stop thinking about stroking that big cock. And I could tell it was all she was thinking about, too. Every time I saw her in the house, that sly smirk swept across her face. We were both just waiting for the opportunity to go at it again.

      We got our opportunity that afternoon, when everyone left the house to make a liquor store run. The liquor store was ten minutes away, and I knew it would take them at least ten minutes to shop, which gave us half an hour to fuck—and we did. As soon as they were halfway down the block, I had Ashley’s panties down around her ankles. We didn’t even bother going to one of our bedrooms; we fucked right in the middle of the living room, right in front of a big picture window. Had one of our roommates come back to grab a forgotten wallet or something, we would have been screwed. They would have seen Ashley’s giant, hard cock bouncing up and down as I slid my own throbbing member in and out of her asshole.

      Luckily, no one came back, and it didn’t take nearly thirty minutes for me to get off in her butt, or for her to get off in my tight, wraparound grip. It even left us plenty of time to make out, for her to explore my mouth with her tongue, for me to massage and fondle her warm ball sack.
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      I was out of control, and Ashley was an enabler. We were both guilty, and I think she knew that we could never have a real relationship. I was just hoping to get her out of my system. I figured, the more I fucked her, the more I would get over the novelty—because that’s what I thought at the time, that I was just obsessed with the novelty of the fact she was a beautiful woman with a cock. But she wasn’t getting out of my system, no matter how hard I tried.

      I tried to go a few days without seeing her, only leaving my bedroom when I needed to, staying out of her way otherwise. It didn’t really work. In our little house, our paths still crossed. And when they did, and our eyes met, I would find myself questioning why I was resisting, what part of me I was trying so desperately to preserve. But somehow, I would pull myself together and retreat back to my room where I would try and talk some sense into myself.

      But after a few nights, I couldn’t handle it anymore. I was like a junkie three days into rehab, relapsing hard. My hands were literally shaking in my attempt to stay in my bed, away from her, away from my newfound consuming desire. It was torture, knowing she was always available to me, always in the house, just a few steps down the hall. I could have her whenever I wanted her. And that night, I wanted her.

      So I snuck down the hall and slipped into her bedroom. It was dark and she was asleep, but my mind was made up and I was determined to have her. I crawled into the bed with her and gently tapped her on the shoulder. She rolled over and smiled. “Long time, no see,” she said, and then I kissed her. God, it felt so good, her arms wrapping around me, pulling me in tight. She rolled on top of me. I slipped my hands onto her bare butt.

      “Fuck me in the ass,” I said. My heart was racing. I’d never been fucked in the ass—I’d never had anything up my ass. But the other day, after watching her squirm in ecstasy as I filled her backside, I had to experience it for myself.

      She smiled and then she rolled me over. My face nestled between two pillows. She mounted me and then I felt the warm tip of her cock pushing between my butt cheeks. I took a deep breath. I knew it was going to hurt at first. I knew I was going to have to power through a few thrusts before I started to relax. But I trusted Ashley. I knew she wasn’t going to push in ruthlessly and tear my asshole to shreds. I took another deep breath. She pushed in, sliding in slowly.

      “Relax,” she said, putting one of her hands on the middle of my back. It was a comforting gesture, and it helped. I took yet another deep breath and let my muscles relax. As soon as my anus relaxed, she slid in quickly and deep, stretching my little hole wider than it had ever been stretched. Her ball sack pressed up against my butt and I knew she was in all the way. “Ready?”

      “Yeah,” I said, and then she started nice and slow. I was right, it did hurt at first. It didn’t help that she was hung like a horse, her cock was almost as thick as my wrist. But as expected, the more I relaxed, the more the pain began to subside, and soon enough that pleasure began to seep into my body. It felt nice, like a warm buzzing pulsing throughout me. Thrust after thrust, it became more and more intense, centralizing down in my butt.

      I felt like I was spinning, lifting off of the bed. My mind was getting away from me and euphoria was taking over. “Oh God,” I could hear myself saying, but I wasn’t in control. “Fuck, that feels good.” Ashley was good at knowing when to amp it up. As I got comfortable with her careful thrusting, she began to push in harder and faster. Once I was comfortable with that, she started coming down with force, her hard pelvis slapping loudly against my ass. I clenched the bed sheets.

      “I’m going to come in your asshole,” she said between breaths.

      “Okay,” I said. I was excited for it. I wanted to experience everything. I wanted to know what it felt like, her beautiful, heavy load filling up my asshole.

      “Oh God, here it comes,” she said, her breathing accelerating. I could hear the strain in her voice. She was holding back, desperately trying to make the moment last just a little bit longer. “Fuck!” she screamed, and then I felt it, warm blast after warm blast, deep inside of my asshole. And suddenly, I felt the way I imagined she felt, completely out of control of my body, pleasure now consuming me. I squirmed and let me head roll from side to side, moaning uncontrollably. I must have gotten pretty loud, because Ashley ended up putting her hand over my mouth. I couldn’t help it. It felt so damn amazing.

      When she finally pulled herself out, I felt completely empty, like there was something missing inside of my body.

      I spent the night in her bed, with her in my arms, our warm, naked bodies pressed together. And in the morning, we faced an increasingly familiar conundrum. She left her bedroom first and then I waited a few minutes before leaving, so no one would suspect anything. It didn’t seem to matter how much we grew to like each other, I just wasn’t comfortable enough to let our relationship be known to our other roommates and my friends.

      And it was probably a good thing we kept our little fling a secret, because it was that afternoon that one of the other girls learned about Ashley’s big, hard secret. Apparently, Claire walked into the bathroom while Ashley was getting ready for a shower (the bathroom door lock was broken and we hadn’t gotten around to fixing it). Claire saw everything. She told Mikey, and Mikey told me and Larry. I’m pretty sure Larry told the other girls.

      By the end of the day, everyone in the house knew that Ashley was born a man, that she had a cock.
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      Ashley hid in her room for the rest of the day, and I didn’t blame her. She certainly knew that Claire would let the secret slip (especially seeing as everyone knew she was sleeping with Mikey), and once it slipped to one set of ears, it would make its way to all of the others. It was a small house and gossip spread quickly.

      I did my best to pretend like I was surprised. Larry claimed he could tell all along. Mikey made a similar claim. “I had a feeling there was something different about her. This explains it,” he said. Mikey ended up laughing at me. “And you thought she was a babe,” he said. Larry got in on the laughter. I felt like it could have happened to anyone. It was as if I was dealt the bad hand. Had Claire been the one with a dick, we would all be making fun of Mikey. I just laughed along with them. “You have to admit, she’s pretty convincing,” I said.

      “He,” Larry said, correcting me. But it didn’t seem right thinking about Ashley as a boy. Cock aside, she was a girl. She was hotter than the other girls in the house, her tits were better, her hair was nicer, her skin was softer. Was it so wrong to think of her as a woman, regardless of what she had between her thighs?

      I couldn’t even imagine how horrible the mocking would have been had they found out that Ashley and I had fucked many times, that I’d let her stick her big cock up my ass, or that I sucked her off until she came in my mouth. They would have crucified me, thrown me out of the house. They would have told everyone in our college, and probably my parents, too. They were probably already going to tell everyone that I admitted I found a tranny hot, but I could live with that. Anyone who said she wasn’t hot was either a liar, in denial, or they had mental disabilities.

      I had to wait until it was late and everyone was asleep before I could sneak into her bedroom. She was up, sitting on the edge of her bed. She looked over at me but she didn’t smile. “Hey,” she said, her voice broken. Her eyes were red but she wasn’t crying. She’d had all day to do that.

      “Hey,” I said. I took a seat next to her.

      She kept her gaze down at her feet as she sat silently. I looked around the room and noticed her closet door was open and her clothes were all in a big pile. The closet had been emptied out. “Rearranging?” I asked, but I had a feeling she was moving out.

      And I was right. “I’ve started looking for new places to live,” she said. She couldn’t look me in the eyes, probably because she knew I would be devastated. I was. I felt like I was losing a part of me—an important part. The thought of living in that house without her left me feeling cold and empty.

      “Why?” I asked, even though I knew the answer. She just shrugged, unable to say it aloud. I couldn’t even imagine the embarrassment she must have been feeling. The walls in our house weren’t very thick. She probably heard Mikey and Larry laughing about her, laughing at me. She probably heard our whole conversation—me failing to defend her. “You should stay,” I said.

      “Why do you care?” she said. “Just so you can have an easy fuck around whenever you need one?” Her words hurt, but she wasn’t wrong—at least, she wouldn’t have been wrong had she said it a few days before. But since we started our secret little romps, something else had developed between us. I was starting to feel a connection with her, like we shared something together than no one else shared, that wasn’t just sex. It wasn’t an overwhelming lust for sex I was feeling whenever I wasn’t around her, it was a desire to be with her, to be near her, to make sure she was safe and happy. I felt happier around her, even when we weren’t screwing around. But I couldn’t think of any way to articulate myself. There was nothing I could say that wouldn’t sound fake and excuse-filled, like I was just trying to get her to stay so I would have a convenient fuck buddy.

      “Do you mind?” she said, motioning towards the door for me to leave.

      I got up and started towards the door. I turned and looked back at her. Still, after the weeks we’d been living together, having sex together, I still couldn’t believe she was actually born a man. She was just so beautiful, and it broke my heart to see her on the edge of her bed, eyes red, dejected. “When are you going?” I asked.

      “I’m going to go stay with my sister for a while. I’ll probably leave tomorrow,” she said without looking up at me. My heart sunk further down into my gut. I needed to accept reality: I was going to lose Ashley. I knew from the start it wasn’t going to work out. I shouldn’t have pushed it. I shouldn’t have even entertained the idea that I could get her out of my system. It was a doomed cause.

      I left her bedroom and started back towards my own. “Hey, what are you still doing up?” Mikey asked from down the hall. He nearly scared me half to death. I thought I was the only one up, aside from Ashley.

      “Just had to use the washroom.” I turned away and started back towards my bedroom.

      “Hold on,” he said, approaching me. “I was thinking, we should probably have a little meeting, you, Larry, and I.”

      “What about?” I asked.

      “You know—Ashley and her, well, you know.”

      “You want to have a meeting about her?” I said. I tried to keep my voice low. We were just down the hall from her room, and I knew for a fact she was still awake. Mikey probably assumed she was asleep, or maybe he just didn’t care if she could hear us or not.

      “Yeah. If word gets out about her little downstairs mix-up, that might make us look bad. You know what I mean?” Out of the corner of my eye, I could see a subtle shadow move underneath Ashley’s bedroom door. She was listening.

      “Why would it make us look bad?” I asked. I needed to be careful what I said. I didn’t want Mikey to think I was defending her or he might get suspicious, but I couldn’t agree outright with him, because I knew Ashley was listening.

      “I mean, who cares if she’s living here?” I said.

      “People will assume we couldn’t tell the difference. We’d be the laughing stock of the school.”

      “We couldn’t tell the difference,” I said.

      “Yeah, I knew there was something up with her,” he said. I wanted to call him out on his bullshit. I’d caught him staring at Ashley a few times, especially when she was wearing one of her skimpy, low-cut tops, or when she was wearing one of her short skirts. He had no idea, just like the rest of us. But I could tell Mikey was starting to get suspicious of me. Every time I took her side over his, I could see his eyes narrowing as he began to come closer to clueing in. I couldn’t let him figure me out. I needed to save face.

      “Right. Okay, so let’s have a meeting tomorrow,” I said.

      “Deal.” He turned around and started back towards his room. “See you in the morning.”

      Even though I couldn’t see Ashley through her bedroom door, I could feel her heart breaking into pieces. She had no allies. She was better off moving out, getting away from all of the people who thought she was equivalent to scum. This was no place for her, not as long as people were talking about her behind her back.

      I didn’t get much sleep that night, tossing and turning, unable to get the thought of her face out of my mind. I’d never felt so guilty in my life. I hurt her. I let my roommates hurt her. And why? Because she was different? Because I was afraid of what people would think of me.

      I was outside with Mikey the next morning, picking up the empties from the previous night’s shenanigans. It was the last thing I wanted to be doing, exhausted from lack of sleep, but I needed something to take my mind off of Ashley, and off of how horrible I was to her.

      Larry came out later, but didn’t offer much help. He just sat on the porch and watched. “Keep up the good work, guys,” he said, cracking himself an early morning beer. Because it was his name on the lease agreement, he liked to throw around his power. “You’re all technically living in my house,” he liked to say whenever someone called him out for being a lazy sack of shit.

      Ashley came out around noon, with a heavy suitcase in each hand. She didn’t make eye-contact with anyone as she headed towards the car. “Whoa, where are you going?” Larry called out. “It looks like you’re moving out.”

      “I am,” she said without turning to him.

      “You’ve still got five months on your rental agreement,” Larry said.

      “I’m breaking it.”

      “Then I’m keeping your damage deposit.”

      “Fine. Keep it.”

      I remained silent, stepping back out of the way, keeping myself small and unnoticed, though I’m sure Ashley noticed me. I watched as she tried to hoist one of her suitcases into the trunk of her little car, but it was too heavy for her to lift. She grunted as she tried again. Larry laughed. “What’s the matter? Hormone therapy take away your man strength?” he called out.

      Ashley didn’t look back. The guilt inside of me grew stronger. I felt like such a coward for just standing there, watching, doing nothing to help, not defending her. “Larry, c’mon,” I said.

      “What?” he said to me.

      I couldn’t watch her struggle with the luggage any longer. I went over and helped her lift the suitcases into the trunk. “Thanks,” she said softly, but I don’t think she really meant it.

      “Kiss your tranny boyfriend goodbye, Eric,” Larry said. He started to laugh and Mikey joined in. Ashley’s cheeks were red and her eyes were heartbroken. I could tell that she knew moving wasn’t going to do anything. She couldn’t just move every time her big secret got out. At some point she needed to hold her ground and accept it. It wasn’t until she accepted herself that anyone else would accept her. I put my hand under her chin, tilted her head up, and then I kissed her.

      Mikey and Larry both stopped laughing. “What the fuck are you doing?” Mikey said after a long silence. I ignored him—which I should have done long before.

      “Don’t go,” I said to her.

      Her eyes began to water. “Why?” she said.

      “Because I love you.”

      “I love you, too,” she said.

      Now Mikey and Larry were completely silent. Ashley and I kissed again. Her lips were soft and warm. I wrapped my arms around her body and pulled her close. “I’m not going to let you leave,” I said.

      She laughed. “If you insist,” she said. She bit the corner of her lip, which always succeeded in driving me crazy. We kissed again, and then she asked, “But what about them?” referring to Mikey and Larry.

      “Them? They’ll get over it. If they give you any shit, just tell them to fuck off.”

      “Hey, fuck you!” Larry called out.

      “Fuck off,” Ashley called back, and Larry’s eyes became wide. He looked to Mikey and said, “Can you believe what she just said? The nerve!” and then he went into the house, mumbling under his breath. It turned out, Larry and Mikey didn’t have any problems with Ashley sticking around after I told them they were wrong about her. They just went about their partying lives as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Because it’s true, as soon as you accept yourself for who you are, the rest of the world will accept you too.

      In fact, Mikey and Larry were happy because rent became cheaper, because there was a new bedroom open in our house. Ashley moved into the boiler room with me. It wasn’t the perfect setup, but we were together and that was all that mattered.

      Ashley’s big, hard secret wasn’t a secret anymore, and neither was mine. Now that everything was out in the open, we were free to love one another wherever and wherever we wanted. Well—there were some things we still needed to do in private, for everyone else’s sake. Like when I got down on my knees and sucked her beautiful, bulging cock, or when I buried my face between her soft butt cheeks and ate out her perfect, little asshole.

      And the best part was knowing there was no end in sight. There wasn’t any taboo guilt lingering in the back of our minds. We were free. And we were happy.

      THE END
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