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BOOTY CALL

A Trans Girl’s Unforgettable Night

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


“If you’re not careful, you’ll catch a cold,” my mother said. “You can’t stay in that awful room all Winter.”

She was crunching her cereal, looking at me over her newspaper. It was 7:30 in the morning and I was already wrapped in baggy sweatpants, socks, and an oversized sweater. Under my sweater was a 5’4”, 120 pound body that was built for…not much. But I kept it hidden beneath baggy clothing much of the time with her. 

“Jamie, did you hear me?” 

She was the last person in America who read an actual, physical newspaper. I think. I’ve never studied this, but it seemed to me that she was. 

“I hear you,” I said, pouring myself a cup of coffee from the French press on the table, and she went back to the paper. 

She never subscribed to the paper. My grandmother did, and after she passed away last year and we moved into the house, we never canceled the subscription. It never stopped coming. 

Since we don’t get a bill, my mother said that she might as well read it. I read the comics, and make a monthly drive to the recycling center. 

“Do you have any classes today?”

“Two,” I said. 

“So you’ll be there all day, then stay up all night?”

“I just like the light in there,” I said.

“At night?”

“Well, no, but if the computer is in there, and I go online or watch a movie or something at night, I can't move the whole computer.”

My mother got the newspaper, and I got my grandmother’s computer. It was a huge, heavy tower PC with a CRT monitor that she only used to send email to family members. She didn’t do it that often, and so it was mostly unused. I would have preferred a laptop, but at least I replaced the CRT monitor with two big flatscreens. 

We had only been in my grandmother’s house for three months or so, and she gave me a hard time about how much time I spent in the room we used to call the Sewing Room, since my grandmother had kept her sewing machine in there. 

But it was her fault, really. The house had three bedrooms, and my mother refused to take the room that was her mother’s bedroom, instead taking the one at the front of the house. Next to it was the third, much smaller bedroom, with a single window that looked out over the street. So my choices were a small room with one window, or my grandmother’s bedroom.

It wasn’t much of a choice. 

The Sewing Room was really a second-floor porch off of the bedroom, and it had one wall of windows that looked out onto the backyard. Beyond that I could see the backs of the houses on 63rd Street the next block over.

It was well-lit. It was also private thanks to the line of oak and maple trees between 62nd and 63rd, and it was also thrilling. It was the room I could hide in and, well, dress like a girl. 

I dressed like a girl a lot. When I was by myself. I could sneak it. I wore baggy clothing most of the time, because it hid my hairless body. It would cover what I wore beneath it. As my mother read the free paper and I sipped my coffee, my baggy clothing was covering up my painted toenails, my black thigh high stockings, my pink cotton thong, and my sports bra.  

It wasn’t a real outfit, but I slept in it. Even though it was starting to get cold at night, I still loved sleeping in tight, gauzy, barely-there clothing. It made me feel sexy. It made me feel something. It made me escape from the normal daily grind of attending online community college, cleaning up after my mother, and hearing her complain about how even with a free house we still struggle to make ends meet. 

All my mother’s extra money went to my classes. 

All of my money went to secret clothing orders that were delivered while she was at work. Everything would then get stuffed or hung in one of the three garment bags that hung at the back of my closet. Leggings, sports bras, cotton underwear, lace panties, skirts, stockings, makeup; you name it, I was hiding it from my mother. 

Since she never went into my room–her mother’s room–this was easy. I knew that I would move out eventually, and then I wouldn’t have to hide. 

When I was moving out was a different story. I didn’t seem motivated to do much of anything. My classes were boring. My major was Liberal Arts. What was I going to do with that?

Most days I’d dress up, walk around the house, play with my dildo, and do some girly laundry so I’d always have something to wear. In a way, I didn’t want that to end. Who would? Who would walk away from a fantasy life that someone else was paying for? But I couldn’t stay in community college forever. I’d need to graduate and move on.

Move on to what, I wasn’t sure. Move on to something. A one bedroom apartment where I could be a girl all day if I wanted. A job I could work remotely, with no one knowing who I really was. A steady paycheck where I could buy prettier dresses, nicer skirts, better-fitting clothing. 

A bigger dildo…

I shut the fridge and felt my little shaved penis start to come to life at the thought of my dildo. It was normal-sized, realistic, and I’d had a lot of fun with it since we moved into the house. I’d suction it to the window and get down on my knees, sucking it off and taking it all the way into my throat; I even came once like that, without ever touching myself. Or I’d stick it to the wooden chair in the Sewing Room and ride it. I’d never cum from that without touching myself, but I came close once. I may not have academic goals, but did have goals…

Would there be enough time to take care of myself that morning? 

My classes that morning were Intro to Psychology and Intro to Statistics, both large enough classes where I could leave my camera off during the lecture. Of course this meant that I’d be Jamie The Girl for my classes, and no one would know. With a camera off and no one looking, I could be anyone. 

“What’s tomorrow, Jamie?”

“Thursday.”

Again, she looked at me over the paper. There was a trick. I was missing something. 

“The 23rd?”

“What happens on Thursdays?”

“Oh,” I said. “Trash day.” 

“Please rake the leaves in the back, bag them up, and leave the bags at the curb.” 

Some man of the house I was. I needed my mother to remind me of the work I needed to do, and I was probably going to be wearing panties while I did it. 

“Is your first class at ten?”

“Yes. Then again at twelve.”

“Then you should have plenty of time to clean up the kitchen and rake the yard before class starts,” she said, getting up from the table and setting her cereal bowl in the sink. 

“I’m not sure I can do the leaves this morning,” I said.

“It’s going to rain later,” she said, sucking something off of her finger. “If you wait, you get wet.” 

Well, great. I’m sure I looked defeated. I was, and she let me. 

“I’ll call you from work,” she said. “I might go out to dinner with Cathy Mangold tonight, so you might be on your own.”

Now that she was back in her childhood home, she was reconnecting with all her old high school friends. 

Meanwhile, all of my old high school friends were hours away. I wasn’t reconnecting with anyone. I wasn’t connecting with anyone for the first time, either. Hard to do that over a computer that stays in one room with the camera off. 

“Have fun,” I said. She gave me a side hug as she grabbed her purse, then she left the kitchen, I heard her clomp down the side stairs, heard the door open to the driveway, and then she was gone. 

Leaving me to do her dishes. 

It looked like she ate a bowl of cereal only after a failed attempt to make oatmeal, and I had to wash the gluey mess out of the pot. I had to clean up the coffee grounds all over the counter. I had to wipe down the stovetop where the oatmeal must have boiled over.

As I scrubbed, my whole body swayed. I stopped, reached into my pants, let myself out of my thong, and kept cleaning. I felt my little girldick flop around like a propeller in my huge sweatpants. I could be horny doing anything. I was horny doing anything. 

I dropped to my knees in front of the oven, spreading my legs wide. I could see my reflection in the oven glass, and I took in the view.

My mother said nothing when I got my ears pierced. She said nothing when I grew out my hair. Most days I let my hair go wild. 

“Why did you grow your hair out if you’re not going to take care of it?” she had asked.

I did take care of it, and I did play with it, just not when she was around.

I imagined myself sucking off my dildo in the kitchen, bobbing my head back and forth against where it was suctioned to the flat oven. 

I imagined wearing lingerie, feeling smooth, sexy, and wanted. Again, I felt myself starting to purr between my legs. 

I stood up, hearing both knees crack as I did. 

It was easy to turn everything into a sexual adventure when I was by myself, but I also did not want to get too distracted by it. I knew it was mostly loneliness. I still texted with a few friends from back home, but otherwise all I had was porn. 

Porn was research. I watched real girls getting railed by huge cocks. I watched slim, sexy femboys sucking people off. I watched girls getting bent over and taken from behind. I watched sissies in schoolgirl outfits, maid costumes, cosplay outfits from shows I didn’t know: they all would get fucked on camera by young men carrying more in their pants than I was.

I stole outfit ideas from most of them. I stole fantasies from all of them. 

Fantasies helped get me through my reality, and my reality at that moment was to get changed into clothes I didn’t want to wear, go outside to do work I didn’t want to do, and then take classes I didn’t want to take so I could get a job I didn’t want and be the man I knew I wasn’t.

Life was grand. It was no wonder I stayed in the Sewing Room and played with myself. 

I felt ridiculous changing into a flannel shirt. It was scratchy. Itchy. It bothered my skin. 

I put on a new pair of pink lace panties, just so I could feel good while I did yard work. I imagined bending over and letting my thong peek above my waist. Who would I flash? Who would want to see that? I’m sure there was someone out there who wanted to. Someone who sat at their computer and watched what I was watching, imagining themselves making me feel good. 

There were people like that in the world, I was sure of it. I just needed to meet them.

I just needed to meet anyone. 

But at the moment I was doing a terrible lumberjack impression, stuffing my hair into a wool hat for warmth. 

My jeans were new. My work boots had never been worn; I had to peel the sticker off the sole before I went outside. I had searched the garage for the rake, then the only work gloves I could find were my mother’s, and they were pink.

So there I was, not quite a man, staring down at the gentle slope of the backyard, ready to do as I was told.

The yard looked like an ocean of leaves all the way down to the property line. At ground level, the house behind us was visible; from the Sewing Room, it was blocked by branches and leaves. But their yard was flat, also full of leaves, and had a nice patio off the back door. Mom didn’t know her, but she was another middle-aged single woman. I figured they’d make fast friends, but it never happened. And come to think of it, I hadn’t seen her for a while. 

I got to work, raking downhill to the property line. I didn’t know much about this kind of work, but I knew enough to let gravity help me when it could. 

Before long, I had raked most of the leaves down the slope, and I was standing knee-deep in leaves, trying to open a giant paper bag so I could somehow fill it. I swore under my breath as I tried to get the bag open all the way; it was just too deep for me to fit my arm inside it to fully open it, so I had to wave it around like an idiot and hope it flew open.

I swore over my breath as I set the bag down on the ground and used my rake to sweep leaves toward it…

…only to have most of them go under the bag. Or to either side of the bag. But definitely not in the bag. 

I may have been a Liberal Arts major, but I could do the math for how long this would take if I was only getting a dozen leaves in the bag at a time. 

“Fucking leaves,” I said out loud. 

“This might go faster if we hold the bags for each other,” I heard a deep voice say behind me.

I jumped. 

“Sorry,” the voice said. It belonged to a young man in his early twenties. He was dressed in a flannel jacket, leather work gloves, work boots, and worn jeans. Even though he was standing below me at the bottom of the slope, he was still taller than me. He had the “handsome, scruffy lumberjack” look down. 

“Didn’t mean to scare you,” he said. “I just meant, I’ll hold the bag open for you, you rake the leaves into it, then you do the same for me. It’s hard to rake into the bags otherwise. You just push them around.”

“Oh,” I said, “yeah. You’re right. OK.” 

“I’m Garrett,” he said, holding out a giant gloved hand. 

“Jamie,” I said, and I shook his hand with my stupid pink gloves. 

“Nice to meet you, Jamie. Nice gloves.” 

“All I could find were my mother’s gloves,” I said sheepishly. 

“These might be too big,” he said, looking at his gloves. “Or I’d let you use them. Did you say those were your sister’s gloves?”

“No, my mother’s.”

“Huh,” he said. “They’re really small. I figured them for a sister, not a mother.” 

Great, a size joke. Not that he did it on purpose, I know. But still. 

“You new in town?” he asked, holding my bag open. 

“Yeah,” I said. “Or no, not really. Kind of.” I was already out of breath from raking and it was hard to think.

“Here, we can swap,” he said, walking past me up the slope into my yard. “My rake is bigger. This will go faster that way.” 

He was bigger. His rake was bigger. Somehow a thought forced its way into my brain of what else of his was bigger. I shivered, but not because of the cold. 

“It was my Grandmother’s house,” I said, down on my knees and holding the bag open for him. “My mother and I have been here for a few months.”

“Just you two?” he said, stopping his raking and looking at me. The bag was already half full. 

“Just us,” I said. “What about you?”

“I’m here to help my mother while she gets over her ankle surgery,” he said. “She’s not mobile right now.”

“Sorry to hear that,” I said, “but good for you to help out.” 

“Yeah,” he said, grabbing the bag that was now full, handing me an empty one. This was definitely going faster. 

It took a while, but soon we could see the grass of our lawn again, and we had a bunch of leaf bags all standing next to one another, lined up against the side of our garage. We moved to his yard and filled all of his bags. He may have asked to share the work, but all I did was get down on my knees and hold bags open for him. He did all the raking.

By the time we were onto what was the final bag, he had worked up a sweat, and had needed to open his shirt and roll up his sleeves.

He was hot because he was working. I was cold because I wasn’t doing anything but kneeling.

Even more of a reminder that I wasn’t strong, had no muscles, and had been out of breath an hour earlier.

Plus, I was wearing tiny lace panties. He probably had a giant lumberjack cock in leather underwear, or whatever lumberjacks wore. 

“Well, that definitely went faster,” he said, snapping me out of a daydream about him wearing leather underwear. 

Yeah, because you worked twice as fast as me, I thought. 

Instead I just said “yeah, it did. Thanks.” 

He handed me the rake. “It’s just the two of you in the house?” he asked. “You don’t have a cleaning lady or something?”

“No,” I said. “I’m the cleaning lady.” I felt myself flush as he stared at me. “That came out wrong,” I stammered. “I just meant I do the cleaning.”

“Huh,” he said, wiping sweat off of his forehead with his arm. “I could swear…well, now you can do whatever it is you need to do.” He motioned at the two clean, leafless yards. 

“Oh, shit,” I said, looking at my phone. “Yeah, I have class in a minute. I have to go.” 

My hands instinctively went to my back to make sure I wouldn’t flash my panties as I walked away from him. I was safe. 

“Thanks for your help, Garrett,” I said, and he held out his hand for a fist bump, which managed to knock me off my feet a little bit. I pretended it didn’t, and I hurriedly dragged the leaf bags out to the curb, one by one. It took about ten trips, and thankfully they weighed so little that even I could do it.

Garrett, meanwhile, had carried cinder blocks two at a time from the bed of a pickup truck to the side of his garage. He got up on giant ladders to clean his mother’s gutters. He swung an axe and took out a dead bush by the back door. And the whole time I could still smell him. Smell the leaves. The sweat. The vaguely smoky smell that came from him as I knelt downwind of him and held a bag open for him like a hero. 

Or heroine, depending on your point of view. 

I ran up the stairs and jiggled the mouse in the Sewing Room with about a minute to spare before class started, and I had to delay my plans to get girled up for school. 

I had to sit Indian-style in my chair as the monotone Professor Langdon droned on and on about the ego and the id. I felt my little bulge between my legs the whole time, and when class finally ended and I closed out of the video call, I needed to girl myself up in a bad way. I was overdue. 

I rummaged through the garment bags at the back of my closet and decided to go for the schoolgirl look, especially as I had class. Why not be a schoolgirl for real?

Soon enough I was stripped down to my lace thong, then slipped into my white thigh high stockings, my red plaid skirt, my black buckle platform heels, a white blouse, a sexy blue vest, and I put on a pair of thick-rimmed glasses. I looked the part, and definitely felt the part.

Garrett was a handsome young man, and I was OK admitting that. Professor Skubal, my statistics professor, was very handsome. I did not feel OK admitting that, although I still remember the filthy things I thought the last time I was girled up for one of his lectures. It was on central tendency, and I kept feeling my own tendencies in my center as he talked; as soon as class ended, I got down on my knees and needed my dildo in my mouth. That was the day I climaxed just by sucking the dildo off. As I came down, feeling the warm cum in my crotch and feeling my heartbeat slow, I felt a mix of shame, pride, accomplishment, and fear. 

Someone could walk in at that moment and see me, unable to hide what just happened, and unable to hide what it meant.

There was no question it turned me on, because I had the evidence. The evidence was there when I slipped my fingers into my panties and pulled out long strands of sticky cum. The evidence was there when I brought my fingers to my lips and sucked every last drop from my fingers. The evidence was there when I went back for more, until it was gone. The evidence was there when I put those same panties back on that night and ground against a pillow until I filled them a second time. 

It was hard to stay quiet as I came that second time, and I licked everything out of the panties, then fell asleep hugging a pillow with all my might. 

There’s no going back after that. 

My second class was going to start in fifteen minutes, my mother would be gone all day and possibly most of the evening, and I was buzzing with want and it wasn’t even lunchtime yet. 

I finished my makeup with minutes to spare before stats started. Not enough time to take care of myself, and not enough time to fully get myself under control. 

I sat at my desk in quickly-tied pigtails, sexy oversized glasses, a studious-yet-sexy schoolgirl uniform, and tried to command my body to be academic. To be curious about numbers, not the man explaining them. To face the computer, and not Garrett. To sit like a lady, not like a tramp. 

For that hour of class, it almost worked. 

Almost. 

Because somewhere behind me, Garrett was running a chainsaw. Garrett was manning up his life, taking care of his mother with good grace, fixing whatever he was fixing, manhandling whatever he was manhandling, and I was barely able to follow a lecture on confidence intervals because I was too distracted by a pulsing feeling that started in my panties and by the time I closed the video link, had radiate to my whole body. 

I was so lonely I was fantasizing about men. 

Or about a particular man. Maybe Professor Skubal. Maybe Garrett. Maybe just the faceless men from the videos I knew by heart. 

Men.

Did I want men? Or a man? 

How do you act straight wearing what I was wearing? How do you slurp up your own cum and keep yourself shaved, lotioned, and smooth, all while begging to feel someone’s stubble scrape across your smoothness while you empty yourself into your underwear? 

All I could picture was an afternoon of orgasms. My orgasms. Class was over, my chores were over, the kitchen was clean, and I had hours to myself. I pictured the porn I would watch, the stack of outfits I would wear, the pleasure I would feel. 

I swiveled around in my chair, crossed my legs to keep myself behaved, and looked out the back windows. Even on an overcast day the windows let in a lot of light. It was a cheerful room, even if it was chilly outside. 

With most of the leaves on the ground, you could see clear to the back of Garrett’s mother’s house. You could even see into the second-floor windows, above her back porch. You could even see the glow of a computer screen lighting up the side of Garrett’s handsome, stubbly face. 

Oh, shit. 

No, no, no, no, no. If I could see into his room from here, then he could see into mine from there. 

Last time I looked back there, there were too many leaves in the way. Although when was the last time I did that? 

Suddenly the whole conversation that morning made sense. He was asking about a sister because he saw a girl. He saw me. As a girl. Then when there was no sister, he asked about a cleaning lady. 

What did he see? Did he see me sitting there by myself? Did he see me walking around? 

Was it worse than that? It was probably worse than that. 

Did he see me sucking on my dildo? Or riding it? Did he see me playing with myself? 

Suddenly I felt stupid. Exposed. Found out. It’s one thing having a secret; it’s another thing to realize you only acted like it was a secret and someone else out there knew everything about you. They knew more about you than your own mother did. 

Garrett was suddenly the person on this planet who knew the most about me. And we had only spoken once, for an hour, mostly about leaves. 

I had gone from feeling motivated, sexy, and pretty, to studious and determined, to feeling exposed and humiliated, all in an hour. 

In one quick motion, I wheeled my chair to the doorway, out of view of Garrett’s room, and I jumped up. 

For ten minutes I paced across the floor of my bedroom. It was after one o’clock, my responsibilities were gone, I could do anything at all, and I suddenly had no privacy at all. 

Not only did I have no privacy now, I may have lost that privacy a long time ago and didn’t know it.

This was bad. This was potentially devastating. 

No, this was actually devastating. This was someone I didn’t know who had discovered something about me. He could tell his mother, who could tell my mother. Or he could tell my mother directly. 

I was suddenly not horny. Or I was, but I knew I had a new problem. An unsexy problem. I needed a plan. 

I could pretend like nothing happened, right? I had gone a long time without seeing Garrett, and so who is to say I’d see him anytime soon? Maybe this was no big deal. 

But then I’d need to do something about being exposed to him. Hmm. 

No, that’s easily fixable. I’d move rooms. I’d take the little room with the one window. I had all day, and Mom would even be gone for dinner, and by the time she’d get back, I’d have everything moved to the little room and act like I just changed my mind, and then no one would see into my room any more. That little room even had curtains on its one window. 

Ooooh, curtains. 

I could get dressed in Boy Clothes, I could take whatever money I found in the house, and I could go buy curtains. That way I could stay in the same room; I didn’t feel like moving rooms anyway. 

Except that was a stupid choice. After 30 minutes of searching for money while wearing a slutty schoolgirl uniform, I only came up with twenty bucks, which wasn’t enough for one curtain let alone five sets of curtains. Plus, I needed a car to get to the store, and then who the hell was going to hang the curtains? Me? Mom?

I’d need someone like Garrett to do it for me, and I couldn’t ask him to do it; I was trying to hide from him.  

It was later now, closer to mid-afternoon, and maybe things weren’t as bad as I thought they were. I tiptoed back up the stairs and crept back into the Sewing Room. 

But no, it was exactly as bad as it was before. Maybe even worse, as there were new leaves in our yards, freshly fallen. 

There were fat drops of rain starting to hit the windows, and I heard them hitting the roof above me. 

From the doorway that connected my bedroom to the Sewing Room, I could see that he wasn’t at his computer anymore. 

But I could also see that, in his window, right where he was sitting earlier, was a piece of paper. I could see that it had letters on it, but I could not make out what it read. 

I went downstairs, got the binoculars from my grandfather’s old bookshelf, and ran back upstairs. The schoolgirl shoes didn’t look like someone could run in them, but somehow I was pulling it off.  

I snuck into the room like a spy, careful not to stay near a window. I dropped to my knees, crawled to the window, and positioned my swivel chair right next to my head, hopefully providing a little bit of cover. 

From that spot crouched on the floor, I could focus the binoculars on his window and slowly the writing on the paper became clearer. 

How was class? It read. 

Wait a minute. 

Wait just a minute. 

I read it again. 

How was class?

It was the same. 

It was…friendly? 

Was he communicating with the Jamie from the leaf raking? Or the Jamie that was…wearing this outfit? 

Did I ignore this? I didn’t need to play along, but I did need to know his tone. If he knew about me, was he an ally? 

I needed to write back, and I knew how to. I’d use the big monitors. 

On one of my monitors, I typed, in big letters: Can you read this, Garrett? 

I don’t know what I expected. I don’t know that I expected anything. I suppose I expected a reply, seeing as how he had already written one message. But what would that reply be? Something I’d want to read? 

It didn’t take long for me to get that reply. It took long enough to take a warm bath that turned into a cold bath. I tried to shock myself out of my confused, horny, humiliated state. A bath helped a bit, but as I lotioned up my hairless, smooth body, I did reignite what got me into trouble in the first place. 

So I picked the roughest washcloth I could, and scrubbed myself clean. 

I still had hours to myself when I got out of the tub, and confirmed it when I saw I had a missed call from my mother, followed by a text message that read Home late. Going out with some girls. I’ll bring you some leftovers! Don’t use the stove, please. 

She did not trust me at all. Don’t use the stove? What was I, her small child? I shivered back to my bedroom and I put on a pair of cheeky black panties, a pair of cozy leggings, and another one of my oversized sweatshirts. I could be half-girly while I got my life under control. 

Speaking of, I was afraid to check the Sewing Room for a reply. I knew I would have to check eventually. I knew I would have to go in there, if for no other reason than to go to my classes tomorrow, and the next day, and next week. 

Then I could talk to my mother about curtains, and she wouldn’t need to know the reason. 

It did occur to me that if my grandmother were still alive, she’d sew me some curtains. 

But I no longer felt sexy the way I did during and after class. I felt scrubbed, I felt like I had misbehaved, and I felt like I was hiding again. I felt girly, but bad. Like I was being punished. Like I stepped out of line and was learning where the line was. 

The line was partly in the doorway between the two rooms, and I stepped over it, getting back into position to secretly read the sign through my binoculars. 

He had written back. Above me, on the monitor, was my message: Can you read this, Garrett? 

I had named him. 

He didn’t name me in his reply, but he may as well have: 

Sure can, cutie, it read. 

I dropped to the floor. There was no mistaking things now. There was only one way to read this. He knew who he was talking to. He knew it was Girl Jamie, he did it once and went back for more, and he knew it was me. 

I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what to think. 

No. No, that was ridiculous. I did know what to think. He said it himself: cutie. 

He knew who he was talking to, and he chose his words, and his mother wasn’t sending me messages because she wasn’t mobile, and that was it. That was the whole thing: this was him, this was the scruffy, strong guy I met that morning, this was the guy who invaded my thoughts throughout the day, this was the guy who was partially responsible for me being a horny mess for a few hours, and this was the guy who knew my secret and didn’t seem to care.

In fact, he seemed to want it. He started this whole thing, after all. He’s the one who sent me the first message. 

And there I was in the frumpiest sweatshirt I owned. 

I didn’t feel like a sexy young woman. I felt like a housebound weirdo. Like I was hiding, but forgot to pick a good hiding spot. 

I knew to make my choice, I needed to be in the right frame of mind. And hiding in my clothes wasn’t it. I went back to my closet, stripped down to my panties, and slipped into a black babydoll that made me feel like I was about to seduce someone. 

Was I? 

What was I doing? What was I doing with my life? I wasn’t doing much of anything. 

You could wait for something to happen. Sometimes that worked out. Or you could make something happen. Sometimes that didn’t work out. 

What was the difference? Choice. 

I needed to choose this. I needed to choose Garrett. Whether I got it or not, whether I got him or not, didn’t matter. I needed to choose this. 

It was pouring rain. I knew if I walked to his house, I’d get soaked. I knew his Mother wouldn’t answer the door; how could she, with a bum ankle? But I knew we couldn’t talk. Not there.

Here? What would we talk about? 

I’d figure it out. So would he. 

Maybe we wouldn’t even talk at all. He called me cute. He possibly saw me be sexual. He at least saw me wearing girly clothes, and it did not matter to him.

It did not matter to him. 

I had nobody in my life that I mattered to. This was the closest I had come in a long time. Months. How could I let this go? How could I drag this out? 

I had to get him here. 

After a few minutes, I had it. I knew how to communicate everything to him. I sat with perfect posture in my chair, feeling the draft from outside. It made my nipples hard in my negligee, it made my legs crawl with goosebumps, and it made the back of my neck feel vulnerable. Like someone could nibble it. 

But after a quick Internet search and a little more typing, I had my signal to him worked out. 

On one monitor was a photo of a trans girl in a schoolgirl outfit, on her knees, her mouth stretched open as she tried to take a huge cock in it. Her little limp cock dangled between her legs. 

On the other monitor I left a note, in big letters: Wish this was me tonight between 6pm and 8pm. 

There was no confusing this message. It was pretty clear. Hopefully Garrett got it. 

I turned the brightness on the monitors up, turned the lights off, and stood in the glow of the room for a minute, my heart pounding. 

There was no going back now, and all I could do was wait for the sun to go down, and wait to see if he got the message.

It was more than enough time to work myself up into another horny mess. It was also more than enough time to imagine him scowling in his room, thinking I was gross, and deciding to let me suffer over here with a throbbing between my legs that needed attention. 

I couldn’t eat. I couldn’t drink. I couldn’t do anything. I opened and closed the fridge for more than an hour. I walked up and down the stairs until my calves hurt. I went into the basement and examined all my grandmother’s empty jelly cars, lined up on a shelf. I watched myself breathe in the downstairs bathroom mirror. 

Then I did it in the upstairs bathroom mirror. 

And the whole time, I felt a powerful throb between my legs. 

I turned the TV on but then got paranoid that I wouldn’t be able to hear if someone knocked. 

Then I got paranoid that I wouldn’t be able to hear anything if my Mother didn’t knock and she’d come home early to find me slutted out on the living room couch. 

Then I got paranoid that, since it was dark outside, the TV would light me in the living room and someone on the street would see me through the curtains. 

Then I turned the TV off and had nothing to do but feel myself hum with a horniness that I didn’t want to name. 

What next? 

If I went back upstairs, then I would be in a room with no curtains, and not only would I be unable to hear the door as easily, but then if Garrett did come by and then go home after I didn’t answer the door, he’d sit at his window, see that I was home and know I was dodging him, then he’d hate me forever…

I took a deep breath. 

I took another deep breath.

I never took a third deep breath, because there was a knock at the door. 

I was in lingerie. I had a cavernous longing inside of me that lasted all day, that made me feel empty and needed me to take care of it. 

I knew how it could be taken care of, and I made some choices to get me there, and if everything went according to plan, I’d be taken care of.

If I opened the door. 

If I kept making choices that got me where I wanted to go. That got me anywhere. 

I padded across the living room rug and stopped by the side door. I slowly opened it and peeked down the stairs.

A half set of stairs went down to a landing at the side door of our house. The basement steps were to the right, just out of view. 

But from the top of the steps, I could see the silhouette of someone outside, lit by the motion light that faced the driveway. It looked like Garrett. Through the curtains on the door I could see he had no hat. No umbrella. 

It was pouring. If I made him wait out there any longer, he’d get even more soaked than he already was. He’d catch a cold. He’d sneeze on the way home. He’d catch pneumonia. His mother would miss him, she’d need another helper, he’d blame me, I’d deserve it, and I’d never go in the Sewing Room again. I’d feel so guilty I’d never have another orgasm again.  

Answer the fucking door, Jamie. You did this, so keep doing it. 

I opened the door to the side stairwell, walked down each step, and put my hand on the doorknob. As soon as I did, it rattled, and I could see Garrett’s head perk up through the curtain. He knew I was there. 

Let him out of the rain, you fool, I thought. 

I opened the door a crack, and looked outside. Garrett looked at me, water dripping off his nose. 

“Hi,” he said, rubbing his face. “I got your note.” 

“I don’t know what to say,” I said.

“You could say ‘hey, Garrett; come on in,’” he said. 

I laughed nervously; he laughed for real. And in one motion that made it impossible to go back, I opened the door to the outside, allowed him to see me dressed in the prettiest, sexiest thing in my closet, and then he was past me, the door was shut, and he had me in his giant arms. 

Even in heels, he towered over me. He no longer smelled like leaves, but he still smelled vaguely smoky, which wasn’t from smoking because his lips were on mine and I could taste him, and taste his toothpaste, and taste his fresh, woody cologne, and I smelled the rain on him, and my whole body started to fail as he held me up and we kissed. 

My eyes were closed, and I was aware he had pulled away. I slowly opened my eyes, and he was smiling at me. 

“It’s almost six,” he said with a smirk. “After you,” and he motioned up the little half staircase to the house. 

I walked in front of him, and felt two hands on my backside as I did. 

There was a man with rough, working hands behind me, massaging my ass cheeks, as I walked up the stairs in front of him, and there was nothing wrong with it. 

We got to the hallway, shut the side door, and there was still nothing wrong with it, because we were kissing again, and his hand worked its way down my neck, stopping at my nipple. 

My flat chest. 

My chest that wasn’t there. 

My A-cup. My lowercase-a cup. 

And he didn’t care, because he was rubbing my nipple between his thumb and finger, and I felt my whole body come alive, and it didn’t matter that I didn’t need a bra, because he didn’t seem to need it to know what to do. 

And he did it. The whole way up the stairs, as I backed my way up and he followed me, working his hands all over my body. And in the hallway, when he didn’t know which direction to turn, and I showed him, and we backed into my bedroom still joined at the lips, and he laid me down on the bed, and took off his wet jacket, and I heard it hit the floor, and then the weight of his want pressed down on me, and my legs were open more than they had ever been open, and I wrapped around him tightly. 

I could feel his hardness through his pants, and it was hard because of me. 

My own hardness couldn’t do anything because it was crushed by the weight of a powerful man, and I wanted that feeling more than anything else, that feeling of being pinned down, unable to move, unable to get hard, stand up, roll over, or make sense of my thoughts. 

But then that feeling ended, and I wanted it back right away. 

He pulled himself up, unbuckled his pants, let them drop to the floor next to his jacket, and I saw the silhouette of his giant lumberjack cock lit from the hallway light. I grabbed it and needed two hands. 

I needed three hands, but I did my best with two. My girldick pulsed as I stroked him, and I could feel our breathing get faster, in tandem. He reached into his shirt pocket and I heard a click, then my hands were slick with lube. 

He thought of everything. He knew what he was doing, and he wanted it. He wanted me. 

He was in charge. I worked the lube all over his massive head, along the whole shaft. I ran my slick fingers over his balls, tickling everything I touched. I felt him squirm above me. I wanted to pull him back on top of me, wanted him to press down on me, but I did not want to pull him by his cock. 

He read my mind, because he nudged me back more on the bed, spread my legs open, dragged his fingers across the bulge in my underwear, then pulled them aside to let my little cock free.

Even just from the light of the hallway I could see the size difference. He was huge. I was small. I was smaller than small. I could be fully erect and I wasn’t anything close to him in length or girth, and as he leaned down to kiss me, I could feel myself get as long and as hard as I could, and it was nothing compared to what I just had in my hands. 

And then he was back on top of me, and my girldick was pointing straight up at me, and it was crushed beneath his weight, and his slick cock found my asshole, and it poked against it with a warm softness that I had never felt before, not with my dildo, which now felt hilariously fake compared to this. 

Soon there was something pressing against me, and then it was in me, and I gasped, and it was in me a little more, and then I felt full, and I couldn’t concentrate, and under the weight of a giant man I gave up. I wrapped my arms around his neck, and he began slowly working himself in and out of me, and I couldn’t move, and the rain came down harder. 

There was a lifetime in those few minutes, as I had never had anything that large inside of me before, and had no idea that my body could crave that and allow it to happen. 

I was pressed flat to my bed and could feel my own erection struggle to move, begging to be touched and stroked and sucked, and as he worked his length, fucking me, I squeezed so I would be tighter for him, and he groaned just as I felt a single spurt come out of me. 

His pace quickened, and soon I felt smothered, overwhelmed, and helpless. I felt my entire body tense up, and then I felt it get stronger, and stronger still, and I could not open my eyes or breathe like a normal person, and it didn’t matter.

It didn’t matter because he was inside of me and I was losing it, and I could feel myself get close to the edge, and he must have felt it too because he went faster, and I was on the verge of not being able to take it anymore. 

There was tension, and more tension, and even more, and then there was nothing. There was a whole-body relaxation as I felt myself give way to something magical that shook me harder than my own hands had ever been able to. 

I couldn’t let go of him, and I held on as my body rocked and shuddered, and I felt my little trapped dick spurt and spurt on myself, pressed flat to my body, and then he kissed me full on the mouth as I felt him start to climax, filling me with blast after blast of his cum. 

The last of our spasms were in tune with one another, and it wasn’t clear to me where my body ended and his began, and it was one orgasm we both got to share in.  

Our mouths were pressed forcefully together. He eased off my mouth a little, then a little more. And then we were still and his lips were barely grazing mine. 

He rolled over.

I felt a draft from the Sewing Room flicker across the wet cum on my belly. 

“Oh, man,” he groaned. 

I assumed the worst. Regret. Shame. 

“What is it?” I whispered, almost not wanting to know. 

“We never did your picture,” he whispered.

My signal to him. On the computer. The girl on her knees. 

I laughed. 

“Some other time,” I said. “I’ll send you a note.” 
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Excerpt from “My Kind of Party”

“What about this one?” Brandy said, holding up a sparkly gold low-cut dress. 

It looked like giant sequins layered like shingles. I felt it with my fingertips and couldn’t tell how it stayed together. 

Was that…pretty? What was I supposed to say? Did I know what pretty was?

I imagined myself wearing it, spinning while dancing, and the whole thing falling apart, leaving me in the middle of the dance floor wearing see-through panties and the smallest size bra on the planet that I used to cover up what I called my “boinkers.”  

“This is a house party,” I said, “not a club. This seems…formal. Also I have no cleavage.”

“True,” she said, and she hung it back up. “And we haven’t established if you want to get picked up.”

“This isn’t about that,” I sighed, and laid back on Casey’s pillow. Casey was Brandy’s roommate, and she had gone home for the weekend for her grandmother’s birthday party. I could seize an opportunity when it stared me in the face and shook me. 

“How many of these do you even have?” I asked. “Considering you don’t even go out all that much, your closet is like a clown car of dresses.”

“How do you know what I do with my free time?” she smirked. “I do more than you think. You’re not the only one with secrets, you know.” 

“I don’t really have secrets,” I said.

“No? Here,” she said, reaching for her phone. “Let me just text Casey that she’s missing a dress-up party in her dorm room because Brad wants to go to a frat party dressed like a girl.”

“No!” I said, reaching for her phone.

“Relax,” she said, showing me her phone wasn’t even on. “But I just proved you have a secret.” 

“Fine,” I said. “It’s a secret.” 

“And it’s safe with me,” she said. “You know that, right? All joking aside.” 

I nodded. 

“I might not totally get what you’re trying to do here,” she said, “but I know an SOS when I see one.”

“I’m not even sure I know myself,” I said. 

She shuffled through the rest of the clothes that hung in her closet, and I gritted my teeth each time the metal hangers scraped against the cheap dorm-room closet rod. How could a closet rod be cheap? This one was. I almost wanted to pick the gold dress just to stop hearing that sound. 

Thankfully, she finished, and then shifted her attention to what got pulled out. 

“I mean, there’s not a ton here that you liked,” she said, flipping through the small pile of dresses that were lying on her bed, “and that’s OK, since you’re kind of new to this. And it may not turn heads, but there's always the LBD.”

“LBD?” 

“Little black dress,” she said. “It’s a classic for a reason.” She rummaged around one of her dresser drawers and pulled out a stretchy-looking black cocktail dress. 

Or, at least, it looked like a cocktail dress. 

“I don’t know that I want to turn heads,” I said. “I just need to do this. I don’t know why.” 

That was a lie. I knew why. 

“Try black then,” she said. “I have one in pink, too. Pink might turn more heads.” 

She handed me the LBD, which looked small in her hand. I unfolded it and it looked so…narrow. I was going to squeeze into this? I was going to wear this? 

“We could…we could try this one,” I said, trying not to look like I was excited.

But I was. And when she turned around so I could change out of my jeans and sweatshirt and into the dress, I made sure she didn’t see that I was already wearing panties. A small, white lace g-string that I already knew would keep what little manhood I had from poking out and blowing my cover.

As I changed, I covered myself to hide the fact that my legs were already shaved, and had been for a long time.

Because while this was the first night I was going to go all the way, it wasn’t the first night I had gone most of the way. 

I shimmied my hands down my sides as I got the dress all the way on, and I felt electric. I was still Brad from the neck up, and there was no doubt about that. But from the neck down? I looked like a slender girl. 

And I knew I would. Or I thought I would. I hoped I would. 

I didn’t have any outfits like this tucked under my bed. I had leggings, I had stockings, I had a few pairs of panties. But I spent all my money on a nice wig, some makeup, and some chunky black shoes that I was hoping to wear to the party. Assembling a wardrobe, plus working on the confidence and support to actually wear it, was taking a long time. I was getting impatient, and I needed reinforcements.

Which is where Brandy came in. Brandy was my only bisexual friend. 

Well, she was my only friend, period. But she was also the most open-minded person I knew, had all kinds of friends in the LGBTQ club, and, most importantly, was the same size as me. Just a little petite person with a wardrobe I wanted.

Except first I had to tell her what I wanted, which was for her to dress me up and go to a party. 

Next I had to tell her why, and…I would get to that part eventually. 

But for now, I sat at her desk in a skirt as she worked on my face. I had done my own makeup for only a couple of weeks, and I was terrible at it, even if I got advice from the Internet. How To videos were great, but I often would get distracted by how great the person in the video looked, or I would get discouraged after searching for how much money I’d need to recreate that same look with what turned out to be sponsored products. Even if I could afford the stuff, I wasn’t skilled enough to have it look the same. 

No, I needed help. And just fifteen minutes in Brandy’s chair showed me that I had made the right choice. 

First, she blended my neck into my chest, and while I still had no cleavage, she at least made it look like there was something that my padded bra was doing. Then my Adam’s apple disappeared under a choker. Then my cheekbones were highlighted, my jawline downplayed, my lips turned into (if I say so myself) deeply red and kissable lips, my eyes became deep and dark, and by the time she applied some blue eye shadow, I no longer looked like myself. 

Well, I looked like myself. I looked like how I wanted to look, only I never could pull it off. 

With her help, I was better off than I had been in weeks. Once the wig was on and secured, and I felt the hair flow down past my shoulders, I felt like I had finally arrived.

I turned my head from side to side, puckered my lips, fluttered my eyes, and tucked my hair behind my ears. 

“Wait, Brad–” she started, but stopped, and I’m not sure whose eyes were wider. 

That was my name. I went by it my whole life, everyone called me that name, but somehow when she said it, it felt like a word bullet hit me right in my flat chest. It was wrong. 

“I can’t call you Brad,” she said.

“No,” I said. 

“And I definitely can’t call you that at the party. Who do you want to be?”

Without thinking, I said “Lily.” 

“Lily,” she said. “I like it.”

But I didn’t. 

I didn’t know why I said it. It was not a name that made me proud, it was not a name that I thought about with joy. 

Lily was my only high school girlfriend. Lily was the Vice President of the chess club. Lily went on to major in Civil Engineering. Lily was small, delicate, quiet, and teachers liked her. 

And Lily was very, very cruel.

Lily reached down my pants one night when my parents were out and began jerking me off. I knew what she’d find in my pants, and I was nervous for her to find it, but when she breathed “I only need two fingers!” into my ear, I knew that it was over. I had been right to be nervous. 

I knew that everything was over. Our budding relationship, my life. Everything.

I could never prove it, but I knew she told people about my size. A few days after we broke up, the jokes started. Always subtle, never aggressive. But they involved the number two, and there’d be a knowing look by whoever said it. 

Cheerleaders might have the reputation for being mean girls, but chess girls are just as bad. 

Two things happened after that: I never played chess again, and I never got close enough to anyone romantically. 

But we all hit our breaking points eventually, and I may have hit mine. It just wasn’t the breaking point I may have imagined. 

“Well would you look at us!” Brandy squealed after she wriggled into her own dress. She wasn’t big on makeup, so it didn’t take her long to be ready. She was a blonde to my reddish-brown hair. She was in a pink dress to my black one. She was less made up, but glowed more; my glow had to be painted on. 

But together I thought we looked pretty. The girl who fucks everyone, and the girl who fucks no one at all.  

She looked me up and down, spun me around, squinted at my eye makeup, licked her thumb and wiped something from my lip, and then held me at arm’s length. She was smiling.

Then she wasn’t, and she wasn’t holding me at arm’s length; she was grabbing me by the shoulders. 

Hard. 

“Spill it,” she said.

“Um, spill what?” I asked.

“It,” she said. “All of it. This whole thing. You shared one secret with me, but there are more. Yes, I was turned around when you changed, but there’s a makeup mirror right there.” She pointed at her dresser. “You were already wearing panties when you came here. Your legs are already shaved. So spill it, or I’m not going with you.” 

Want to know what happens next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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