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They say that if a virgin ever graduated from Brockton College, the statue of the Brockton Eagle outside the library would fly away. 

Well, I’m here to tell you that as we drove away from campus, the statue was still there, it didn’t follow us to Cape Cod, and unless I haven’t actually graduated, we’ve debunked a pretty old myth. 

I say “we” debunked it, but, of the three of us, I was the only remaining virgin. Marley came out of the closet Junior Year, and she hooked up with lots of girls after that, so she’s out. Adam claimed he slept with Josie Dawes, but she never confirmed it. 

She never denied it, either, but who knows? Maybe she had her own reasons to make it seem like she wasn’t a virgin. 

But me? I almost hooked up with Stephanie Manheim one night at a party, and that was the closest I ever came. She had made a semi-drunken comment to Marley like “once you find out a guy’s a virgin, doesn’t that make you want to pump him?” 

I started to get hard on the spot. 

Even though Marley was into pumping girls at that point, she was polite and just agreed that virgins were hot. 

Were virgins hot? I didn’t feel hot. All I really felt was like I was being left behind. 

I think Marley must have said something on my behalf, because later on that night Stephanie came up to me and whispered “guess what we’re doing later?” into my ear, before getting up and teetering off to the bathroom. 

That was two months ago, and I can still feel the way her whisper made the skin on my neck electrify, like I needed to clench my whole body to keep from shivering. 

Would I have wanted my first time to be with a drunk girl? At the time I didn’t care; I was fine with Drunk Stephanie doing whatever she planned on doing. But now? I’m kind of glad it didn’t work out that way. She didn’t remember saying it, so she wouldn’t have remembered me at all if we had gone through with it. Feeling forgettable is one thing; being forgettable is something else. 

The three of us all graduated from Leominster High School together, and got to Brockton excited about the promises that four brand-new years gave us. I remember staying up late in Marley’s dorm room that first night, talking it over with them after our first day of orientation. Were we going to remain friends during college? How about after? What would we major in? Who would we date? 

Four years later, I was leaving college behind mostly disappointed, although we were still best friends, so there was that. 

The whole drive to the Cape, we reminisced. 

“How many majors did you end up having, Adam? Four?”

“Five.”

“Marley, you were straight when we got to college.”

“Don’t remind me. I had fewer tattoos, too.”

“You had zero tattoos,” Adam reminded her. She flexed her biceps from the passenger seat as Adam drove, showing off her full sleeves.

“Paul, you had short hair when we got to school. I don’t even remember you with short hair.”

“How’d that man bun work out? Get you laid a lot, did it?” 

All I could do was pull out my hair tie and shake my long blonde hair down so it fell over my shoulders. 

“It's hard being this fabulous,” I said in the deepest voice I could muster. 

We all laughed.

“Still,” Adam said, “there’s something strange about how we all arrived at school in this car, and we’re all leaving in it too.”

“Are you going to get poetic or sentimental on us?” Marley groaned.

“I don't think English was ever one of his majors,” I said. “We’re safe.” 

“No, I’m serious,” Adam said. “Like, I watched some people get picked up the last few days in moving vans. They had a ton of furniture, or bikes, or all kinds of shit that wouldn’t fit in a car like this. Or you wouldn’t believe the couches and chairs that people were throwing away. Did you see the dumpster behind the Union? And here we are, the three of us, and all we’re taking with us are memories. I kind of like that. That we have options, you know? That we’re not weighed down by anything.” 

For a couple hours we compared ourselves to our friends, or to anyone who graduated with higher GPAs. A couple people got pretty good jobs right out of school, quite a few were going on to graduate school, and a few people were total mysteries. 

But we all agreed that we didn’t want graduate school, yet didn’t want to start being adults so soon after graduation. It had been Marley’s idea to come to the Cape, hang out for a Summer, get jobs at the Sand Dollar in Harwich Port, and live together in one of the cheap little one-bedroom apartments behind Main Street so we could save money. 

“Yeah, I’m in. Something will probably work out by Fall,” Adam had said, because for him it usually did. Me, I just needed to be standing near someone like that, then I could follow them. 

It was getting dark by the time we drove into Harwich Port, but you didn’t need a lot of light to see that this was a small town. 

A very, very small town. 

This was going to be our Summer excitement? All the buildings were covered in the same gray shingles. The buildings were short. There were restaurants, gas stations, and gift shops, and not much else. Was this a city? It didn’t look like a city. 

“This is us, up here on the left,” Marley said, and Adam turned into the parking lot of what would be our home for the next three months, a long, two-storey apartment building that stretched away from Main Street. It was the same gray as everything else. 270 was on the second floor, and we grabbed our bags from the trunk, unable to hear the ocean. 

“Maybe we should have grabbed one of those couches you saw earlier,” Marley said after flicking the lights on in our place. 

We stood side by side by side in the doorway. It was small, but we were prepared for that. What we weren’t prepared for was that it looked pretty unfurnished. There was a bed in the bedroom, a couch in the living room, and one floor lamp. There was no table in the kitchen, no stools at the counter, no extra chairs, and no dresser. 

Marley tried so hard to make the best of it. There were plates, silverware, and a few pots and pans in the kitchen. She excitedly pointed out that there were exactly three coffee mugs. Adam excitedly pointed out that there was no coffee maker. 

The three of us shared two boxes of macaroni and cheese that Marley’s roommate Claire didn’t want when she left school. We toasted Claire with our mugs of tap water. 

“We need to have a serious talk about something,” Marley said, as we pretended to fight over who did the dishes.

“The apartment sucks?” Adam asked. “We know that.”

“No, the apartment’s fine. We’ll make it work,” she snapped back. “No, I mean, we need to talk about what happens if one of us brings someone home for some…fun.”

“Because girls will love this place? They won’t be able to keep their hands off of any of us once they see where we live?” Adam laughed. 

“Adam, I’m serious,” said Marley. “We don’t talk about this stuff, but we need to. Back at school, Claire and I would do the sock on the doorknob thing in case we needed privacy. We should do the same thing here.” 

We all kind of stared at each other. I was trying very hard not to picture Marley naked with a hot girl between her legs. 

“Look,” I said, “I’m likely looking at a Summer of celibacy. I didn’t come down here thinking I was going to get girls by living with you guys and working as a dishwasher at the Sand Dollar. But I’m not going to be a jerk about it. I can give privacy, sure, but there can’t be a sock on the door all night long, right? None of us has anywhere to go.”

“I’ll co-sign that,” Adam said. “Although not the part about being a monk with beach chicks all around us. You want to keep your dick to yourself, go for it. Leaves more girls for me and Marls, amirite?” They high-fived. 

“Speaking of dishwashing, are you both on at dinner tomorrow?” she asked. 

“Yes.”

“Yep. 4pm.”

“How the hell did I draw the morning shift on my first day?” Marley said. “Did I have to blow someone to get out of that? Am I not doing this right?” 

“I didn’t blow anyone,” Adam said. “I can’t speak for Man Bun, since he’s back of the house. Us waiters did not drop to our knees.” 

“I in fact gave two blowjobs,” I said. “Both to Adam’s Mom. That’s how she let him come with us.” 

That got a sharp punch to the shoulder, which I refused to rub while we all laughed. 

“Well, since I have the morning prep shift, I’m gone before eight,” she said. “Which means you two have to do the grocery shopping tomorrow. Get a coffee maker. And fruit. I think adults eat fruit.” 

For the rest of the night, we wrote up a grocery list for the next day, which was challenging only because we didn’t really know how to make anything. 

After a while, we figured we probably had enough groceries on the list to last until payday, and got ready for bed. Since Adam drove all day and it was his car, he got the bed, and Marley and I shared the pullout sofa. I tried not to think about her sharing the pullout sofa with a beach chick in a bikini, sunscreen glistening on their bodies. 

“Paul,” Marley whispered after a few minutes of silence.

“What?” I answered. 

“This is going to be a great Summer for you,” she said. “I can feel it.” 

“We’ll see,” was all I could think to say back.
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It was 7:45 when I became aware my phone was ringing. I think I incorporated the first few rings into my dream, so by the time I was awake enough to know what was going on, I had already missed a call from Marley. 

I lay back on the bed and slowly took inventory of my surroundings: I was in the small apartment in Harwich Port, it looked like Marley was gone for work already, and I was up far earlier than I had been in a long time. 

Before I could return Marley’s call, the bedroom door opened, and Adam came out, holding his phone to his ear, rubbing sleep out of his eyes with his other hand. 

“Oh, you’re up,” he said. “Marley said she tried you first.” 

“Yeah, I missed her call though.” 

“She says we need to get down to the Sand Dollar right now.”

“What?” I said. “No, I have the email. My shift starts at 4.”

“He says his shift starts at 4,” Paul said into his phone. Then he was silent, and looked at me. 

“OK,” he said, “got it,” and he hung up.

“Something’s wrong,” he said. “Marley said we need to get over there.” 

The Sand Dollar was a touristy seafood restaurant located five buildings East of our apartment. It looked pretty old-school from the outside, but the owners were savvy enough to close up shop for much of the offseason, and they also knew how to hire seasonal help online. They were thrilled to fill three openings with one phone call, though since I had never waited tables before, all they had for me was a dishwasher job. I took it. 

The parking lot was full of people by the time Adam and I got there, and we saw Marley in her black work uniform, talking to a couple of other girls. 

“Guys!” she called, and waved us over. 

“What is this?” Adam said, looking around. “Is there a line? Why aren’t you at work?”

“There’s no work,” she said, looking like she was about to cry. 

“What?” I said.

“Look,” and she pointed at the door. Adam and I walked over to it. 

Hanging on the front door was a sign that read at the top: 

By order of the Health Inspector of the County of Barnstable, this restaurant is hereby CLOSED until further notice until the following health code violations have been corrected. 

It looked like the actual list was on a second page, but since it was hanging on the inside of a locked door, we couldn’t read any more. 

But what we saw was enough. 

“Wow,” Adam said.

We looked at each other and didn’t know what to say. We looked back to where Marley was. There was a brunette girl with short hair standing near her. She was thin, in pretty good shape, and she would have been hot had she not been crying. I saw the moment on Adam’s face when he thought better about flirting with her. 

“This is Dinah,” she said after we wandered back over to her. 

I also saw the moment on Adam’s face when he realized Dinah was three inches taller than he was. She was even hotter up close, and I already caught Adam checking out her ass. All the waitresses were in black pants, and Dinah’s dress pants hugged her ass perfectly. 

“So…we don’t have jobs,” Adam said, looking around. “Any of us.” 

“I’m so screwed,” Dinah said. “I don’t know what else is hiring near here. I have to find something.”

“Dinah just moved here too,” Marley said. 

“This is a lot of people who are going to be applying to restaurants,” I said. “This is bad.” 

All I could think about was how I had very little restaurant experience and likely wouldn’t be able to get a new restaurant job without Adam or Marley getting it for me. 

I didn’t have a résumé. Plus, even if I wrote one, how would I print it? Was there a library around here? Did you have to be a resident to use it? 

Could I list the Sand Dollar as an employer? Would anyone know?

Adam and I stood there for a few minutes as the crowd started to thin out. People kept calling the owner from the parking lot, but he never answered. Eventually people started wandering off, looking stunned, wanting answers and not getting any aside from the sign in the door.

What the fuck was happening? Was the Summer over already and we had to go back to our parents?

Marley and Dinah were talking to a couple of the other waitresses and we didn’t want to interrupt. For the moment, it was just Adam and me. 

And we didn’t know what to do. 

Or, he didn’t know what to do. I knew that I would wait for Marley should something like this happen. And if I couldn’t wait for her, I’d wait for Adam. So I was fine; one way or another, I’d wait for someone to have a better idea than I was likely to come up with. 

“If we’re going to figure this out,” he said after a minute or two, “it’s not going to be on an empty stomach.” He motioned with his head at the coffee shop across the street, and off we went, leaving Marley with the waitresses. 

We sat with our coffee and egg sandwiches and replayed what had just happened, but only because we were delaying our talk about what to do next. 

“We’ll need jobs,” he finally said, sipping from his cup. “And since there are three of us and only one car, we are either going to need to coordinate this, or else we need to all go rogue and do what we can.”

“There’s always going home,” I said. 

“Not a chance,” he said.

“Why not? We’ve been in town for twelve whole hours. We don’t own anything, and we barely unpacked. You said it yourself: we have options, and we’re not weighed down.” 

“Yes,” he said, “but the apartment.”

“What about it?”

He took another sip of coffee and looked out the window at Main Street. Dinah and Marley were gone. 

“Did you ever wonder how we got it?” 

“Yeah, we all applied for it. Marley knew about it from when she was a kid.”

He shook his head. “My Dad co-signed the lease. If we leave, he gets charged, and I get in serious trouble. I can’t let him down like four days after graduation.” 

“Oh,” I said. “So we need to do this on our own.”

“We need to do this on our own,” he said, finally looking back at me. 

“This town isn’t that big,” I said. “Do we work our way down Main Street at all the restaurants?”

“Not just restaurants,” he said. “Anything.” 

He got out his phone and looked at a map of the town.

“This is our first stop,” he said, pointing to a restaurant. “Then we hit every place on Main Street until we get so far East there are no more places to apply.”

“OK. Then what if we don’t get anything?”

“Seriously. Paul, don’t start. We are not here to live in a shitty apartment with no job and not get girls. We can live in a shitty apartment with jobs and get girls. Got it? Let’s go.” 

***

There’s very little more demoralizing than having nothing to show for a long day. Adam and I hit every business on Main Street, even the art galleries and Real Estate Agents. Maybe the art gallery owner knew a rich person who needed a poolboy. Maybe a Real Estate Agent knew a landscaper. 

Turns out, not much was happening on one of the first days of tourist season. No one had a chance to get fired yet. No one got drunk and needed to call in one too many times. 

There was a retirement home, but they didn’t need seasonal help; they needed permanent help. There was a fishing charter, but he needed someone who had been on boats. We had lunch at a diner, but they weren’t hiring. We stopped at another touristy seafood restaurant and talked to a crazy-looking guy smoking a cigarette by a backdoor that looked like it led to a kitchen. 

“No hire,” he said in a thick Russian accent. “I bring family,” and he stomped out his cigarette on his way back into the kitchen. 

We got our hopes up at the Wychmere Beach Club, because we got passed from person to person. The Events Kitchen wasn’t hiring, but maybe the kitchen at the Clam Bar was? Grounds doesn’t need anyone, but go check at the tennis courts. 

We wasted two hours there. 

By the time we got back to the apartment it was close to 6 O’clock. We were exhausted, sweaty, and not exactly optimistic about our first day.

On our way up the stairs we argued about what tomorrow would be.

“We get in the car, we go to the next town over.” 

“I’m beat,” I said. “I don’t know that I can do that again.”

“We have to,” he said, getting to our landing. 

“No,” I said. “This makes no sense. We have no resumes, we have no references, we have no social security cards or forms of ID other than our Driver’s Licenses, right? We can’t go to legit places and try for work. We have to look at places that are so desperate for people that they’ll break the rules.” 

“Do you want to work at a place like that? Why do you think places like that are desperate?”

“Do we have a choice? We’re the ones who are desperate. It’s twelve weeks.” 

Opening the front door to our apartment stopped us in our tracks. 

It was cool. Like, several degrees cooler than it was outside. An air conditioner was running somewhere. 

It also smelled like…barbecue chicken? 

“Hi guys!” Marley chirped from the kitchen. “Shut the door! Don’t let the AC out.”

“We have AC?” Adam asked.

“Dinah had an extra unit,” she said. “Want a beer?” 

“We have beer?” I asked.

“I went shopping,” she said, matter of factly. 

Adam and I looked at each other and mouthed “oh, shit” together. We were supposed to go shopping today, and instead we walked all over Harwich Port looking for jobs that weren’t there. 

“It’s fine,” she said, emerging from around the corner with two cold bottles of beer in her hands. “I took care of it earlier. Dinner’s about to be served.” 

We clinked bottles. 

“I have good news and bad news,” she said as we sat in the living room to eat her dinner, which was a huge green salad with chicken on it. 

“Good news, please,” Adam said. “We don’t have any good news ourselves.”

I nodded because my mouth was full of food.

“The good news is that I got you jobs.” 

We stopped chewing.

“Are you serious?” Adam said. “How? What?” 

“Marley, seriously, how did you do this in one day? We had no luck anywhere here. Where is it? What is it?”

“It’s in Harwich Port,” she said, proudly, “so nothing really changes as far as the car, or living, or anything.”

“What is it?”

“T-shirt shop. Not hard, not outdoors, not sweaty, normal daytime hours so we all have nights off.” 

“For both of us?”

“For both of you. Same shifts. I already talked to the owner.” 

“Wait. There’s bad news,” I said, and I turned to Adam. “We’re forgetting the bad news.” 

“Yes,” she said. “The bad news. The bad news is that there’s a catch.”

“Great,” said Adam. “It’s going to be like a gay store and we have to act like we’re dating.”

“Not quite,” laughed Marley. “But you’re close.” 

“What?” we said in unison. 

“So yeah. The catch is that you have to be girls.”
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“There’s no way that’s the catch,” I said. “Because we don’t live in an 80s movie.” 

“Nope, that’s the catch. There’s a touristy t-shirt shop just up the road out of town, next to an ice cream place. Dinah and I got jobs at the ice cream place. The tourist place is hiring.”

“Why can’t we get jobs at the ice cream place?” Adam said.

Marley ignored him. “The t-shirt place mainly hires girls from Eastern Europe. I remember as a kid that there were a lot of Russians around here in the Summer.”

I thought of the smoking man at the restaurant. 

“This makes less sense the more you explain,” Adam said. “Not only are we not girls, but we’re not Russian either.”

“But,” she said proudly, “for a cash job, under the table, you can be.” 

“We don’t look like girls,” I said.

“Speak for yourself, Miss Fabulous,” Adam said. “I’m the one who doesn’t look like a girl.” 

“After we got hired, Dinah and I went up to Provincetown today,” Marley said. “We stopped at a sex shop and got you some drag stuff. It’ll work.” 

“You met this girl this morning and you already went to a sex shop with her?”

“To get you a wig,” she said.  

We just stared at her.

“To get you a wig,” she said again, glaring at us. 

“So you already decided this for us? Why? This isn’t exactly a decision you can make without telling us. I mean, you didn’t even text us the whole day. You could have let us know what you were thinking.” Adam did not look pleased. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “Dinah and I were all over the place, it was just…a lot.”

“You were thinking with your dick,” Adam spat.

Luckily Marley didn’t take it the wrong way. “You’re just jealous,” she said coolly. 

Adam rubbed his eyes. “I’m sorry, Marls,” he said. “It was a really, really long day.” 

Marley slid over to sit next to him. “I know, man. That wasn’t you. This was a rough first day here, but we’re figuring it out. I said you’d take the job and would start tomorrow. I figured you could decline if you found something today. Doesn’t sound like you did, though.”

“No,” he said. “We didn’t.”

Marley rubbed Adam’s arm. He looked at her hand, then at me. “I can’t go back to my Dad.” 

I waited for him to finish his own thought. 

“We need the desperate job, don’t we?” 

Marley nodded. 

“Let’s hear the details,” I said. “I’m not saying we’re doing it. But it is the only option right now if we want money starting tomorrow.”

“You can walk there. It’s off Main Street, North out of town. Cash, like I said.”

“Does the owner know we’re not girls?”

“The owner is Evelyn, and she's used to having Russian girls who don’t speak English well. She has paperwork for two girls who never showed up. Evelyn seems a little crabby, but she just wants you to keep the store tidy while she interacts with customers. You’re to get her whenever there’s a question. It’s basically a cleaning and organizing job.” 

“You didn’t actually answer him,” I said. “Does she know we’re not girls?”

“I told her I knew two quiet girls who might be more at home in Provincetown,” she said. “No more specific than that. When I told her that, all she did was ask if those girls learned quickly, could stay out of the way, and if they’d let her be in charge.” 

“Is it air conditioned?” Adam asked. 

Marley nodded. 

“Plus you get a 50% discount on anything in the store.”

“On cheap tourist clothes?”

“They sell more than just tourist clothes.”

“So we can eat saltwater taffy all Summer long?” I laughed. 

Just then, there was a knock at the door. 

She stood and looked at me. “I’m just trying to help, Paul,” she said. “I’m the only one with a job right now and I can’t afford to pay for three people all Summer. You guys had no luck. This is what luck looks like.” 

And with that, she opened the door, where Dinah was standing in a billowy white oversized t-shirt and hot pink leggings, holding a tote bag, looking slightly embarrassed. 

“Are we still on?” she quietly asked Marley.

Marley turned to face us. 

“It’s up to them” she said. 

“Are you still on for what?” Adam asked slowly. 

“Dinah’s here to help with your makeup,” Marley said. 

***

Adam and I sat side-by-side on the couch as the girls got to work, and he groaned the whole time. Marley started out with me, but after a few minutes I saw her exchange a look with Dinah and they swapped. Not sure what that was about, but Adam wouldn’t stop saying how much he hated it all. 

I can’t say I had ever shaved my face with a pink razor, and since the only people I’d ever tell were in the room with me, I’d probably never say it. 

But eventually Dinah was done plucking my eyebrows and trimming my hair, and Adam had his wig on. Dinah bent down to get something from her tote bag right as Marley was doing Adam’s mascara. “Keep your head still!” I heard her scold him. She slapped him someplace, but I couldn’t tell where, as I was staring straight ahead, trying not to stare at Dinah’s ass. As much as I wanted to confirm it was pretty perfect, now was not the time. 

I don’t really know anything about makeup. I can tell when girls wear it, and I know what the words are, but it’s not like I had ever put it on before, or even thought to. So I can’t say what Dinah was doing, or what she was using.

She was very close to me, though, and she smelled like sunscreen. For some reason, that was the most powerful aphrodisiac I had come across in a long time, and I had to concentrate on not getting hard as she worked on my face. 

She had little pencils, and puffy things with powder. She had lipstick, eye shadow, and different-sized brushes. She’d get really close to me and I’d breathe her in, and then she’d say “that looks great,” and I couldn’t tell what she’d done. 

At one point she was getting something else out of her bag, and I used that to look over at Adam. He used that same moment to look over at me. 

Our gazes locked. I couldn’t tell what he was seeing, and he couldn’t tell what I was seeing, but we both sat there with our mouths open. 

It was Adam, but not really. I had never pictured him with long hair, but it totally changed his look. But between his lipstick, eye shadow, mascara, and whatever else Marley used on him, he looked completely different. 

He looked a lot more feminine. 

Adam’s voice came out of this girl’s mouth: “Dude, you’d better not be hotter than me. Because right now you’re pretty hot and this is not OK. I’m not going to tell you the parts of my body that are confused right now.”

Dinah laughed and stood back, admiring her work. 

“You’re supposed to be Russian? How about we call you ‘Paulina’?” 

It bounced around in my head for a second.

“Not feeling it?” she said. 

“No,” I said, “but I can’t say why. It just doesn’t feel right.”

“There’s always Paula.” 

“And what does that make me?” Adam said. “Adamina?”

“There’s always ‘Bitchy’,” shot Dinah. She seemed like she was done with Adam’s commentary, and he was the only one who didn’t laugh. 

“Just do ‘Ada,’” Marley said. “That way you already know how to write it.” 

Adam got up and paced around the room. “‘How’s your Summer going, son?’ ‘Great, Dad, thanks for asking. I dress up as a girl every morning and fold t-shirts, and it’s all thanks to the college degree you paid for.’ ‘Well that sounds great, son, I’m glad you know how to do makeup. I don’t remember you majoring in that, so good on you.’” 

I sat there wondering what I looked like. Dinah looked at me and smiled. 

“We’re not done yet, girls,” Marley said. “You’ll get blue shirts with the store logo when you get there, but you’ll need shorts. And I don’t mean your shorts.” 

“Goddamn it,” Adam said, stopping his conversation with himself. 

“I have a few pairs,” Marley said. “But I’ll need them for work too, so we’re just going to have to rotate and do laundry like every other day.” 

“Do I have the legs for this?” Adam asked.

“You will,” said Marley, handing him a razor and shaving cream. 

“Ooof,” I said, taking mine from Dinah. 

Adam complained the loudest, so he got the bathroom by himself while Marley waited outside. I got the kitchen sink, and Dinah showed me what to do. We first used my electric razor to get everything trimmed back, then she showed me how to shave in long strokes to avoid cutting myself. 

“Ow! Shit!” I heard from the bathroom.

“I told you I would help,” Marley called through the door half-heartedly, not looking up from her phone.

“Go higher up the leg,” Dinah said, watching me work on my upper thighs. “Higher.” 

I had to roll my shorts and boxers as high as they would go. I felt comically exposed. 

“Soooooo,” Dinah started.

“Am I not doing this right?” 

“No, you’re doing it fine, it’s just that now’s maybe the time to break it to you that you can’t wear underwear like that under girls shorts.” 

“I heard that!” yelled Adam from the bathroom. “I am not wearing Marley’s dirty lesbian panties!” 

“I actually have a pack I bought before I moved here,” Dinah said. “I wore a few pairs already, so you can’t have those, and the only ones left are black and red.” 

“I’ll take black!” Adam yelled.

“I guess I’ll take red,” I said. 

“I’ll leave the razor and shaving cream behind,” Dinah said to me, “and if you need to do any touch-up, here’s some Nair.” 

I took it from her, and she grinned. 

“I feel like I know a lot about you now,” I said.

“Likewise,” she said, still grinning. She shot one look at the red bikini panties in my hand. 

“This all seems absurd,” I said.

“Well, you look really good,” she said, no longer looking at me. 

“I haven’t seen myself yet,” I said.

“Oh!” she said. “Here,” and she took her phone out as if to take a selfie. 

Holy shit. 

“Is…this a filter?” I asked. 

“Hah! No, silly, this is you!” 

It didn’t really look like me. I mean, it was my nose, and my jaw, and my eye color, but there was so much more to me this way. 

My lips were red, my eyes were darkly outlined and sultry. My hair looked great, my eyebrows were thinner and feminine-looking, and I did not resemble the Paul I saw in the mirror every morning. I looked like a completely different person. 

And Adam was right; I looked pretty hot. 

I was still wearing my normal underwear and clothing, so I didn’t feel like a girl, but I felt more like a girl than a guy. 

“This is insane,” I muttered to myself, moving her phone around to get different views of myself.

“It’s not insane,” Dinah said, losing her grin. 

“Oh? Have you had jobs where you needed to do something like this before?”

“Play pretend? Yes, that’s every job.” 

“That’s not what I mean,” I said. I preferred her smile to her scowl. 

“I once had a job as a seat filler,” she said. “I’d get dressed up in a nice gown and go to awards shows. My job was just to sit in the audience and look like I belonged there.”

“So like, sit with celebrities?”

“Right next to them. I wasn’t allowed to talk to them, though. So I’d get dressed up, then get moved around a theater by a production assistant and sit where an empty seat was.” 

“To make it look like they sold out the place?”

“No, to make it look full even though 6 people were on stage getting their awards.” 

“So you were just a professional pretty face?” 

She blushed. “Well, now you are too. It’s no different.” 

“I don’t feel like a pretty face,” I said.

“You’re a liar,” she said. “You know you’re hot. I know the look.” 

Her grin was back. 

“And if you try on some of Marley’s shorts, we’ll see how well you pull this off. You probably have a nicer butt than I do.”

“Not possible,” I said way too quickly.

“Oh?” she asked playfully, one eyebrow raised. “What are you saying?”

Now it was my turn to blush, and I felt myself get warm. 

She seemed to accept my embarrassment as an answer, and she shook her hips, swatting her own bottom. 

Adam refused to come out of the bathroom, so I had to use his bedroom to change. I could hear Marley trying to get him to come out, and I imagined him sitting on the edge of the tub, dressed as a girl, pouting, muttering to himself.

Meanwhile, I stood in the bedroom holding a pair of Dinah’s unworn red bikini panties and a pair of Marley’s worn tiny black shorts with white piping. 

I dropped my underwear and shorts to the floor and stood looking down on my flaccid penis. It hadn’t gotten any attention in a long time. I mean, it had never gotten attention from anyone else, but it had been a long time since even I had done anything with it, and that was unlikely to change now that I was sharing a bed with Marley. 

Now or never, I thought, and I slipped into the panties. I pulled them up and was amazed at how different they felt from briefs, which I hadn’t worn in a long time but remembered well. These were smaller, with less room in front. I looked down my front and saw the tiny bulge in the front of the panties, the only evidence there was a cock in there.

It felt like I was trying to get hard. 

Why? 

Was my body enjoying this?

I quickly pulled the shorts up and gasped at how, well, short they were. Did Marley look like this when she wore them? Do I remember her wearing these?

I tried to get a glimpse of my own butt, but couldn’t. Still, I could feel what they did to my body even if I couldn’t fully see it. To see it, I’d have to go out and hope Adam was out of the bathroom, or else get Dinah to show me on her phone. 

I opened the door and stepped out into the living room. 

It’s weird to have two girls in a room and yet it feels like three girls look at you, but Adam was out of the bathroom, holding some tissues to his legs where he had cut himself shaving. He looked unhappy, but at least he looked like an unhappy girl. 

Dinah’s eyes lit up when she saw me and she clasped her hands together.

“Oooh!” she squealed. “Turn around!”

Why the heck was I modeling my ass for this girl? Earlier she had seemed so depressed, and now she was positively charged. She was glowing. Why? 

“This was…not what I thought it would feel like,” I said. 

Which was true. I’m not sure what I thought it would feel like, but I could feel myself trying to get hard in my panties, and I wasn’t able to. I felt almost naked, despite wearing shorts. But these were the shortest shorts I had ever worn, and made me feel naked even if I could go outside in them.

Oh, shit. 

This is what I’d be wearing when I went outside. I’d feel naked outside. 

Dinah motioned for me to spin around, and I could almost feel her looking me up and down as I turned my back to her. When I turned back around I did my best impression of the little hip wiggle she gave me earlier, which at least got a laugh out of her. Adam shook his head. 

Shook her head? This whole thing felt strange. 

Dinah went to the fridge and grabbed four beers, opening them by slamming them against the counter.

“We got this, ladies,” Marley said, and we clinked bottles. 

Adam shot me a worried look. 

Dinah couldn’t stop smiling at me. 

I had spent years wanting to get into someone’s panties.

Now I was.
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First days of anything usually make people nervous. You’d feel butterflies in your stomach, you’d feel a tightness in your chest, you’d be more tired since you were up later than normal worrying about whatever was going to happen. 

I felt all of those things as I stood in the kitchen, sipping my coffee, but I added a new feeling and I was trying my best to ignore it: my cock was positively throbbing in my panties. 

I wondered if that would happen. 

I had taken the outfit off when I slept, but I almost wish I had worn the panties to bed since I had to ignore an erection the whole night. At least in the panties I wouldn’t have been able to get hard. 

Adam emerged from his room and already looked angry. Possibly because his ass didn’t look as good as mine did in Marley’s shorts. 

“Don’t start,” he said, pouring himself a cup of coffee. 

Dinah had gone home late, after we worked out how we were going to get to work, how we’d coordinate laundry since we had to wash our clothes each day, and how we’d handle makeup emergencies if Adam and I were on our own. Dinah and Marley taught us how to walk more like a girl, and how to say one- or two-word phrases in a softer, more feminine voice. 

Marley didn’t have to be in to work until 11, but she got up early anyway to help with last-minute makeup fixes and give us a pep talk. 

“To a Summer to remember,” she said, and we clinked our three coffee mugs together. 

Adam stopped halfway down the stairs. I turned and looked up at him.

“I can’t do this,” he said. 

“Yes, you can,” I said. 

“I’m too self-conscious.”

“You’re overthinking it,” I said. “You’ve seen what we look like. We just need to do what we’re told. It’ll work out.”

“I just cannot believe how little has worked out since we left school,” he said.

I walked a few steps up and looked at him in the eye. “I doubt we do this the whole Summer, but right now we have no other options. This keeps you from having to go back to your father, right?”

He sighed. 

“Just act natural,” I said. 

“This might be natural for you, but not to me.” 

“You know what I mean.” 

“I can’t believe how eager you are to do this.”

“We can’t be late our first day. It’s not eagerness. It’s reality. Fix your panties and be a man.”

At least it got a laugh out of him. 

But in a way, he was right. I did feel a sort of nervous excitement about this. I wasn’t timid about it, or even embarrassed. 

Part of me was looking forward to being outside dressed like a girl. And I don’t mean the erection that was being smooshed back into my body by my panties. No, I was looking forward to doing this because it felt thrilling, it felt exciting, and it felt like something I had to do. 

It was safe. It was taboo, and it was energizing. 

“Let’s get this over with,” he said, taking a few tentative steps down the stairs.

“Good girl,” I said. 

***

“Excuse me? Miss?” 

I turned from where I was re-organizing a rack of Cape Cod t-shirts by size. It was a young, college-aged guy in a pink polo shirt and a white Brown University baseball hat. 

“Yes?” I said in my best generic Russian accent.

“Oh, sorry,” he said. “I thought you were someone else.” 

I had been there for three hours, and things weren’t as awful as I thought. 

Just then a guy in a blue polo shirt and a Lakers hat came around the corner. “Any luck?” he asked Pink Shirt. 

“No, it’s not her,” Pink Shirt said to Lakers Hat. “The dudechick must have left.” 

Dudechick? 

Oh no.

Were they here to stare at Adam? 

That was really the only option. No one else was working this morning except for Evelyn and me, and they weren’t staring at me. They thought I was a girl. 

“Bro,” said a third voice. “In the back. Come see.” 

They went off toward the back of the store, where I was pretty sure Adam was. 

“Paula!” came Evelyn’s shrill voice from the front. 

Adam was on his own. 

I walked to the front, where the register was. Evelyn was standing with a customer and ringing her out. 

She motioned with her head at a table where it looked like every t-shirt was tried on and put back in a heap. I may have only been there for a few hours, but I knew my cue to start folding. 

“So no one here speaks English?” I heard the customer say to Evelyn.

“My girls are all from Russia,” Evelyn said. “They have more opportunities here, and they want to work. It’s also frankly easier because I don’t have to worry about them telling customers the wrong thing.”

“Ooooh, employees who don’t talk back,” said the customer, a blonde woman in her forties trying to look in her thirties. 

“That is nice,” Evelyn said, laughing. “They don't complain, either.” 

Evelyn didn’t know Adam. Adam complained a lot. 

Ada, however, did not complain, at least not in the store. 

Adam bitched the whole walk to work, but that stopped as soon as Evelyn stared him down and handed him his shirt with the Lucky Lobster logo on it, which was a lobster climbing out of a trap. We shared a few whispers since then, but not much. 

We got ten minutes of shirt folding training, a few stern words about shoplifting, a tour of the break room that had a dorm fridge and a dirty couch in it, and then we were on our own. 

“Eastern European women are so pretty,” I heard the customer say. I kept folding and didn’t look up, but out of the corner of my eye I could tell she was looking in my direction. 

“That’ll be $105.50,” Evelyn said. “Yeah, a few of them love the attention they get when they come here. They’re so exotic to the local boys, and sometimes I have to step in. Some girls can be vulnerable, but others know exactly what they’re doing. I usually know which is which. I’m going to have to watch one of these, I can tell.”

“Well good luck,” the woman said, taking her bag. “I love this little town and all its surprises!” 

The bells on the door rang on her way out, and then all I heard was the soft music, playing from somewhere in the store. 

“Go ask her, chickenshit,” I heard from the back. I looked up, and the three college boys were back. 

Ask who? And ask them what? 

“So, uh, hey,” the guy in the Lakers hat said.

He was talking to me. 

“Hi,” I said. I knew better than to stop folding shirts. 

“I was just wondering, you’re pretty cute and I like your look, and we’ve got a beach party up in Welfleet later tonight if you’re not busy and want to hang out.” 

Was he hitting on me? I went my whole life, 22 years, without getting hit on. Without getting a single person to approach me this way, aside from a drunken Stephanie Manheim. 

I dress as a girl for one day, and I get hit on. 

Yes, it was by a guy.

No, I did not like guys, at least not that way. At least, I didn’t think so.

I had a sudden flash in my mind of me on a beach at night near a bonfire, sitting with this guy, and he turned his Lakers hat around, and leaned in to kiss me…

“Boys, you’re welcome to shop here, but not for the girls,” came Evelyn’s sharp voice from the front.

“Oh, uh, sorry,” the guy said, and he quickly left with his friends. 

“Thank you,” I mouthed to Evelyn from across the store. She nodded. 

“Grab some more medium-sized shopping bags from the back, please, and restock them up here.” 

As I walked past the front counter where there was a mirror near the sunglasses display, I caught myself smiling.
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“Dude, I hate this,” Adam said on our walk back to the apartment after we clocked out. “I feel like I’m not fooling anyone.”

I hadn’t told him yet that I was hit on. I decided not to. 

“It’s money,” I said instead, keeping the story of the three college guys to myself. “Cash, too.” 

“I sat when I peed,” he said through clenched teeth. “Can you believe that shit?”

I could believe it, because I did it too.

“It’s not that bad,” I said.

“Yes it is,” he said. “I was alone in there. No one was watching. Why did I sit? I didn't need to. Yet I did. This whole thing fucked with my head.” 

“Let’s please stop talking,” he said. “I’m serious. This is really awful. And I don’t want anyone overhearing us on our walk home. You might sound like a girl, but I don’t, and I don’t want to draw any attention to us, OK? Small, stuck-up towns aren’t exactly famous for being liberal and tolerant.”

“You should live in Provincetown then.”

“No, I should get a normal job as myself instead of doing this bullshit,” he spat. 

I don’t know what was going through Adam’s head as we walked, but I kept replaying the encounter with the college guy over and over. I didn’t find guys attractive, was not interested in going on a date with him, but could not get over the fact that I felt flattered that he approached me. 

He looked like a typical guy who went to the same parties we just went to at school. Girls liked guys like that. Cocky, immature guys who thought it was funny to stare at Adam got a lot of girls. 

That guy chose me. 

That guy thought I was a girl. 

Walking silently behind Adam, I replayed things over in my head. He was a little awkward, and was kind of performing for his friends. I hadn’t meant to picture him kissing me, but it just kind of went into my head. It didn’t turn me on or anything; I just assumed that would be how that date would end, if I went.

Which I wasn’t going to. I was still aware of my sexual urges, though I wasn’t turned on by the guy who hit on me. No, it was really just the feeling of being what I was, or the feeling of being who I was.

I was wearing clothing that reminded me, constantly, that I had a body. Nothing I ever wore before did that. My panties were teasing me, and I had so much skin showing that I felt like I was in contact with more of the world than normal. 

I watched as drivers turned their heads to watch us walk. I saw a guy across the street with his wife or girlfriend turn his head and follow us when we passed. I caught someone’s eye in a side view mirror as they drove past. 

There was a thrill to being a spectacle. I wasn’t used to it. Was I discovering that I was an exhibitionist? Is that what it was called when someone got off by being exposed? I felt more naked than clothed, and I did still have that spark of sexual urge within me that formed the night before and stayed with me all day. I’d need to take care of it sooner or later. 

Marley wasn’t there when we got to the apartment, and Adam pushed past me, taking his wig off with one hand. With the wig, he looked girly, like he could have passed for Adam’s sister if he had one. Without it, he looked like Adam wearing a lot of makeup. 

“Careful with that,” I said. “Mess that up and you’ll feel even less like a girl. It’ll look like you have sex hair, which is only going to give the college guys ideas.”

“No offense, man,” he said, “but I’m showering first. You’ll have to be a girl for a little while longer.” 

Strangely enough, I was fine with it. He disappeared into the shower, and that left me on the couch by myself. 

I sat with my legs crossed, and slowly uncrossed them, then crossed them the other way. 

I had never had this view of myself before, with long, smooth legs. 

So much of my legs were showing as I sat, with my shorts riding almost all the way up. I placed my hands on my knee and slowly dragged them down towards where I sat. 

My nerves felt supercharged. I felt every millimeter as my fingers traveled up my leg. I felt tingles from my skin shoot into areas all over my body, as if there were connections in my body that had never been made before today. 

I could hear the sounds of Adam’s shower through the bathroom door. He’d be a while. 

I reached up the leg of my shorts and freed my cock from my panties. 

I was not completely hard, but I was not soft, either. At the tip of my cock was a single drop of clear liquid. I dabbed it with my fingertip and drew it away from my body, where it formed a long, unbroken line. It was sticky, and when I rubbed my fingers together, it was slightly slick. 

Part of me didn’t know what to do with myself. I was used to masturbating, but like this? I was dressed like a girl, yet was staring at an erection and needing to do something about it, which was not exactly how girls pleasured themselves. 

Why did I care? I shouldn’t, yet somehow I did. Wouldn’t it look ridiculous to have a hot girl sitting by herself, stroking a cock and then cumming all over? 

It felt like I needed a different plan, though I couldn’t put into words what that plan was. I realized as I sat forward on the couch that I was having trouble putting quite a lot into words the last day or so. 

As I sat forward, the underside of my cock rubbed on the couch. 

It felt good. 

I pressed my thumb down on top of my erection and pushed it onto the couch, then ground my hips. I was concentrating all my feeling right on the underside of the head of my penis, and it felt amazing. It felt more like what a sneaky girl might do who wanted to get off without being dirty. 

Why did I never think to do other things to get myself off? This was working.

I ground some more, grinding in a circular motion onto the couch.

This was working well.

This was working really well. 

I felt that familiar swelling inside me that meant I was getting close. There wasn’t anything close by for me to ejaculate into, and Adam’s shower was still in full swing, so I figured I’d cum into my hand and wash off in the kitchen sink. 

Just at that moment, I heard footsteps start up the stairs outside the apartment door. 

Quickly I stuck my erection back into my panties and fixed my shorts. The orgasm that was very close stuck around for a few seconds and I needed to squeeze to get it to subside. I was otherwise afraid to move, afraid that I’d start to climax and that Marley and Dinah would be standing in front of me as I did it. 

I squeezed, and I clenched my teeth, and I felt my climax start to fade away. I pretended to stare at my phone as the door opened. In came Marley and Dinah.

“Well hello, hottie!” Marley said. 

“How’d it go?” Dinah asked, beaming. “Blue’s a good color on you.” 

“It was fine,” I said, feeling myself still swelling in my panties, wanting more of what I had been doing so I could relieve myself. “No problems at all. Adam’s in the shower.”

“We thought we might go out to celebrate,” Marley said, putting her stuff down on the table. 

“Sounds good,” I said, still afraid to move. “All three of us are working? We’re technically very rich now.” 

I put my phone down and put my hands back on my knee, more to ground myself than anything.

“We’ll give you a few minutes to take all of that off,” Marley said, as she motioned to her face. 

She meant my makeup.

“Oh, right,” I said. “Adam’s almost out, I think. Shouldn't be long.” 

Also I couldn’t get up off the couch without revealing the erection that was trying to poke through my panties at the time. 

The girls giggled in the kitchen a little bit, then disappeared into the bedroom to change out of their work clothes. 

When it was my turn in the shower, I was afraid to touch myself. I was still very horny from the last 24 hours, and very frustrated thanks to my interrupted attempt to get myself off. 

But could I jerk off in the shower and then look my friends in the eye at dinner? 

As I removed my makeup with a washcloth, I stared down at my now soft penis. Dinah’s bottle of Nair was sitting on the edge of the tub.

Didn’t that stuff burn a little? Should I use that to help keep my hands off myself?

Before I could argue with myself, I had squeezed a few squirts of it into my hand, and had worked it all over my balls and my pubic hair. I stared at myself in the mirror as it went to work, and I felt a little sad, as now when I looked in the mirror, it was…just me. I was used to seeing me, sure, but for some reason the excitement of today built me up, gave me some confidence, and made me feel like I was somehow more than I usually was. 

Was that strange? 

I was sorry to see Paula go. 

By the time the Nair did its work on my pubic hair, I wasn’t as horny, my makeup was off, and I decided not to put my hair up in my man bun, choosing instead to leave it long.

At dinner, the girls wanted to hear everything about the day at the Lucky Lobster. Adam wasn’t in the mood to share a whole lot, so I did most of the talking. I told them about Evelyn, about walking around in tiny shorts, and about the conversation Evelyn had with the tourist lady. Dinah gave me a knowing look when I mentioned the line about Eastern European women being so pretty.

Then, when Adam was in the bathroom, I shared the story of being hit on by the college guy.

“Wait, so he was flirting with you?” Dinah leaned in. 

“I think so. He wanted me to go to a beach party.”

“Did you talk to him beforehand, or was he just hitting on you?”

“No, we didn’t talk ahead of time.” 

“So he was just horny?”

“Guys are gross,” Marley said.

“We’re not gross,” I said. 

“Not sure you get to make this call, Paula.” Marley said. “Plus, I think you doth protest too much.”

“No I don’t!” I said. 

“See? You’re doing it again. Did you find him hot?”

“No,” I said. “It’s not like that at all. He was like…who were those guys who lived in the little green place on Broad Street? The ones who would do wet t-shirt contests all the time for the charity they made up?

“Brian Fletcher and Cade McGowan.” 

“He was like Cade. Not attractive, looking like a typical frat guy, maybe trying to overcompensate for who knows what. But listen, I have to worry about what I look like all day. There was something odd about him hitting on me. Not that I would have said yes, but just knowing that he thought I was worth hitting on kind of…”

“Kind of what?” Dinah said. “It kind of mattered?”

“Sort of,” I said, feeling myself blush. 

“No, I know what you mean,” Dinah said. “You needed validation that you looked good.”

“And I don’t know where that came from, really,” I said. “The guys were there to kind of make fun of Adam. They knew he was a dude in makeup. But one of them is attracted to girls and yet tried to flirt with me.” 

“You know how I know you’re not a girl?” Marley asked.

Dinah and I both looked at her.

“Because you didn’t go to the bathroom with Adam. Here he comes, and something tells me he’s going to want to talk about something else aside from guys wanting to stare at him for the wrong reasons.”

“We can’t tell him that,” I said. 

Not a real girl. Something about that stung a little. 

The only hair on my body was on my head, and I felt strange. I felt somewhere between Me and Something Else, but I was still having trouble figuring out what that Something Else was. 

After dinner, we went to a little townie bar called the Sandpiper and had a few drinks. We did get a few glances from some local guys drinking canned beer. 

“I think they’re wondering about the four crazy people ordering the IPA,” Adam said. “I’ll be the keg is three years old and we’re the first ones to drink it.”

“I bet they’re trying to figure out why Paul’s wearing nail polish,” Dinah said playfully. 

“Oh shit,” I said, looking down at my hands. I had completely forgotten to take the nail polish off at the end of the workday. “How the heck did I forget to–”

“Told you he’s fine with this,” Adam said. 

How did I overlook that? It’s not like I hadn’t used my hands the last few hours.

“I was wondering when you’d notice,” Dinah said, smiling. 

“Speaking of Paul’s nails” Marley said, "we should get back and do laundry if you ladies are going to have anything to wear tomorrow.” 

“Oh. right,” I said. “I’m not sure I want to wear those same shorts again.”

“Because you don’t like your ass in them?” Adam said.

“No, because I’d rather wear something with pockets,” I said. “I had to leave everything in the break room all day and it felt weird.” 

Marley and Dinah both laughed. 

“Welcome to my life,” Dinah said. 

“I have no shorts with pockets,” Marley said. “You think girls are kidding when they complain about this? If you want pockets, there’s a perfectly nice cargo skirt waiting for you. That’s as good as it gets.”

Everyone stared at me, waiting for my reply. 

“We’ll see, won’t we?” was all I could come up with.
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“Paula!” I heard Evelyn bark from the front room. 

“Yes?” I asked, stepping up from the lower room with an armful of shirts that needed to be put back from the fitting room. 

“Come here,” she said. “Leave the shirts. Ada can do them.”

I walked to the front, where she was waiting near the registers. She looked me up and down, and I felt myself blush. I was doing that a lot lately. 

“My husband needs another girl.”

Could Dinah pretend to be Russian? She was a brunette. 

“I…don’t know anyone else.”

“No, no, not like that,” she said. “I mean, now.” 

Now?

She pointed outside with her head. I looked past her out the window and saw a line of cars at the edge of the parking lot, all waiting for a couple girls in bikinis to wash their cars. The sign said “Bikini Car Wash, $10.” 

“They need another girl,” she said. “Not Ada, and I don’t need to say why, so you do it. Everything gets pooled, including tips. We get half, you divide the rest. Now go put this on,” and she tossed me something on a hanger. 

It was a red bikini. A red string bikini. 

“Really?” I said.

“Really,” she said. “Now go. Wiggle your hips, like this,” and she did a little dance that was so unsexy I almost snorted. Dinah’s wiggly dance was hotter. “Throw suds,” and she flicked her wrist, “and smile a lot. Spray the hose. Men love this shit. You want tips? Shake your hips. You want cash? Flash your ass. Now get changed.” 

I could tell she was very pleased with herself over that. 

I was suddenly very glad that Dinah left that tube of Nair at the apartment, and even more glad I decided to use it. 

I had spent the morning in Marley’s skirt, a charcoal gray cargo skirt full of pockets. I was able to keep my phone, key, and a small billfold in my pockets, but even that small amount of weight was enough to tug the skirt down lower than I wanted it, so I was flashing the waistband of my red panties every time I reached for something. 

“Little commie slut,” I heard Evelyn mumble at one point when I reached up to get her a box of frisbees in the stock room. 

But now, as I stood in the restroom, I had to swap red panties for a red bikini. 

I didn’t have the chest for it, but my pecs were just pronounced enough that they looked like small boobs once I put the slightly padded bikini top on. 

I couldn’t see my full body in the bathroom mirror, but I could see enough to know that I looked passable. It was the least amount of clothing I had ever worn outside, but I said that the day before too. 

What would I be able to say tomorrow? 

“No no no,” she said as I came out of the bathroom. I had put my skirt back on. “No skirt,” she said. “This is a bikini carwash. Bikini.” 

She pointed to the brunette girl standing with her, who was wearing a yellow bikini. 

“She can take the skirt off outside, it’s fine,” the girl said. “Thanks for helping. We were going to be so behind otherwise. I’ll show you what to do. C’mon.”

“Isn’t this fun!” she said as we walked out the door. Before I could answer, the door closed behind us and she added “Ev’s a perv. But the money’s good. I’m McKenzie. Do you speak English?”

“Paula,” I said in my generic accent. “Not many.” 

She laughed. “Not many English! I love it. I talk a lot, so I have too many. Anyway, you stick with me.” She pointed at the two of us, and she pointed to a little blue Hyundai next in the line of cars. 

I nodded, and she took out a bottle of sunscreen, squirting some onto her hands. 

“Take off your skirt, and I’ll do your back. Your back,” she said again, motioning behind herself. 

I stepped out of my skirt and tried to secretly check to see if my bulge was showing. Luckily the bikini was tight, and it kept things in place. 

She rubbed sunscreen all over my back, the first girl to touch me in what felt like forever. She went so fast that I didn’t have time to get nervous, and certainly didn’t have time to enjoy it. But after I worked sunscreen all up my legs, my arms, chest, and neck, McKenzie tossed me a sponge and I was ready for my first car. 

For the next few hours, we scrubbed, sloshed, sopped, sprayed, and wiped. We flung suds, I reached over car hoods for the enjoyment of whoever was in the next car over. I bent down to wash already-clean bumpers, and I made sure to copy whatever the other girls were doing. 

There were five girls total: me, McKenzie in the yellow bikini, Noelle in the blue and white striped bikini, Rebecca in the light blue one-piece that looked like a racing suit, and then busty Harley in the skimpiest pink thong bikini I had ever seen. 

Rebecca and Harley were showing off the clearest camel toes I had seen in person, and they didn’t care. No other girl acknowledged them in any way, as if it was completely normal to be outside with your pussy lips barely concealed from strangers in cars. 

What were they saying, or thinking, about me? I tried to conceal my crotch as best as I could, either by facing away from them, or by holding a sponge or bucket right in front of me. 

Rebecca was as flat-chested as I was, and at one point between cars we were sitting under the tent and she high-fived me. “Let’s hear it for the itty-bitty titty committee!” she said. 

The buckets of sudsy water would warm in the sun a little bit, and that was fine. But we also ran a hose from the ice cream store and a second one from the Lucky Lobster, and that water was freezing. 

A few times, though, I had to deliberately hose myself down my front in order to keep my erection in check, just to ice it back out of the way. 

The girls helped, even if they weren’t aware of it. Noelle sprayed everyone with the hose, and it took a little while for her to learn whether I liked it or not. I didn’t like it, but I did technically need it, so I played along.

The girls came to my rescue a few times, Noelle especially. 

“Hey hon,” a deep voice came from behind me. “You free after you work my car over? I know someone else you can work over.”

“She doesn’t speak English,” snapped Noelle. 

Just as with Lakers Hat, it’s not like I found the guy attractive. But how do you ignore the fact that there were four other girls there, all of them broadcasting sex appeal much louder than I was, and he chose to try to pick me up? Do you take a compliment, or not? 

It happened again with a guy in a white Tesla; I was pretty sure he was recording us on his cameras, and I made sure to bend down right behind his car when I needed to get more soap in my sponge. 

These guys were turned on by me, were turned on by us. And honestly, I was turned on by us as well. This was never something I could have done as Paul, and yet not one of these girls gave me a second glance the whole day. There was nothing like the three guys tried to do to Adam yesterday. It was just me, outside, wearing a very small bathing suit, playing with four other girls and getting paid for it.

I was in love with the way the sun was hitting almost all of my skin, and I imagined myself wearing Harley’s thong, even going so far as to wonder if I could pick one up with my 50% discount. 

What was I doing? 

What was I turned on by? Was it that I was surrounded by attractive young women with hard nipples, camel toes, and skimpy bikinis? Was I turned on because I was in a bikini? Or would I have been horny no matter what since I hadn’t had any sexual release in days despite being horny almost constantly. 

Still, it was somehow reassuring that even though I had been Paula for a couple days and had gotten hit on by men, I still had my sexual compass pointed towards hot young women. 

Not that my sexual compass ever led anywhere. 

Around 5:15, Evelyn came out and took the sign down. Apparently it was too racy for when families would get ice cream, and so we finished the last few cars, divided up the money, and the girls drove off in their cars, leaving me outside to wait for Adam. I counted $96, and into the skirt pocket it went. 

“This sucks,” Adam said as soon as he saw me and we started home. “It sucked yesterday, it sucked this morning, it still sucks now. It’s not worth it. I am looking for another job Friday.” 

“Why not tomorrow? We’re off tomorrow.”

“You’re off tomorrow?” he yelled. “I have to work. Holy hell, I have to go in there dressed like this by myself?” 

“I thought we had the same schedule,” I said.

“Me too,” he said. “This keeps sucking.” 

It was still hot out even though it was 5:30, and I could feel my damp bikini beneath my clothes. It was keeping me cool, and despite how horny I was from the car wash, I could feel that I was no longer trying to burst out of my bikini bottoms. 

If not for Adam, it would have been a nice walk home. I felt the ocean air on my body, I felt more relaxed, I felt like I was more convincing when I walked, and this was now two days in a row that people came onto me. 

They noticed me.

They were drawn to me. 

Has that ever happened? 

No, it didn’t. 

“No offense, pal, but I get the first shower again. This is awful.” 

I thought about how horny I was yesterday, and how I almost got to take care of myself on the couch while he showered. I was even hornier today, and didn’t mind if he wanted to shower; after getting hit on all afternoon, after frollicking in a bikini, and after feeling like the hottest thing in the parking lot, I didn’t mind time for some self-care. 

We made our way up the stairs to our landing, and Adam got out his key. At the top of the stairs, he stopped.

“Shit,” he said, and he turned and looked down at me. “You’re not going to believe this.”

He stepped back, and there, covering our doorknob, was a sock. 

Marley’s sign. 

She was home, and she wasn’t alone.
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“No,” he said, shaking his head. “This is not fair. She has no right to do this.”

“Of course she does,” I said.

“No, she doesn’t. She knows we’re coming home around this time, she knows we’re dressed like this, she knows this. It’s selfish.” 

He readied his hand as if to grab the sock. His key was in his other hand.

“Adam, no.”

“She knows I don’t want to be like this.”

“Maybe they’re almost done,” I said. “You’re acting like she doesn’t know you want to get back to being normal Adam. Maybe she does. Maybe this is a quickie.”

He closed his eyes.

“Adam, if you were in there and someone came home before you were…ready, you’d be pissed. She’s no different.”

His eyes remained closed, and after a minute started nodding his head. 

“OK,” he said. “OK, you win. We wait it out. Let’s just go downstairs. We’ll sit by my car.”

I led the way back down the stairs and out to his car. He didn’t have his car keys, so it’s not like we could have waited in the air conditioning. Instead, we sat in the sun and felt ourselves sweat. 

“This wig makes my head so fucking hot,” he said as we squinted at each other and pretended our friend wasn’t upstairs having sex with Dinah. “You have no idea how lucky you are.” 

“Should have grown your hair out when you had the chance,” I said. 

“This sucks,” he said. “We’re hanging out in the parking lot on a sunny day, and Marley’s up there getting it on however she does that with Dinah, who’s fucking hot. They’re probably six orgasms into it and just got out their massive strapon, and meanwhile I’m down here dressed like a mangirl while talking to my friend who doesn’t seem to mind that he's wearing a skirt.”

“It’s not worth complaining about,” I said.

“Of course it is.”

“No, it’s not,” I said. “You don’t have to do it forever.” 

“It’s not that,” he said. “It’s all of it. We’re here less than a week, I’m humiliating myself for cash, and she meets a hot girl who likes to bone and I’m standing around with shaved legs. And you’re oddly at peace with it.”

I shrugged. “It could be worse.”

“How could this possibly be worse!” he said. 

“Worse than what?” we heard a woman call from behind us.

It was Dinah, walking from the street. She was wearing oversized sunglasses and a white sundress, her tote bag over one shoulder. As she got closer I could see the dark bikini she was wearing under the sundress. 

“Wait,” Adam said, looking confused. “If you’re here, who’s–”

“Hey Dinah,” I said. 

“Is this the hot chick tailgating party?” she asked. 

“Hardly. Marley’s up there,” Adam said. “She has…company.” 

Dinah looked up at our window and blushed. 

“Well that was fast.” 

“We thought she was with you,” Adam said.

“Me?” Dinah laughed. “No, Marley’s not my type. I don’t date girls like her.”

“What is your type?” Adam asked.

Dinah looked us over. “Girls like you,” she said. 

“Haha,” Adam said in mock laughter, and Dinah looked me right in the eye. I looked away quickly, because even though I couldn’t see her eyes through her sunglasses, something told me she wasn’t kidding. 

“I knew she clicked with Genevieve, but wow.” She paused and looked at us. “You really thought that was me up there?” 

“Yeah,” Adam said.

“Kind of,” I said. I was oddly relieved that she wasn’t up there with Marley, though I’m not sure I could say why. 

“Well, I come bearing hard seltzers,” she said, patting her tote bag. “If you’re killing some time, we can go hang out on the beach until they’re done. Damn, they must have really liked each other.”

“I am going nowhere like this,” Adam said through gritted teeth. “I’m guessing he’ll go, though. He apparently likes prancing around in a bathing suit and can’t wait to do it again.” 

We ignored him. 

My choice was to stay with Grumpy Adam while Marley got laid, or else walk to a beach and drink with a pretty hot girl I had spent the last fifteen minutes picturing naked, in hot lesbian ecstasy with one of my best friends. 

“Yeah, I’m in,” I said. 

“Great!” she said. “We can go to the Bank Street Beach. It’s not far from here. We can walk.” 

We left Adam behind, hanging out on the hood of his car, grumbling to nobody. 

“It’s only been a few days and he doesn’t seem to be taking this well,” she said as we got out to Main Street and headed East. 

“You think?” I laughed. 

We crossed Main Street at Bank Street, and I let her lead the way. 

“Is that Marley’s skirt?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. 

“It looks good on you,” she said.

“Thanks? I think?” I said. “Oh, wait.” I stopped.

“What is it?”

“I only have what’s in my pockets, which is just my phone and my key. I don’t have a towel or anything. Not that I could have gotten it from the apartment, I guess.”

“I have a towel,” she said. “We can share. I have sunscreen too.” 

We walked side by side the whole way down Bank Street, which was a residential street. Not many cars passed us, but I did wonder what they thought as they drove by. I could feel us getting closer to the beach since the trees were getting shorter and the breeze picked up. Pretty soon we rounded a corner and there was a huge parking lot in front of us, and just ahead I could see the white caps of cresting waves. 

We walked out to the beach, and chose a spot between two lifeguard towers. There were a few families still running around, but a lot of people were starting to pack up for the day. Dinah spread a towel out on the sand, I took off my skirt and t-shirt, and sat down on the towel. I dug a little cup holder in the sand to hold the lemon-lime hard seltzer she handed me. 

“You going to sit?” I asked. She looked a little nervous standing there, but she sat down next to me, then slowly lifted her white sundress over her head. 

I couldn’t be sure, but I think she inched towards me a little bit after she took her dress off. 

We sipped our seltzers and watched the ocean. 

“You know, I’ve never done this before,” she said after a few minutes.

“Never been to a beach?” 

“No,” she said, “I mean, I’ve never done this before. Wear a bikini on a beach.” 

“You’re kidding.”

She shook her head, then she looked away, out at the ocean. 

“I saw you today, you know.”

“What do you mean?”

“The car wash. All of it. Or, some of it, I guess.” 

“Oh. Yeah, that was not how I was thinking I’d spend my afternoon.” 

She looked at me and smiled. “What you’re doing takes a lot of courage. And I know that look.”

“What look?”

“The look that says you feel like you’re home but don’t want to be.” 

“I’m not sure this feels like home,” I said. 

It was my turn to look out over the water.

“That’s not what I mean.” 

I let that hang there between us.

“What do you mean?”

She smiled and then said “we should put on some sunscreen. I’ll do your back if you do mine.” 

For the second time that day, a girl put sunscreen on me. When McKenzie did it before the car wash, it felt mechanical. But when Dinah did it, it felt almost sensual. She worked her fingers slowly over my neck and back, slipping her fingers beneath the strings of my bikini top to get sunscreen underneath it. 

I was sitting on the towel with my knees to my chest, and I could feel my little hairless bulge start to twitch. She kept going over the same spots, wasn’t she? It was agony. She was teasing me. She had to be teasing me. 

“Now me,” she said. Her neck was partially exposed all the time because of her short hair, but she lifted it up to fully expose the rest of her neck. 

I wasn’t sure what to do. Was she doing my sunscreen in a sexy way on purpose? Does she want me to do it like that? Do I do it quickly, like McKenzie did? 

I decided not to take as long as Dinah did, but to have it be longer than what McKenzie did. I also hoped that by taking my time, my erection would calm down.

It didn’t. The whole time I rubbed slippery sunscreen onto her, I could feel my body respond. 

I did her back between her shoulder blades, and worked it in with the palm of my hand. Then  squeezed some more onto my palms, and rubbed her shoulders. 

“Oh, sorry,” I said. “You can reach those.”

“No, it’s OK,” she said. “It felt good. I wasn’t going to stop you. Feels different when it’s someone else.”

Yes it did. 

I needed cold water, fast, and the only thing around was the ocean. 

I stood up as she finished applying and hid my bulge from her. “I’m wading out for a few minutes,” I said. “Meet you out there.” 

Yes, it was Summer, and yes, we were at a beach, but it was still the North Atlantic. The water was cold, and I knew that as soon as I got waist-deep it would do its job. 

I turned my head a few times, and Dinah was still on our towel, leaning back on her hands, watching me. 

I waved like an idiot. 

The waves weren’t huge, but a couple of them would swell as they got close to shore and would ride up higher on my body than I was prepared for. I held my arms out and braced myself. Eventually the waves would swell and hit me in the crotch, and I could feel myself start to shrink. 

I turned to face Dinah again and was surprised to see her partway out in the water, following me. 

“This is fucking freezing!” she hissed at me as she got closer. 

“Isn’t it great?” I asked. 

“No! This is not like California at all!” 

She walked past me a little, then turned to face me with her back to the ocean. She was hugging herself and shivering a little. Her bikini was dark purple, and her boobs were only slightly bigger than mine. 

I was too busy sizing her up to notice the wave swelling behind her, and by the time the water rose above her waist it was too late. She cried out as the cold water surged up her back, and the wave had enough force that it carried her forward. 

She landed in my arms, and I held her. 

She looked at me, our faces only a few inches apart. 

“That was a big one,” I said. 

“I think the ocean is telling me to do something,” she said. 

“What’s that?” I breathed, hoping it was what I thought.

It was. 

She kissed me right on the lips as another wave hit us, only this time the cold water wasn’t enough to distract us. Her lips were soft, and her mouth was delicate. Another wave hit us and I dug my heels in, which pressed my crotch into hers. 

The cold water was no longer doing its job, but we did not break the kiss. 

Was I supposed to kiss her like a guy? What was I supposed to be holding? At that moment, her hands went up my sides and she held my head, working her fingers into the back of my neck, rubbing my scalp. 

It felt magical, and I did the same. 

Our kiss lasted another couple swells, and on the last swell, I felt something pressing against the bulge in my bikini. 

Did she have a bulge of her own? 

“I…wow,” she said as our kiss ended. “I was hoping you’d like girls like me,” she said. 

“What’s a girl like you?” I said, as we stared at each other closely. 

She held her hand out and hovered it right over my chest. “I want to touch you so badly,” she said. 

“I…haven’t eaten in a while, and that seltzer went straight to my head. I’m kind of afraid…”

“Afraid of what?” she breathed, close to my face.

“Afraid that I’ll make some bad choices.”

“I’m up for some bad choices if you are,” she whispered.
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Dinah’s apartment was downtown, right on Main Street, six or seven blocks West of our place. It was above a jewelry store, which was one of the few places Adam and I didn’t stop at when we canvassed the town for jobs. 

She unlocked her street-level door, and we speed-walked up the stairs, her leading the way and me getting a view up her sundress as we climbed. She definitely had a bulge in her bikini, and it matched mine. 

Did I like girls like her? A few days ago I wouldn’t have known what I’d say. 

She threw open her door and immediately turned to face me, her tote bag sliding off her shoulder and landing on the floor. 

We held each other’s faces and went in for another kiss as she kicked the door closed with her foot. As we kissed, she slipped out of her flip flops, and I did the same. I moved my hands to help her lift her sundress back over her head, and she worked the waistband of Marley’s skirt. 

The skirt fell to the floor at my feet, and I dropped her sundress next to it. 

She backed away towards her bedroom door, lifting my Lucky Lobster shirt over my head. By the time I could see again and we left the shirt behind us, we were through her doorway and kissing right in front of her bed. 

She removed my sunglasses, and I removed hers. 

We stared into each other’s eyes, while I grabbed the side strings of her bikini, and she grabbed mine. At the same time, we each pulled the knots undone. Both of our wet bikini bottoms fell to the floor.

Neither of us looked at the other, though we knew we were each naked from the waist down. 

I had never been with anyone before, and was not sure what to do. Though I had spent a lot of time fantasizing over my first time, I never imagined that my first time would be like this.

People had watched us come in out of the water together, having just watched two girls in bikinis share a long, passionate kiss in waist-deep water. People packing their cars watched those same girls in bikinis hold hands as they walked quickly through the parking lot. People leaving that parking lot in their cars passed by those same girls as they walked up Bank Street. And anyone on Main Street would have seen two girls disappear into an apartment building.

And those two girls were now in one another’s arms, unsure of what to do. 

Thankfully, Dinah acted first, and without breaking eye contact with me, she reached down and started stroking me. As cold as I was and as small as I felt, I knew it wasn’t going to take much to get me fully hard. 

I reached down, also without looking, and took her into my hands. She was smaller than I was, just as hairless, and it only took a few small strokes to get her fully hard. 

She grabbed me by the bikini top and playfully pulled me on top of her as we both fell to the bed. 

She started to grind into me, and I felt our hard cocks between us, rubbing against one another, and rubbing against our bellies. It was a slow grinding, and I ground back, surprised at how good it felt to just explore each other’s warm body. 

We kissed again, only this time she was distracted, as she was reaching for something in the drawer of her bedside table. I sat up and looked at what she was doing.

“It’s lube,” she whispered, and she squeezed a few drops of it onto her crotch, then pulled me back down on top of her. 

We got right back into slowly grinding into one another, only this time it was slick and I was lost in the sensations on the whole lower half of my body. She was breathing heavier now, and pulled her bikini top down, exposing her little breasts.

“Suck on them,” she breathed. “Suck them now.” 

I took each of her nipples into my mouth and I felt her squirm beneath me. As she squirmed, it only intensified what I was feeling, as she raised her hips in time with me sucking on her nipples.

Each slippery stroke I felt closer to the release I craved the last few days. Each stroke, we seemed to push harder into one another, until we looked one more time into one another’s eyes, and let go.

It was instant. We knew we were each granting the other permission to speed up, to become an animal. We both pushed into one another harder, our hungry cocks trapped between our bodies, and our pace quickened with each movement. 

Soon we were both breathing heavily, the bed was shaking, and we were smashed into each other. 

I felt the familiar feeling start to swell inside me. “I’m going to cum,” I breathed as our bodies flung sweat at one another.

“Not yet, I’m so close,” she moaned. “Oh God!” 

And I squeezed with all my might, trying to hold out, trying to keep this feeling going just a little longer. I tried to hold out for her, so we could climb together, and so we could come down together. And just as I couldn’t hold back any longer, I felt something warm hit me in the belly.

She was cumming, and she was spasming, and at that moment I let go and came with a cry. 

We held each other as we felt our separate pulsing cocks spray cum against our slick bodies. It had nowhere to go but stay between us. 

We kissed as our climaxes wound down, and we felt the warm, thrilling mess between us.

I slid off of her and lay next to her, and we felt the mix of cum and lube drip off our bodies onto the bed. She slowly rubbed her fingers all over my belly, and I felt the same teasing feelings from when she applied sunscreen earlier. 

Was that my first time? 

Did it count if no one penetrated anyone? 

“I’ve never done anything like that before,” Dinah said. “I don’t know what happened.”

“I don’t care what happened,” I said. “That was amazing.”

“I’m scared,” she said. 

“Scared of what?” 

“Scared that was too much,” she said. “Scared that you don’t like girls like me.”

“I think I am a girl like you,” I said softly.


Epilogue

Adam lasted three more days at the Lucky Lobster before he headed back home, unable to take any more of it. His father wasn’t on the hook for any rent, though, as Marley decided to stay in the apartment with Genevieve, the girl Dinah introduced her to. 

As you might have guessed, I moved in with Dinah and we spent the rest of the Summer getting to know one another and getting to know one another’s bodies. 

As I write this, it’s mid-September and tourist season is over. The Lucky Lobster closed for the year, and we spent a week deciding what to do, hanging out at as many beaches as we could visit. We settled on piling into her car and heading back to California. I’ve never lived anywhere warm, and Dinah swears that we can wear bikinis all winter where we’re going. 

Marley and Genevieve are sticking around Provincetown for the Winter with “her people,” as she put it. We haven’t heard from Adam in months. It’s hard to lose a close friend just as you start to blossom, but I wish him the best and hope we reconnect someday soon. 

Marley’s been great, and has been the most supportive friend anyone could ask for. Not just because she let me keep the coffee maker and the cargo skirt, but because she knew all about coming out, and about becoming something new. 

In the end, she was right. It was a really great Summer for me.


THE WATER GIRL

A First-time Feminization Story

_________________________________
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The office of Dr. Priscilla Abad, Dean of Students, did not look like the waiting room of a powerful administrator who could find me a new roommate. It looked like the waiting room of a 15-minute oil change place. It had thinning gray carpet where thousands of students walked in before me, then they’d sit in the same metal furniture that was in my dorm lounge. 

I had only been waiting ten minutes or so when her office door opened, a young man with long brown hair came out of her office, and I heard a voice from within the office say “thanks for your time, Daniel; good luck.” 

A dirty blonde woman in her 40s poked her head out and smiled at me. ‘Abad’ must be a married name. “Darby Culver?” she asked. 

“That’s me,” and I stood up. She motioned for me to follow her inside, and she closed the door behind me. 

“Have a seat,” she said, pointing to two more metal-framed chairs. 

Man, this college was cheap. 

“I read the complaint,” she said, sitting down at her giant metal desk, “but why don’t you tell me in your own words what the problem is.” 

“I’m not really complaining,” I said. “It’s serious.”

“Oh, it’s just a term,” she said. “Go ahead.” 

“Well,” I started, unsure of where to begin since she had all the information already, “I guess I have a roommate from hell and need a new room.” 

“And this would be Peter Wentworth.”

“Patrick Wentworth, but yes.” 

“Patrick, excuse me. Proceed.”

“I don’t…really feel safe in my own room. He never leaves, he doesn’t go to class, and he’s up all night playing on his computer and shouting into his microphone. I can’t study in my room so I have to go someplace else, and I can’t sleep in my room either, so a lot of times I stay with my friend. But I don’t think it’s really fair that I pay for a dorm room that I can’t sleep in or study in, so I’d like a new room, please. My parents even said they’d pay for a single if that can speed things up.”

She sat back, nodding. 

“It’s a little early in the semester for us to see room change requests, and we frequently need to have students drop out or have some other emergency for there to be anything available. My understanding from Residence Life is that it will be at least a few more weeks until we can move you. Might I suggest a different plan?”

“Like moving off campus?”

“No, I mean, might I suggest something like mediation.”

I groaned.

“It’s standard procedure,” she said. “As much as I don’t want to minimize your problem, we do try and exhaust all options before moving people around, which may disrupt a lot of students.”

“But I’m being disrupted now,” I said. “Why are we saying it’s OK for me to be disrupted as long as more students aren’t?”

“I know this is frustrating, but sometimes all it takes is something like a guided mediation to talk through problems.” 

“We tried that already,” I said. “Scott did.”

“And Scott is….” she said, glancing at the file that was open on her computer and continuously scrolling with her mouse. 

“Scott is my RA. It didn’t work. Patrick thought I tattled on him and the next day he ate all my food when I was in class. This isn’t a misunderstanding that we’re going to hug our way out of. Patrick is a rich jerk. He thinks the rules don’t apply to him. He puts his dirty laundry on my bed. He calls me ‘Darcy’ because of my long hair, and refers to me as his co-ed roommate since he thinks I look like a girl.” 

“I see,” she said, still scrolling. “That must not have been a formal mediation session, because it’s not listed here. I’m afraid we’d need to go through the conflict resolution process first so we have things documented.”

“Why are we still hung up on the mediation session? He’s not the kind of person you can reason with. He’s mean,” I said. “My parents got me that ‘Oh, The Places You’ll Go’ book and had all my teachers in school sign it. It took them years to do that, right? They started when I was in Kindergarten. Patrick tore out every other page.” 

“You saw him do this?”

“Well, no. But who else would do it? I mean, he’s going to fail out, so why pretend he’s suddenly going to be a good roommate and student just because we ask him to?” 

“We do have to allow everyone the opportunity to succeed.” 

“He’s squandering that opportunity, though. Plus, he's doing it at my expense. Grades are why I’m here, and I feel like I have to work twice as hard to keep up. He’s failing on purpose. I’m struggling because of him. Why risk losing two students when you only have to lose one?”

“I hear where you’re coming from, but that’s not how we work here. If we’re not going to pursue formal mediation, the best I can do is get you on a waiting list for a new room.”  

I stood up. “I was hoping for better news than this. I mean, I think he’s running a gambling ring or something. He’s always got sports scores up and he takes money from people all the time.”

“I read that in the complaint, too. Do we have proof of this? We’d need something pretty convincing to move on that.”

“I don’t know. Maybe it’s Fantasy Football, who knows. I’m not a sports fan.”

“Well, there’s a difference. Gambling would be illegal and would be grounds for disciplinary action. Fantasy Football is perfectly legal.” 

I sighed. Why was she on Patrick’s side? Was it because his father was on billboards all over as a well-known personal injury lawyer? Did he give money to the school? 

“I wish I had better news to give,” she said, creaking back in her chair. “But I have to warn you: the only spots that open up early in the semester would be vacancies created by someone leaving a situation similar to yours. This is another reason why we try to fix an existing room before moving people. We’d be having you swap one problem roommate for another.”

“Well, of course,” I said. “That’s because the problem roommates apparently get to stay and the rest of us have to leave. Why can’t we have two problem roommates live together, and if someone else wants to actually sleep and study, I can live with them? Why do the problem roommates get to stay put?”

“We have certain rules we have to follow,” she said. 

“I don’t think this can be fixed,” I said.

“While we wait for an opening, you could try and gather evidence for the gambling thing. That would hurry things along.”

“But I don't want to go back there,” I said. “I don’t even have time to sleep and keep up with my studying, let alone secretly investigate a gambling ring. You know, I’m almost sorry I brought that up. I thought it would help.” 

Dr. Abad looked at me. I couldn’t tell if she was looking at me with pity, or with empathy. 

“Never mind,” I said, standing up. “I was hoping for more help.” 

“Thanks for your time, Darby,” I heard her say behind me as I walked to her door. “Good luck.” 

***

Knock, knock, knock-knock-knock. 

It was our secret knock, the one we’d used for years when we’d tap on each other’s bedroom windows to let the other know it was time to sneak out and wander around the neighborhood at night.

“How’d it go?” Sarah asked expectantly as I opened her dorm room door and let myself in. 

I sat on her bed and stared at her roommate Kendra’s Jason Momoa Aquaman poster hanging on the opposite wall. All he and I had in common was the length of our hair. 

“So…it went that well, huh?” she said after I didn’t answer her.

“The Dean just said we needed to do mediation again so we were following procedure. It’s like she was reading from a script. I don’t think she was listening to me at all.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, coming over and sitting next to me. “You’re always welcome here until we figure this out.”

“No, I’m not,” I said. “Sarah, seriously, Kendra doesn’t want me crashing on your floor any more. I can tell.” 

Sarah looked at me and squinched her face up. She’d been doing that for years, it was endearing, and one of the reasons we had been best friends for so long is because we could read each other’s body language. That squinched look meant a lot of things; here, she was telling me that she was hoping I hadn’t noticed I’d worn out my welcome. But I had. 

Twice Kendra had tried to bring a guy back to her room, and twice they had to find someplace else to go because I was sleeping on the floor. The first time she kicked me by accident trying to find her bed in the dark. The second time I didn't think it was an accident. I didn’t want there to be a third time. 

She was the opposite of Sarah in a lot of ways. Kendra Dubé was tall, blonde, slim, and already popular, like she brought an entourage with her to Beckley College. Sarah was 5’5”, like me, and didn’t wear makeup. She had very tight, black curls, and mostly wore leggings, hoodies, and sneakers. Kendra always seemed to have money to go out, buy trendy clothes, or take a carful of hot girls someplace in her BMW. Sarah worked two jobs to help put herself through college: she worked in the mailroom filling mailboxes when the mail came in, and she was a water girl for the football team, basically walking around huddles and squirting water in the mouths of players. 

The mailroom job I got; it needed to be done. But the water girl job? Football players knew how to drink water. They could do it themselves; they just didn’t. 

“What are you going to do tonight?” she asked after several unsuccessful attempts to make me feel better. 

“Same thing I always do,” I said. “Sit in my room to defend my stuff, then try to sleep when I can.” 

“You should go out,” she said. “I could find a party. You could try to–”

“Try to do what?” 

She looked at the floor. “Try to have fun. Try to forget. I don’t know. Just…try.”

I stood up and grabbed my backpack. “I’m going to go try and study.” 

Sarah lived four buildings away from my dorm, but I turned it into a 30-minute walk. 

Wasn’t college supposed to be better than this?
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“I got you a place!”

I jumped in my seat.

“Jesus, Sarah, don’t do that. This is the library!” I hissed. 

Everyone sitting at the nearest tables stared at us.

“Sorry,” she whispered, making her squinched face again. “Let’s go find a place to talk. I got it figured out.”

We had to go all the way to the basement to find an open study room, and somehow when she shut the door the room felt quieter than the library that was on the other side of the door. 

“What do you mean you found me a place?”

“An apartment,” she said proudly. “Off campus.”

“Like, for us? I don’t understand. I don’t have a job, and we’re freshmen. We can’t move off campus.”

“I got you one of those too,” she said. 

“Wait, wait, slow down,” I said. “This is almost too much to take in. Start with the apartment.”

“I got you a room in a house down on River Street,” she said. 

“How?” I said, already picturing myself moving all my stuff out and leaving Patrick behind forever. 

“I was down at Public Health earlier, and there was a listing there for rooms. Just hear me out. It’s for girls who need a place to go, and in this case–”

“I’m not a girl, Sarah,” and I immediately started picturing myself moving all my stuff back into Patrick’s room. 

“You don’t have to be a girl, you just have to look like one,” she said. “Which you already kind of do because of your hair and because you’re not exactly a football player. But it’s for people who need to get out of their living situation fast, and that’s you, right?”

“But if this is for women being abused, that’s not really the point of the–”

“You’re being abused. Patrick is a bully. Even if you’re not who the owner has in mind, it still describes you.” 

“I can’t do that!” I said, glad to be in the basement and out of earshot of everyone. “This makes no sense at all! I can’t live in a free room meant to help abused women.”

“It’s not free. It’s just a hundred bucks a month.”

“OK, but I don’t even have that!” I said. “And my parents aren’t going to give it to me. They're already paying for the dorm room that I don’t want.” 

“I said I got you a job, remember?” 

“When am I going to find time to work in the mail room?” I said, sitting in one of the same metal-framed chairs that seemed to be everywhere on campus. Why was it so hard to find a comfortable place to sit on campus? The most comfortable place to relax and study was on my bed, and I couldn’t go there.

“So…not that job,” she said. “Help me with home games.”

“Oh my God, Sarah, I hate football, you know that. I’m not going to walk around and help gigantic, stupid men stay hydrated while doing something dangerous that we clap for.” 

“Darby, you’re stuck, and I’m trying to help. This is what I have. But I can see you’re upset. You’re not sleeping well, you’re not studying as much as you want to, and you don’t have anywhere to go. Right?”

“I guess so,” I said, feeling defeated all over again.

“Scott isn’t helping, and the Dean wants to check some boxes on a procedure checklist. That’s all you are to her: boxes on a checklist. But you’re more than that to me. I’m trying here. I’m trying to help. This is putting a strain on my own roommate situation, you know.”

“So you want me gone too.”

“I don’t want you gone; I want you to be happy. Don’t be melodramatic. This is about you, but it’s not only about you.”  

My father once told me that life was about taking many bad choices and turning them into one good choice. This felt like that. 

What even were my choices? 

I could stay with Patrick, which I already knew wasn’t working. I could continue to impose on Sarah and Kendra, which apparently had reached its limits. Getting a job and moving off campus was appealing, but not on these terms. 

What other terms were there? Could I get a job and an apartment on my own? I couldn’t get my own versions of things faster than this: she already had them for me.

I put my head down on the table. I knew when I lifted it up again, I’d lose. 

I did not want to lose. I had already lost too much and this was only the third week of school. 

“What’s your plan?” I asked into the table.

“One of the water girls has mono,” she said, sitting in the chair next to me. “She’s going home. This will work. We move you into the house, you work a few Saturdays, just for home games, and it’ll be enough to get you out of your current room and pay for your rent. If it takes a few weeks to find you a new room, that’s fine. If you only have to do this a couple times, that’s also fine. It’s not permanent.”

“Can we get to the part where I’m a girl?”

“All you have to do is wear leggings and a sweatshirt. It’s easy. You don’t need to be a girl all the time, just for the games, and just when you are in your apartment. So you can change in the bathroom down here in the basement. No one ever comes down here, right?” she raised her voice to indicate that she wasn’t bothering anyone. 

“So let me get this straight,” I said. “I change from boy to girl down here. As long as I’m a boy on campus and a girl in the apartment, I’m fine.”

“And a girl at work.”

“And a girl at work, right.” 

I lifted my head up and looked at her. 

I had lost. 

She knew I had lost. She held up a key. 

We didn’t need to say anything, so I squinched my face at her.
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I emptied my backpack in Sarah’s room, and then we grabbed her suitcase, her backpack, and her laundry bag. We had formed a plan on our walk back from the library: we were to go to my room, stuff as much as we could into those bags, move into my new room on River Street, then spend the night getting me as girled up as we could. 

We hoped we could avoid Patrick, but no such luck. He was sweating in front of his computer as we opened the door. The room smelled like a locker room next to a farm. 

“What’s up, ladies?” Patrick sneered as we went into the room for what I hoped was the last time. He looked greasier than the last time I saw him, and his stubble had grown into several uneven patches on his neck and cheeks. 

“Don’t get up,” snapped Sarah. “I’d hate for you to burn some calories today.” 

Patrick stared in disbelief. If I spoke to him like that, I’d probably be harassed even more. At least I could confirm Patrick didn’t hit girls, as angry as he looked.

“Your girlfriend isn’t welcome here,” he said to me in a flat, sinister tone.

“That makes two of us,” I said, and started emptying my dresser into Sarah’s suitcase. 

She grabbed my books off my desk and pulled my laptop charger out of the wall. I grabbed my own suitcase from under my bed and stood it up; it already had my winter coat and boots in it and was ready for our escape. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” he sneered. “You think you’re better than me? Is that it? You going to rat me out again?” 

He started to rise from his chair right as I stuffed my shoes into Sarah’s laundry bag and I tightened the drawstrings. 

“Oh, you bitches,” he started to say, but banged his hip into his desk as he rose, knocking a water bottle over onto his keyboard. 

“Fuck!” he yelled, and as he stood up, the cord from his headphones reached its full length and got pulled from his head, landing right on top of the wet keyboard. 

I’d like to say we made a graceful exit, but we banged into every corner and doorway on our way out of the room, down the hall, and out the front door of the dorm. 

Once outside, we flew, or seemed to. Both of us were laughing, both of us wobbled, each of us dropped something and had to pick it up: a pillow, a sweatshirt. I’d have to go back for the rest of my stuff, but what was even on the top shelf in my closet? Surely I could live without it, at least for a while.

Our run became a half-run, our half-run became a speedwalk, and by the time we got to the edge of campus, we were walking like normal people, catching our breath and reliving what we’d just done. 

“OK, wait a second,” she said as we turned onto River Street. “We’re close. You have to put these on.” 

She handed me a pair of pink-tinted aviator sunglasses. 

“Now this,” she said, and gave me a pink scrunchie. 

“Wait, what?” I said. 

“The longer you push back, the more likely someone sees you and your cover is blown,” she said. “Just put it all on.”

“Where did you get this stuff?” I asked as I put my hair up in a pink scrunchie. 

“I took it from Kendra,” she said. 

“You stole from your roommate?” 

“Do you know how many lipsticks she had?” Sarah asked, pulling a lipstick out of her pocket. “Nineteen. Nineteen. Do you think she’s going to know she only has eighteen when she wakes up tomorrow? No. So I took a few things. Now put the lipstick on. We can’t do your face completely, but the glasses and lipstick should be enough to make you look like a girl from a distance in case a resident sees you.”

I had never worn lipstick before. Chapstick, yes, but nothing like this. I stood on the street, grateful we were losing daylight as I painted my lips red. 

“This is going to work,” she said, slowly nodding at me like I was a decoration she was considering adding to an end table. “You’ll be able to study, you’ll be able to sleep. This will work.” 

We walked much slower as we walked the rest of the way, and it was getting dark by the time we dragged the suitcases all the way to the end of River Street. The house I was apparently moving into was almost the last one, not far from where it dead-ended at the boat launch by the river. It was a large, white, Victorian house with a turret in the front. I could see a carriage house in the back. The front porch started at the turret and wrapped around the house next to the driveway. 

It didn’t look like the type of place to have metal-framed dorm chairs in it. It looked like the type of place a repressed Southern woman fell in love with a ranch hand. 

“This is it?”

“This is it,” she said. “There’s a back door, and we go up the back stairs. Your room is on the second floor, facing the back yard and a little patio. Nice and quiet.” 

We banged into considerably less on our walk up the stairs than we did on our way out of my dorm room, and didn’t see any residents as we slipped into my room. It was a small room that managed to be bigger than my dorm room. It had a double bed, a couch along one wall, a closet, a small desk, and an oval-shaped rug on the floor. There was no dorm furniture in sight, and no Patrick. I almost cried when I saw the bed. 

We shut the door and unpacked, only hearing movement in the hallway a few times. I didn’t get a great look at the hallway, but there were six doors in total, and I was assuming one of them was a bathroom. I was either going to need to get good at dodging people, or get good at pretending to be a girl.

Sarah read my mind and pulled some makeup out of her bag. 

“Another sale at Kendra’s store?” I asked.

“You know it,” she said, pulling some clothes out of her suitcase. “The good news is that you already look like you can pull this off, so this isn’t going to take magic.”

“I’m not sure if that’s a compliment or not.”

“It is.”

“I’ve imagined better. ‘Hey, Darby, you look like a girl.’” 

Sarah laughed. “Well, you do. And for the next few weeks or months, that’s your superpower. I wouldn’t sweat it.”

Weeks or months? That seemed like a long time. But first we needed to work on each new minute, as each one seemed to bring major change. For the next few minutes, Sarah got to work on my face with Kendra’s makeup. Sarah was a little out of practice since she wore very little makeup herself, but she was better than she gave herself credit for.

“I don’t have to do a ton to your eyebrows,” she said.

“Good,” I grimaced as she plucked another hair out. “Is there a reason this has to be done one at a time?”

“Only if you want no eyebrows at all. Then I’d draw them back on.”

“No thanks. Just give me a second before you, ow!” 

“Sorry,” she said, and showed me her work in a little mirror. 

It was still me in the mirror, even if my lips were red and my eyebrows were thinner. Somehow I looked friendlier. Or was it softer? Whatever it was, I tried not to have anything flicker across my face that would suggest my approval. 

I must have failed.

“I thought you’d like it,” she said, smiling. 

“When did I say I liked it?”

“I know the look.” 

She drew near my eyes, making it seem like my eyes were slightly squinting, which she said was more alluring. Aren’t eyes for looking? Why do I want to be alluring? 

The biggest difference came from the mascara, which made my eyelashes look thick, and long. Did I ever notice my eyelashes before? They were mostly invisible up until a few minutes earlier, and I liked them fine that way. A little bit of Kendra’s eye shadow later, and my eyes were no longer invisible; they were the focus of my face, and looking in the mirror felt disorienting.

“I…don’t know what to say.”

“I’m not great at this, but I can get by,” she said. 

“No, I mean, it looks fine, I guess, it’s just that I don’t really recognize myself.”

“Well that’s good then! It means no one at the game tomorrow will either.” 

Oh, wow. Tomorrow. 

It had been a lot all at once, and I think the fact that I was sitting and starting to calm down made the hectic, frantic last few hours stand out like my eyes. 

Tomorrow. Tomorrow I started a new job, in order to pay for the rent of my new room, which was no longer with Patrick Wentworth, but was instead off campus. I had a secret bathroom on campus I could use to change identities, and I needed to keep it up for as long as it took to get a new room on campus. 

None of this would be necessary if Dr. Priscilla Abad would have listened to me instead of following what her checklist told her to think and feel. 

“OK, girl talk,” Sarah said.

“Oh my God, Sarah, no.”

“Sorry, just trying to keep it light. But seriously, the game is at 2pm, we have to be there at noon to help set some things up, and I can be here sometime late morning to help you. I’ll bring breakfast.” 

“Oh, you’re not staying?”

“Wasn’t planning on it. Be a big girl.”

“Sarah!” 

“Sorry,” she laughed. “It’s easy, but I’ll stop.”  

“I’m assuming I can wear my normal sneakers,” I said. “And while I can’t say I’m looking forward to leggings, the hoodie at least covers my ass.” 

“It’s not ideal, but if you have briefs, there may be an underwear line, but it should work. Just don’t wear boxers, or boxer briefs.”

I stared at her. 

“You don’t have briefs,” she said.

“No, because I’m not 8 years old.” 

“Stop it. Lots of guys wear briefs.”

“Well I don’t. Boxers only.” 

“Not under leggings. I have a pair in the bag for you. Boxers can’t show, plus this will keep you from…poking out.” 

“I’m not wearing your underwear, Sarah.”

“Not mine.”

“More from Kendra? Man, she was angry about me crashing on your floor. She’d be irate if she knew I was in her makeup and underwear.” 

“You don’t have to model it for me, Darby. But tomorrow you do have to wear it. You can’t wear nothing, and you can’t wear yours. You’re trying to trick people, remember?”

“I can’t think about this right now, Sarah.”

“Fine, we’ll deal with it in the morning.” 

Sarah ran interference for me so I wouldn’t have to meet any neighbors, and I ran to the shared bathroom and back to get ready for bed. Despite the tension from the underwear conversation, I was slightly sad she wasn’t going to spend the night, but maybe that was a habit since I had slept in her dorm room a lot the first few weeks of school. 

She left me on my own and I heard her walk down the back stairs. 

Finally on my own, I sat at the desk and looked at myself, still done up to look like a girl. It wasn’t half bad, but still not something I felt comfortable with. I wouldn’t say I looked hot. Maybe cute was a better term? Although what was I admitting about myself if I thought I was a cute girl? Would I still be doing this if I weren’t cute? Probably not. And so being cute was somehow important. 

And knowing I was cute was a bit of a problem. 

She left me with some baby wipes, and I used a few to start taking my makeup off. Pretty soon the only person staring back at me from the little desk mirror was me. The me I knew already. 

I got ready for bed, and eventually stood by my bed in my boxers. 

Tomorrow.

Tomorrow, I would not be wearing boxers. I would be wearing girls’ underwear. Panties. What color? Did I want to know?  

Part of me did want to know. I loved looking at girls in panties, when I’d have the privacy to look at porn online. Which hadn’t been in a long time. There was just something about it; the contrast against smooth skin. The outline of what was between their legs. The different materials. Girls could wear lace, satin, or cotton. They could be bikinis, thongs, something cheeky, a g-string, or something crotchless. But I had…boxers. Plain old, boring boxers. 

But even thinking about panties was enough to get me going, and I could feel myself start to get hard. I had been so displaced for weeks, so stressed out, and so out of sorts, that I had no opportunity to pleasure myself. What’s more, it barely crossed my mind at all. How could it? 

It’s not like I could do it in the room with Patrick. It’s not like I could do it sleeping on the floor between Sarah and Kendra. And what am I going to do, hide in a library bathroom and jerk off? 

But as I stood in the little bedroom on River Street in my boxers and thought about panties, my body began to remember. I had been in survival mode and had to focus on different needs. The need to sleep, study, or protect myself. But now I had no needs. 

My body could want again. 

I reached into the backpack where Sarah said she put a pair of Kendra’s panties, and there was a black cotton thong. 

“No panty lines here,” I caught myself muttering out loud. 

They seemed tiny compared to the boxers I was wearing. Would this even fit? Would this work? How was I going to wear these? 

There was only one way to find out. 

I dropped my boxers to the floor, and stood in my new room, completely naked. It was harder than I thought to figure out which was the front of the thong and which was the back, but eventually I slipped one foot in, then the other, and then I pulled them up my legs and squeezed myself into them.

There wasn’t much room, and I looked down at myself. I expected to see a big bulge down there, but who was I kidding? I wasn’t that big. And the panties were tight enough where I was kept pretty contained, even though I was clearly starting to get hard. Sarah was right; if I had to wear leggings tomorrow and appear like a girl, this would help. 

I slipped a hand into my panties and started to work myself over, feeling myself swell immediately. There wasn’t a ton of room in there, but I didn’t really need it; one of the ways I liked to get off was to just grip myself in one hand and rub the head of my cock with my thumb. I wasn’t terribly well-endowed anyway, so even having less space to work with wasn’t a problem if I did it that way. 

There was barely enough room in the panties for me to fit my soft penis let alone a hard one with my hand wrapped around it, and that meant that the thong was finding its way between my cheeks. 

But rather than feel uncomfortable, like a wedgie, it felt oddly arousing. I was pleasuring myself from the front, but the thin cotton of the thong back was pleasuring me from behind, lightly rubbing against me as I stroked. It was more concentrated pleasure. 

Still standing, I spread my legs a little farther apart and felt the thong slip right back against me, lightly rubbing against my asshole as I massaged the head of the erection that was now at full attention. 

Why had I never thought of my asshole sexually before? Because it was gay? But it wasn’t; girls did it all the time, and I watched loads of porn where girls had anal sex. It was hot, and forbidden. There was a vulnerability there, like you knew you shouldn’t be allowing someone to do it, but there was great power in being in control of it and taking pleasure from it. 

And there was clearly pleasure from it. 

I kept my firm grip, but snuck my pinky around my balls and placed it right against my ass. I jumped as soon as I felt it put pressure there; even though I knew it was coming, I didn’t know what it was going to feel like, and it felt good enough where my knees started to give out. 

I had no lube, but I pressed my pinky even firmer into myself and worked my thumb harder, feeling myself get lost in the moment, chasing an orgasm that I had gone without for too long. 

My thumb pressed harder, my pinky started to slip inside me, and I felt the all-too-familiar tingles start to build from the base of my cock.

My free right hand worked its way up my chest as I felt my climax start to build, and I somehow was cupping my own nipple. 

Knock-knock, came two soft knocks at the door, just behind me.

I froze. 

“Darby?” came a soft voice from the hallway. “Darby, it’s Miss Mulvaney. Just wanted to meet you and see how you were getting settled.”

Cars go from 0 to 60 in a few seconds, and if they go from 60 to 0 in a few seconds, that usually means something bad has happened. I went from 100 to 0. 

My heart pounded as I stood in a small bedroom in a black thong, my hand in my panties, tickling my own asshole with another finger, while a lady I didn’t know knocked on my door a few feet away.

She cannot see me like this, I thought to myself, afraid to move. 

I was no longer wearing any makeup and looked like a dude. If she let herself in, this would be terrible. I would be exposed, kicked out immediately, and back on Sarah’s floor before I ever got a night’s sleep in a real bed. 

Slowly I removed my hand from my panties, feeling myself throb with anticipation. I was so close to cumming, and yet that climax was the furthest thing from my mind. 

I don’t know how long I stood motionless in the middle of the room, tucked into a small black thong, but eventually I heard footsteps move down the hallway, and I could exhale. 

I let the thong drop to my ankles, got back into my boxers, and climbed very slowly into bed, being very careful not to creak anything to let a listener know that I was here. 

I stared at my ceiling for a long time as I was falling asleep, but I knew that I now had a complication. 

Sarah helped me dress as a girl, and it worked out, but I’d need to stay dressed as a girl in the house. There really was no other way.
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The water girls were Sarah, Crissy, and Felicity. 

Oh, and me. And I could still be Darby even if I didn’t look like myself. 

Darby was my mother’s maiden name, and she used to tell me it meant “free from envy.” There was a hockey player in the NHL at one point named Darby, and my mother told me about some actor named Darby whose last name I’ve forgotten, but every other Darby I ever met or saw in life was a woman. 

That used to bother me, but now it seemed it was a good thing, as nobody batted an eye at meeting the new water girl named Darby, and I didn’t have to pretend my name was Rebecca or something. I was wearing the same Beckley Stallions hoodie as the others, and the same black leggings.

Black leggings. I had never worn black leggings in my life. Never worn leggings of any color, really. But there I was, working a job where I was going back and forth between a football stadium and storage rooms, setting up fans, towels, water bottles, Gatorade coolers, and more. And I was basically walking around in tights and a thong. 

The job was pretty easy, though not why I had gone to college. I had two little six-pack holders, with six water bottles each. During the game we stayed out of the way, back behind the benches, and walked back and forth with the six-packs, offering to people who needed them. Sometimes we’d have to run onto the field and get water to the players who were playing, but Sarah said that would probably come in the third or fourth quarters, when people really started to get tired. 

There wasn’t much to it. 

As we got ready before the game, players from both teams were out on the field, stretching and getting ready. I don’t think I had ever been to a stadium for a game, but being in a stadium with empty seats was a strange experience; people should have been watching, but weren’t. Football without fans didn’t seem like football. 

The players were, almost without exception, enormous. No one had their pads on yet, but a lot of them had their football shorts on. I felt slightly self-conscious in tight leggings, sure, but these football players were bigger than me, much more manly, and yet were totally comfortable wearing skin tight shorts that left almost nothing to the imagination. 

I tried to forget the night before and how I could fit my own erect dick in one hand. Some of these guys had bulges that put me to shame. 

I volunteered for everything, which meant the coordinator, Stefan, immediately started praising me. It felt good to be appreciated, but I also enjoyed the feeling of walking around; I had dreams that Kendra got me a job as an underwear model, and I had a dormful of panties to try on. I could almost feel the different materials on my skin as I slept, and was incredibly horny when I woke up. 

I was also slightly disappointed that the only pair of underwear in my room was the one black thong. But by volunteering for everything, I could walk around in leggings, and feel the thong between my legs. There was something exciting about being sexually charged in completely non-sexual surroundings. 

Pretty soon, the activity increased in the stadium, more and more people were preparing for the game. Then the fans started to file in, the coaches and players for both teams started to warm up, and Sarah, Crissy, Felicity and I would routinely get lost in a crowd of enormous young men high-fiving. 

I didn’t take classes with anybody this big. What were these guys studying? Were they even studying? Were they students here? 

I couldn’t see much of the game, even after it started. The players were all between us and the field, and we were really supposed to stay back and out of the way. I knew when something good happened because the crowd would cheer, or players would come off the field high-fiving and yelling “let’s go!” to one another, but I wasn’t tall enough to see anything more than the occasional glimpse of what was happening on the field. 

Still, there was something enjoyable about the job, and I didn’t even care that I was in leggings. It was simple. It was straightforward. I knew why it was important. The four of us kept the water refilled at all times, and a few times I had to do things like stand a fan back up or throw some wet towels in a hamper. 

“That’s Dan Saroyan,” Sarah said to me at one point, when I realized I had been staring at a few guys. “They call him ‘Mouse.’ You’ll see why if you hear him talk.”

“And that’s Tayquon Edmunds,” Felicity said, pointing to the next guy. “People call him Tay. He’s nice. Some of the other guys aren’t.” 

“Ladies, we need someone to grab some more towels,” Crissy said as she ran by with some water. 

“I’ll do it,” I said. 

I hadn’t recognized anyone at the game yet, not that I knew a lot of people around campus. I had been somewhat vigilant when I first showed up to the stadium, and over the last few hours had relaxed enough where I could let my guard down. Barely anyone knew me as a guy; why was I so worried about being recognized if I was dressed as a girl?

As I walked from the players’ area back to the tunnel leading to the clubhouse under the seat, I spotted a girl from my psychology class, walking around with a camera around her neck. She didn’t recognize me, and as I walked past her, her camera brought back the dream I had the night before about being an underwear model, where I had hundreds of pairs of panties all around me, a near-infinite variety. 

I throbbed in my panties as I grabbed another stack of towels from the rack in the hallway, and made my way back to the field.

“Darby!” Crissy said as I got back. “Take your carriers to the field. My bottles are empty. I’ll take the towels.”

I grabbed my two carriers and headed out to where the defense was standing around. The offense was huddled up on the other side of the ball, and Felicity was already out there. A few players broke off from where she was standing when they saw me jog out to them, and a couple reached for some water as I got out there. 

I was in the middle of a stadium, surrounded by people, and I was dressed like a girl. I felt a flutter in my abdomen. I froze, letting it stay inside me and radiate outwards. It caught my breath, made me weak. It made my knees feel the way they did the night before when my finger was…what was happening to me? 

“You new?” someone said, snapping me out of my mid-field daydream.

“Yeah,” I said, holding a bottle up as if to squeeze it into his mouth.  

“Oh, hell no, I’ll take that,” he said, and I handed him the bottle. He drank. 

“I’m Tay. What’s your name?” he said, handing it back to me.

“Darby.”

“Nice to meet you, Darby. Sorry to snap at you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I wasn’t expecting you to do it. I can do it. It’s OK. Even Mouse can squeeze his own water. Right Mouse?”

Dan Saroyan came over and took the bottle from Tay. 

“Watch number 14’s hips,” he said in a high-pitched voice. “He tells you what he’s about to do every time.” 

“I appreciate you, Darby,” Tay said, handing back the water bottle. “OK, let’s do it, boys. Two more drives, they get nothin’. Nothin’.”

I jogged back off the field and felt hidden again on the sidelines.

What was that feeling? That flutter I felt when I was out in the open?  

I knew the nervousness of having butterflies in your stomach, before a performance or before a presentation. This was different. The flutter was slightly sensual, like there was something slightly erotic about the presentation I was nervous for. 

What little I saw of the rest of the game, I didn’t understand, and when it ended with a 27-24 victory, I at least knew that it was close. I did manage to understand that Beckley’s defense kept South Carolina from scoring in the last minute of play. I didn’t know enough to understand why everyone was celebrating and there was still time on the scoreboard clock, but if there were going to be more games, maybe I’d learn the rules by then. 

Sarah and the others started to clean up while the celebration was still going on, so it didn’t seem like we were supposed to high five or do anything. Still, a few players gave me a fist bump on their way into the locker room. 

As we were tossing things into laundry hampers and garbage bags on the sidelines, Stefan came by. He was dripping with sweat. 

“This was hard enough, but the weather forecast for next week’s game is hot. Very hot. Sweatshirts would be a bad idea, so let’s not do that again! T-shirts and shorts, please. There’s no sense keeping the players cool if you are all overheating. I’ll see if we can get more fans. Great job today, girls.”

More fans? Is this where the college’s money went? 

“Uh, Sarah,” I said as everyone was leaving. “I don’t have shorts. Can’t I just do leggings again? If I wear shorts I’ll have to...you know.”

“Shave your legs?”

“Yeah.”

“Welcome to my world. You think girls like doing that?” 

“I guess I assumed you liked being shaved.”

“I like being shaved. I don’t like shaving. There’s a difference.” 

“I’ll take your word for it.”

“You’ll learn. But no, you won’t need to buy or borrow anything. On your way out, go to the laundry room. It’s the third door on the left as you walk out of the room where you got the fans. There should be a shelf in the back that has uniforms and stuff. Take what you need from there.”

Walking in black leggings in the sun was one thing; walking in air conditioning was another. Outside, I felt the heat of the sun on my legs, which were clothed but didn’t feel like it. My fingers would sometimes brush against my thighs and I could feel how skin-tight my pants were. Could I even call them pants? They were just a layer of cover, like a force field. Without the hooded sweatshirt covering my ass, nothing would be left to the imagination and every contour of my body would be on display. 

A lot of girls dressed like that for class, or to walk around town. I didn’t plan on going that far. 

I grabbed my backpack and went inside the air conditioned clubhouse. 

The laundry room was already loud, and there were already piles of uniforms ready to go in the giant washing machines along one wall. 

There were black biking shorts with “Stallion” written across the butt. Was that what I was supposed to wear? There weren’t any other shorts nearby. What would it be like to wear shorts this skimpy?

I held them up and imagined what they’d look like on someone. It took me a second to realize I was clenching and unclenching my own butt and imagining what they’d look like on me. 

I stuffed the shorts into my backpack and speedwalked out of the laundry room. 

First it was leggings, then tight shorts. 

What was happening?
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The next week passed about as well as I could have hoped. Getting ready in the morning took a little extra time since I needed to “girl up” and then bring my boy clothes with me, but by the time the end of the week rolled around, I had gotten pretty good at it. I could do my eye makeup quickly, and it didn’t take that long to wipe it off once I got to my secret library bathroom. 

One Darby would walk into the library, and a different one would walk out. This happened twice a day. 

I met Miss Mulvaney the day after that first football game, and we talked for about an hour. She was a plain-looking woman who pinned her graying hair into a bun, and she wore a long, blue dress that seemed to match my initial feeling that the house belonged in the South, a long time ago. I felt underdressed and a little grimy since I was wearing the same sweatshirt and leggings that I had worn the day before, but she didn’t know that. 

I’m not a terribly good liar, but luckily she didn’t ask for many details about what brought me to her. All she said was that Sarah had vouched for me and told her a little of my story. She also said she was unfortunately used to “it” since it was a college town, and I had to pretend I knew what “it” referred to. All I needed to do was look sad and tired, though for the first time in a long time, I wasn’t either. 

Overall, I was used to my new arrangement, though I can’t say I was completely satisfied with it. 

In fact, parts of it made me uncomfortable. 

My dreams were bothering me. I had the dream very early on about being an underwear model, but over the course of that first week, the dreams got progressively worse. At first I would wake up horny after dreaming that I was trying on different panties with Kendra. 

The second night I dreamt Kendra and I were being photographed, and in my dream we examined the photos very closely, looking for stray hairs and making sure we were smooth and sexy.

Sexy? Me? 

The third night I dreamt we were posing provocatively, showing off our curves for the photographer, who happened to be my psychology classmate I ran into at the game. This made attending psychology challenging since just looking at her caused me to start being aroused, but not for any reason I was used to when looking at a girl.

Then Monday night, the dreams started to get raunchy. That night I dreamt that I transformed into Kendra, and did a solo modeling session where I had an audience of football players. 

Tuesday, things got even worse, as my photo session was attended by the whole football team’s defense, and they picked my outfits for me, then ran their massive hands all over my body to make sure everything fit. 

Wednesday night they did it again, just to make sure. 

Thursday I dreamt I was in a cheerleader uniform, lined up with the defensive line during a practice. The stadium was empty but somehow full of cheering voices. An invisible ball was snapped, and the defensive players started moving around. I, however, was stuck. I couldn’t move. I was bent over in a skirt where the ball was, my ass sticking up in the air. 

Mouse and Tay were concerned, stopped the play, and came over to check on me. They looked up my skirt, rubbed my inner thighs, and smacked my ass to make sure I could feel their touch. They lifted my skirt up, exposing my ass to the whole stadium, which cheered even though no one was there. They moved me around the field like a mannequin, putting different pairs of panties on me and putting me in all kinds of different poses. 

At one point, I was naked, half me and half Kendra, wearing only a football helmet. 

The whole team was running at me from fifty yards away, and I watched helplessly as I felt my erection get longer…forty yards…and harder…thirty yards…as the team got closer…

I had woken up before anything else happened, but I was too afraid to go back to sleep. Not because it was a nightmare, but because I was straining against Kendra’s thong and it was almost painful. As I laid there waiting for my erection to go down, I tried not to think about how or why that dream aroused me the way it did.

I was already having trouble when I saw the photographer in psych; what was I going to do when I actually saw the football team that weekend?  

Friday found me walking back to Sarah’s room after dinner, because she promised me a different pair of leggings I could wear so that I could have a second outfit. Part of me wanted to stay in her dorm room forever, even if it meant perpetually sorting through pink leggings, purely to avoid having to go to bed that night. 

What kind of filth was I going to dream about next? Did I want to know? 

“You’re sure I’m not stretching these out?” I asked, holding up the black leggings from my backpack that I had been wearing for the past week. 

“You’re petite. I have bigger hips and a bigger ass than you, Darby,” she said, comparing the black ones to the pink ones I’d wear so Miss Evelyn would see me in a different outfit once in a while. 

“I don’t think I have much choice,” I said. “So I guess I go with pink. And I really should get back to my place.” 

“Stopping by the library first, Miss Shifter?” she said. “I’ll go with you. But first I really have to pee. Then we’ll go.”

She left me alone in her room when she went down the hall to the bathroom. 

I looked again at the Jason Momoa poster above Kendra’s bed. His gaze didn’t really look over Kendra’s bed, as it mostly fell on Sarah’s across the room. 

Where I was sitting. His gaze fell on me. 

I kept eye contact with the poster for a few seconds, but it made me uncomfortable, and I didn’t want to invite Jason into the dreams I was already afraid of having. 

As I looked away from him, my eyes fell to Kendra’s dresser. 

Hmm.

If I’m going to go home and dream terrible sex dreams about football players, I might need something a little tighter to keep me from bursting. Could Kendra spare some even smaller panties? Did she even have them?

There was only one way to find out, and I probably needed to be fast.

I stood up and went over to her dresser, opening the top drawer. Socks and pantyhose. 

Then I opened the second drawer. 

Jackpot. 

It was completely full of panties. Black, white, red, pink, purple, blue. I didn’t have much time, and started pulling them out to see what my options were. 

Red bikini, no. Purple lace thong, maybe. White bikini, no. 

Hello, what was this? A pink lace g-string that looked even smaller than the black thong I had in my backpack. 

Without a second thought, I wadded the panties up in my hand, shut Kendra’s dresser drawer, and jumped back to Sarah’s bed, where I stuffed them into my backpack.

“Shut up,” I said to Jason Momoa right as Sarah walked in.

“Did you say something?” she said.

“No,” I said, standing up. “Ready to go?”

Halfway to the library, she started laughing.

“What’s so funny?” I asked. 

“I forgot to show you something,” she said, taking out her phone.

“What is it?”

“One sec, I need to get it cued up.” She handed me her phone and hit play. It looked like an ESPN Broadcast of a football game. Beckley against South Carolina.

“Wait, was this last week’s game?”

“It is. Just watch.” 

“Our game was on ESPN?”

“I said, just watch. Here it comes.” 

With the score on the screen, suddenly I was watching myself in black leggings, lipstick and aviator sunglasses, handing water to what looked like Tay Edmunds and Dan Saroyan. 

“I was on TV,” I said.

“It gets better,” Sarah said. 

As the stat changed to another one, I watched myself prance off the field. 

“Did they just…” I started to say.

“They did. Tay and Dan turn and stare at your ass as you walk off. I told you that you looked good.” 

“I don’t know how to feel right now,” I said, handing her phone back to her. 

“Take it as a compliment,” she said cheerfully. 

We walked the rest of the way to the library in silence. I wasn’t entirely honest with her, and I knew it. While I wasn’t sure how I felt about having my ass checked out on National TV by two football players, I at least knew in which direction I was leaning, considering I had Kendra’s lacy g-string in my bag at that moment. 

Down in my secret disguise bathroom, I held it in my hand and couldn’t bring myself to put it on. Not here, not yet. I slipped into the same black thong I had been wearing all week, and this time put on the pink leggings. It really did make it look like a new outfit, even if I was wearing the same sweatshirt. 

I spent a little extra time on my eyes since it was too dark for me to wear the sunglasses. I blinked at myself in the mirror, made a kissy face, and headed back up the stairs.

I made it three steps out of the library before my heart stopped. 

“Darby?”

Oh, shit. It was a deep male voice. I was dressed as Darby the girl. How many people knew Darby the girl? Did this person recognize me? Which me did they recognize? 

I turned around and froze.

It was Tay, and he was running. 

“Darby, hey,” he said, only slightly out of breath. 

“Hi, Tay,” I managed to get out. 

“So I just saw you, and I thought it was late, and I should probably walk you back to your dorm.”

“Oh, that’s OK. I’ll be fine.”

He held his hands up. “Call me old-fashioned then. I’m cool with it. I got sisters.”

“Well, I appreciate it Mr. Old Fashioned, but you’d be volunteering for a bigger walk than you think. I live off campus.”

“You do? Shit,” he said. “That’s cool. But I'll still do it.” 

Did you argue with people like Tayquon Edmunds? He was at least a foot taller than me, twice as wide, and could have thrown me around without breaking a sweat. In fact, he did it in my dreams most of the week. 

“How…did you remember my name?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“We met only a couple days ago.”

“I don’t know,” he shrugged. “We got to memorize a few hundred plays. Names aren’t so bad.” 

He liked to talk. The whole walk home he talked. He was from Philadelphia and had two sisters, one of whom went here. He didn’t know what he wanted to major in, but liked Sociology. 

I didn’t know what to tell him, so I mostly told him the truth: I was from outside Boston, hated the snow, wanted to go to a small college, and knew nothing about football. 

“Not even one rule?” he joked.

“I think you all line up in a line,” I said. “That’s about all I got. I know there’s tackling.” 

“Why do you have that job then?”

“Sarah got it for me. I need money.” 

“Curly hair. She’s nice.” 

“Well, this is me,” I said, stopping at the house. 

He stopped on the sidewalk and looked at me.

“Here?” He pointed at the house. “But this is Miss Evelyn’s house.”

“Miss Evelyn?” I said. 

“Evelyn Mulvaney. She’s your landlord, right?”

“Oh,” I said, “yeah, she is. How do you know her?”

“I told you, I have sisters. One had to live here. I’m glad I walked you home now.” 

“Oh, it’s not so bad,” I started to say, but stopped. 

“Which room is yours? The one in front with the light on?”

“No, I’m in back. Right off the back staircase, the one overlooking the patio.”

“I got you,” he said. “My sister was in the front room, on the right. I’ll just stand here by the driveway, you go to the back door. Once you’re there, you wave, and I’ll go.”

“It’s fine,” I started to say, but he held his giant hand up again. “I’m used to going wherever I want and doin’ whatever I want. Who’s gonna fuck with me? You get inside, you’re safe there, then I’ll go home. And I’ll see you tomorrow, right?”

“Tomorrow? Oh, the game. Yeah.”

“Yeah, we play Clemson tomorrow. Big game.” 
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I woke up to the soft but persistent knocks of Miss Mulvaney, who had made breakfast and wondered if I’d join her. I had leaped out of bed, threw my hair into a messy bun, and held my sweatshirt down over my thighs so I could talk to her through a crack in the door. That did a few things.

First, it hid the erection that was trying to poke through the black thong. 

And second, it drew attention to my freshly-shaven legs, which I did after Tay dropped me off the night before. 

“I’d love breakfast,” I said, stifling a yawn. “I’ll be right down.” 

I hadn’t finished spreading the butter on the croissant when I discovered her motive for having me down.

“Did I hear a man’s voice outside last night? I hoped Sarah had told you the rules, but maybe we need to go over a few things. After all, you’re here for a reason and I need people to follow the rules.”

“Oh, no,” I said. “I mean, yes, it was a man, but he didn’t come in, and anyway, I think you maybe know him? Tayquon Edmunds. He said you knew his sister.”

“Shanelle!” and her face lit up. “Why yes, I met him years ago. What a lovely young man.” 

I poured myself some coffee. “It was late and he walked me home. He said his sister lived in the room in front on the right.” 

“That sounds about right. No one is in that room now. In fact, no one else is here but you. Allison moved out before you moved in, and Mary will get the rest of her things sometime this week.” 

“Oh, I thought I saw the light on the other night.”

“They’re on timers. I have made a lot of men angry in this town over the years, and I like to make it appear that there are a lot of witnesses around.” 

“I think it’s great that you help people like this,” I said, chewing while talking and very much not acting like a lady. 

“We all need help,” she said. “Even when we don’t think we do. What is Tayquon doing now?”

“Tay plays football here,” I said. 

“Tay. I see.” 

“Yeah, he plays defense, but don’t ask me what. I think he tackles people. He might study Sociology.”

She laughed. “Well, I’m glad he’s here. If you see him, tell him to stop by and say hello. He’s welcome any time.” 

“I will,” I said. “Actually, I’ll see him in a little bit. I work at the stadium and he has a game today. I’ll tell him. And thank you for breakfast, but I should start getting ready.” 

**\*

“Um, Felicity?” I asked, as we were refilling some bottles on the sidelines. “Do you know why Tay hasn’t played yet? He’s been on the sidelines the whole game so far, and we’re almost at halftime, aren't we?” 

“Yeah, I think so,” she said. “I mean, you could ask him, right?”

“I don’t want to do that,” I said. “But I don’t really know anyone here and don’t know who to ask. I hope he’s not hurt or something. He just looks…sad. And he hasn’t said a word to me since I said good luck before the game.”

“One of the trainers is over there. I hooked up with him once, but I’ll go ask him. Be right back.”

I watched her go to the Asian-looking trainer named CJ, and I tried to make it look like I wasn’t watching them for clues. 

“OK, get this,” Felicity said when she came back. “Tay missed curfew last night.”

“Curfew? These guys have a bedtime?”

“Bed check, yeah,” she said. “And he wasn’t back. Apparently he was out with a girl.”

I pictured him holding someone’s hand, sneaking back into his dorm, and kissing someone goodnight. 

I pictured him holding someone in a massive hug, holding them long enough to make him late.

Why did that bother me? 

“Oh,” I said, wondering if he wasn’t talking to me because he was with someone else and didn’t want to let me know.

Did he think I was interested in him? Was he trying to protect me this way too?  

“Yeah,” she said. “He apparently said he just walked her home because she needed someone to look out for her.”

Oh, shit. 

That was me. The girl he missed curfew for was me. 

I was the reason Tay wasn’t playing and looked sad on the sidelines. 

“Oh no,” I said. “I told him not to walk me home, I said I’d be fine.”

“You?” she said, covering her mouth. “You’re the girl he was with?”

“Oh my God, Felicity, I feel terrible. He didn’t need to do it.” 

“Well, I mean, he’ll play the second half. Starters who break the rules still play. At least, that’s what CJ said. Wow, CJ is not going to believe this.”

I looked over at Tay, who was standing by himself, rocking back and forth with his hands holding the front of his jersey open.

“Is…is he a good kisser?” Felicity asked. 

“What?” I said. “No! I mean, I don’t know! I mean, nothing happened! He just walked me home.” 

She smiled and walked off, and I watched her shake her “Stallions” logo at me as she passed by a group of players.

What did Felicity mean? Why was it so hard to picture me as the girl Tay got in trouble for? Was I not worth it? Could she not picture him being nice to me? Just because she hooked up with CJ doesn’t mean everyone hooks up.

The first half ended and the game was tied, 27-27. Tay didn’t look me in the eye as the team filed past us on the way to the locker room, but he did hold out a fist for me to bump. 

This game was all off. It wasn’t right at all. 

It was hot, the team was down, Tay wasn’t playing, the crowd felt different, and I wasn’t convinced that my whole girl act was working. 

Not that anyone was looking at me suspiciously, but I didn’t feel anywhere close to as good as I did the week before. We were all wearing the same shorts, but I felt that Crissy, Felicity, and even Sarah were all pulling it off better than I was. Sarah was right: I was petite, and she had bigger hips than me. 

Did I even look feminine?

Last week I was able to let myself go and not worry that people were looking at me; this week was different, and I had been overly-conscious of people looking at me the whole time. I mean, technically my ass was giving them something to read, but it was hard to know why people were looking. 

Still, there was something oddly thrilling about not knowing. I was wearing my newest stolen g-string, which was doing a much better job of preventing me from getting turned on than the black thong did. This was necessary, as I could not get my dreams out of my head: whether the feeling of being admired, the feeling of being examined, or the feeling of being around people who were dressing and posing me, I was a horny mess by the time the players came back out of the locker room at the end of halftime, which of course they had to do right as the four of us girls were applying sunscreen to our legs. Watching us rub lotion all over ourselves was turning me on. 

I missed much of the first game because I couldn’t see over the huge players onto the field, so I decided to take a different approach for this game: I stood on the bench so I could see over them. This kept me cooler since I was right next to the fan, but I could also watch the game. 

I still didn’t understand what I was seeing, but I could see it all clearer.

I could watch them smash into one another. 

I could see them grasp and grunt and shove.

I could watch their legs muscles ripple as they dug their feet into the ground and pushed against the other team with all their power. 

I could smell the musky sweat of whichever player stood next to me to cool off in front of the huge fan. 

I still didn’t know much about the game, but I could tell from the moment that Tay ran onto the field that he was better than the guy who played the first half. 

Tay was an animal. His arms bulged as he crashed into Clemson players. But he was also fast, tricking players, dodging them, getting past them, and dragging them to the ground.

One time he went on the field and on the first play he tackled the running back as soon as he was handed the ball. The next play he chased the quarterback and tackled him way behind where the ball was snapped. And the third play he reached his arm up and swatted the ball down as soon as the quarterback was about to throw it to a player who was wide open, running down the field. Beckley’s sideline erupted in cheers. 

He pointed at me as he ran off the field, Mouse hanging off of him and being dragged along. 

By the time there were 30 seconds left in the fourth quarter, we were up 42-40, and Clemson was moving downfield very quickly. 

Everyone on the sideline was excited, but agitated. 

“Just got to keep them out of field goal range, boys!” yelled a player from somewhere in front of me, whatever that meant. 

The crowd was chanting “defense! Defense!” and most of the players on defense were raising their arms up, trying to get them to be louder. 

Clemson completed another pass and the crowd got a little quieter. Then their running back was handed the ball and ran for a few yards. I looked at the scoreboard and saw that there were 14 seconds left, and it was 3rd and 2. 

Tay got down in his crouch before the ball was snapped, then from my spot on the bench I could see him look up, then he moved two steps to his right. Three Clemson players pointed at him, but no one did anything and the ball was snapped. Tay ran right between two players and made straight for the quarterback, who didn't see him coming. By the time the quarterback turned to see to his left, Tay was on top of him, and the quarterback was flat on the ground. 

The players were jumping up and down. The crowd was alive. I was jumping up and down.

And in one of my jumps, my foot must have missed the end of the bench, because I found myself falling. 

It was one of those slow motion falls, where you experience something millisecond by millisecond. It felt like it took ten minutes for me to fall a few feet, and I had the complete thought of “what am I going to break when I land? My ankle? My leg? My arm?” 

But while I felt the fall in slow motion, I felt a player catch me in real time. I felt snatched out of mid-air and was suddenly in the arms of an enormous player, number 89. 

“Careful, lady,” he said, smiling down at me, and he acted like I was a doll he was putting back on a shelf. He placed me back on the bench, and not so close to the edge this time. 

Out of the corner of my eye, did I see Sarah? 

The scoreboard said 4th and 7, and there were 8 seconds left. The crowd was louder than ever, and the ball was snapped. The quarterback was farther away from the line this time, and so he had more space to run. He backed up even more, and that’s when I saw Tay lower his shoulder and plow into one of Clemson’s players, who was shoved aside just enough for Tay to squeeze by him. 

In slow motion, I watched Tay reach both of his enormous arms out and smother the quarterback. Tay dragged him to the ground, immediately stood up, and was surrounded by his teammates. Everyone on the sideline was jumping and yelling, even me. Even Sarah. 

It was over, they had won, and Tay had done it. 

For fifteen minutes, fans ran out on the field, players celebrated, and people went crazy. I hugged Sarah. I hugged Felicity. 

Did I know her enough to hug her? 

What were we celebrating? 

It took a lot longer to clean up after this game than it had the week before, because no one wanted to leave the field: not the players, not the coaches, and not the fans. Eventually, though, the band walked off, the players filed into the locker room, and fans started heading for the exits. 

The four of us were left behind to heap towels on wheeled carts and take them to the laundry room, then go home. 

The washing machines were already running when I got in there, and I could hear loud music through the walls coming from the locker room. I wheeled the laundry cart over to the end of the line, and felt the air conditioned air on my legs. I had to apply sunscreen to parts of my legs that simply never had to be sunscreened before, and I felt only slightly more covered than if I were standing around in the g-string that was beneath my shorts. I turned myself and faced the chrome of the shelf, but it wasn’t clear enough to get a reflection so I could check out my ass.

But when I looked at the shelf, that’s when I saw it.

On the shelf, above the sweatshirts, were cheerleader uniforms. Black skirts, red tops. 

I looked around the room and no one was there. No one was even in the hallway outside the door.

So much of this little adventure was made possible because we took from others, mostly Kendra. And I was already given permission to take from the clothing shelf, right? Could I do one more? What would a skirt feel like? Better or worse than what I was already wearing?

Before I could rethink it, I grabbed a uniform, nicely folded, and stuffed it in my backpack, my mind already back in my room

Sarah waited for me outside the stadium, and we walked back to campus together. 

“Give me a little bit to get cleaned up and I’ll come by,” she said when we got to the dorms. “There’s something I want to show you.”

I tried to stutter out something about having plans, but they weren’t real plans. They were plans to try on a cheerleader uniform and hadn’t bothered to think up a lie.

“OK,” I said, “see you in a bit.” 

The cheerleader uniform would have to wait.


7

Knock, knock, knock-knock-knock.

I was sitting Indian-style on my bed in my pink leggings when Sarah came by, studying for my European History midterm that felt closer than it was given how little I knew about European History. 

“Come in,” I called, and she did a double-take when she did.

“I know I just saw you,” she said, “but I was going to show you something Crissy taught me. It does wonders for your cheekbones.”

I stopped and looked at her, not even bothering to put a bookmark in my book as it fell closed between my legs. 

“You…came over to do my makeup?” 

“Well, no, I came over to hang out, but thought this might help you feel better at the next game.”

“Wait,” I said, staring at her face. “Are you wearing makeup? Since when do you wear makeup?”

Sarah blushed and put her bag down. 

“I don’t know. Since you started getting attention from football players.” She shrugged. “I thought, you’re taking care of yourself now, why not me too, you know?”

“I don’t believe this.” 

“Well, believe it. The girls like you. The players like you. You seem to like you. Why not me?”

“What are you even saying?”

“I don’t know,” she said, sitting on the edge of the bed. “You really are a lot happier now that you do this. It’s like it relaxes you. Like it allows this better version of you to exist.”

“Better version of me? What the hell are you talking about? What was wrong with me before?”

“Darby, you were miserable up until recently. This is a total transformation and you’re dismissing it.”

“I lived with Patrick. Of course I was miserable!”

“That’s not it and you know it!” 

“Then what is it, Sarah?” 

“I’m going to ask one question, and you need to be honest. You don’t have to answer me now, but you do need to answer yourself.”

“Fine.”

“How often do you stay dressed like this when you come back here?”

“Oh, that’s not fair,” I said. “Miss Mulvaney sometimes knocks on my door and we talk. I have to stay like this.”

Sarah folded her arms, staring at me. 

I waited for it. I waited for the look. 

“It’s not just a commute for you,” she said. “I can tell.” 

“A commute?”

“It’s not just what you do to and from school.” 

“Of course it is.”

“Is it? I’ll ask again. How many times have you studied in my clothes?” 

“Do you want them back? Take them!”

“I don’t want them back,” she yelled. “I wanted you back! Like, the fun you from high school, and not the miserable one from college. And if it takes wearing my clothes to be happy and free and pleasant, then keep them!” 

We looked at each other.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Neither do I. But if you’re studying like this, and having fun at your job like this, and happy like this, then…just be like this.” 

“I can’t be like this, Sarah.” 

“You are like this,” she said.

“No,” I said. “And it’s not fair to anyone. It was just to get me away from Patrick. It was just to get me to my own place. Then I’m done.” 

“Tay.”

“What about him?”

“He cares about you.”

“Which is why this stops as soon as I get a room.”

“You care about him.”

“Not that way!” 

“I saw you when he sacked the quarterback last game. You jumped higher than the cheerleaders did.”

“It was exciting.”

“You hate football.”

“I’ve learned to like it.”

“You like Tay more than football.” 

“I don’t like what you’re implying.”

“I’m not implying a thing. I’m telling you, you like Tay. It’s an observable fact. You just need to observe it.”

“I need you to leave.”

“What?”

“You heard me. This isn’t right. It’s not fair.”

“You with this ‘fair’ again. What does that have to do with anything? You know what, Darby, it’s not fair. It never will be.” 

“I’d like to be alone now.” 

“And you will be, because you have one friend, and that’s me, and you’re kicking me out because I’m telling you what you don’t want to hear.” 

And she stomped off. 

***

I may have spent the previous week having terrible sex dreams, but that night I dreamt I was in a black room by myself. For what felt like hours in my dream, nothing happened. It was just me, dressed as a girl, with nothing happening around me. Infinite emptiness in all directions. 

I wandered and heard my footsteps echo on floors I couldn’t see. My voice bounced off of walls that weren’t there. I heard the whooshing sound of wind now and then, and faintly, in the distance, was that a crowd cheering? Was it birds? 

I never found out. I woke up Sunday morning and knew where that loneliness came from: I had pushed my only friend away. 

I put my black thong and black leggings back on, and went to town. I was getting coffee and a donut when I ignored Sarah’s first text: Darby, I’m sorry, but I was worried about you and wanted to help.

Walking around town in my now-familiar outfit, I felt overdressed compared to the previous day, when I was wearing a tiny outfit. 

It bothered me at the time, but who cares how I looked? I felt good in it, and I felt carefree enough to let myself go and cheer for the team, to cheer for something I didn’t really understand. I could appreciate what I was seeing, and even if I didn’t know exactly what Tay was doing, I could tell his teammates were impressed by it. 

The second text from Sarah I ignored came when I was sitting on a bench outside Baker Square. I was watching a couple young women lay out on beach towels in full view of the frat house on the corner. Their shorts were even smaller than the ones I wore the day before. It was clear just by looking at them that they were trying too hard. Twice they stood up just so they could bend over and reach into their tote bag. 

The third text I ignored came when I walked back to my place on River Street. The last two texts were Don’t do this, Darby, please, followed by Talk to me. 

The fifth text was when I sat on my bed and knew I needed to get into an outfit that was cooler than what I had on. The cheerleader uniform was in my backpack. 

I took it out and laid it on the bed, looking at it. It was slightly shorter than the shorts I wore already, and the top was really just a t-shirt, which I’ve worn. 

I slipped back into the g-string, and wriggled into the skirt.

It felt glorious. It felt like I was covered, but available. It felt like an outfit with options, and I knew what one of those options was because I felt it between my legs immediately. 

There was no full-length mirror in the room, but I did have the little desk mirror, which I stared into and examined myself, just like in my dream. I don’t know that I could be a real cheerleader, but I looked like one. 

My legs looked good, the skirt made it look like I had hips, and just being in something sexy was making me feel amazing, like I could pull this off if I had to.

I lifted my skirt and looked at the tiny little bulge between my legs, and I could feel it pulsating, unable to get hard, but too turned on to stay in place. It wanted out. 

This was going to be a difficult afternoon. 

Knock, knock, knock-knock-knock. 

Dammit. 

I let my skirt fall back in place. I was not exactly wearing an appropriate outfit to hang out with Sarah, but at the same time, she knew. Deep down, she knew that this is where all of it led. While she may never have seen me wear this, she had seen me in leggings, knew I was wearing panties, knew I was dressed in makeup much of the time now, and was smart enough to be able to imagine the rest.

And she didn’t care. 

Well no, scratch that: she did care. She cared enough to try and talk to me about it, and cared enough to have it not be a big deal. 

And honestly, what was I doing? Ignoring her over text was one thing. That didn’t take effort. But ignoring her if she came all the way out to the house to see me? 

She was a better friend than this, and I needed to accept that. 

I smoothed my skirt down, tried to ignore the horny want that tingled through my abdomen, and prepared to face my friend. 

“Sarah, fine,” I said, opening the door and showing her that I was in a cheerleader outfit. “Are you happy? Here I am.”

I froze. 

It was not Sarah.

It was Tay. 

He looked me up and down. 

“Oh,” I finally said. “Tay.” 

He held up a large fist. “She showed me your knock.”

“I...you’re maybe wondering about the outfit.”

“I saw you cheering yesterday. You thinking about a career change?”

“This is actually embarrassing. I can’t believe you’re seeing me like this.” 

“You do you. Can I come in? I owe you an explanation. I know you were wondering what happened.” 

“Tay, I’m sorry you didn’t play the whole game.”

“It’s OK.”

“No, it isn’t. It was because of me.”

“It was the right thing to do, Darby. I’d do it again.” 

“No, it wasn’t, I wasn’t really in trouble, and I could have gotten home just fine.”

“I didn’t tell you the whole story of that night, Darby.”

I stopped and looked at him as he sat on my couch and I sat on the edge of the bed. “What do you mean?”

He sighed and looked around.

“I was going home from study hours and was going to make it in time for bed check. But as I was standing right outside the library there was this guy with crazy hair yelling that he just seen Darby and Sarah go in the library, where’s Darby, the bitches are in for a world of hurt. I figured you didn’t want to see him. So I stuck around because I didn’t see where he went and figured, how many girls named Darby go here?” 

“Patrick,” I said. “Holy shit.” 

“He looked drugged out.”

“He…doesn’t sleep much.” 

Tay nodded. “It made sense when I saw where you live. Like I said, I’d do it again.” 

“No, I don’t think Patrick would recognize–” I didn’t know what to say after that, so I just said “thanks, Tay.” 

“I got you, Darby,” he said, and he held out his fist so we could fist bump.

We stared awkwardly at one another for a few seconds. 

“But there’s more,” he said. “But you’re here, in this house, and most times, girls are here because they don’t want a man right then, so I guess I’m just saying that when you feel ready, I’d love to take you out sometime.”

“Out?” I said.

“Yeah, out. Like, you know, on a date. Out there,” and he pointed out the window. 

“A date with…me?”

“You don’t want to?”

“No, I don’t know what I want.”

He held up his hand again. “That’s why I said when you’re ready. This Patrick guy, if you need time, that’s cool. But you deserve better than him from the looks of it, and you must have left in a hurry if you only ever wear the same few things, as this is one of ‘em.”

I couldn’t help it; I laughed. “You noticed, huh?” 

I had been worried about whether or not I was pulling off the whole girl thing, but Tay didn’t seem to care. He was drawn to me enough to come over and ask me out.

He asked me out. 

He stood up and started pacing. He was enormous.

“I mean, it’s just, there’s something about you. And it’s cool if you need time, because I can give you a little time if you need it. Like, we can just talk and chill, that’s fine. But you’re real cute and I dig you, and so–”

That was enough. I don’t know why I did it, but I jumped off the edge of the bed and poked him in the chest, which was enough to get him to fall back onto the couch because he wasn’t expecting it.

He had power over me, but I also had power over him. 

Here was a guy who liked me, who I clearly felt something about, and who wasn’t humiliating me even though I was wearing a cheerleader outfit for the team he played for. I don’t know what my life would hold, but I knew that my body was ready for something now, and I could figure out the rest later on. 

He was stunned as he looked up at me on the couch, and I climbed onto his lap without a word. 

He put his massive hands on my hips, and his grip was as powerful as I thought it would be. I could not move. I was stuck in place. This was the only way I could look him in the eye, otherwise he towered above me. 

He leaned in.

I leaned in.

Our lips met, and I felt a flood in my chest flow down to my abdomen, down to my crotch, and concentrate there in my cock that was not allowed to be a cock. 

We exhaled on one another as we kissed, and I felt how badly my body wanted to burst from my underwear. 

My little girl dick in its lace panties was right on top of his crotch, and I could feel us make contact as we kissed. 

“Wait, this isn’t right,” I said, climbing off of him. I tasted him on my lips as I got up and faced away from him. I throbbed in my thong. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked. “Is it because I'm black?”

“Oh God, no, Tay. No, not at all. It’s just that…I have to tell you something.”

“No you don’t.” 

“Yes I do.” 

“Do you trust me?” 

I thought of him walking me home, of him sticking around when Patrick wanted to threaten me. Of him saying he’d do it again when he got benched.

“Yes. I do,” I whispered.

“And do you trust Sarah?” he asked.

Before I knew it was Tay at the door, I was about to let her into the room and see me like this, so I knew how I needed to answer.

“Yes,” I said. I felt small. I felt like I was being scolded. But I deserved it. “Yes, I trust her.” 

“Then you don’t have to say another word about that. Like I said, she and I talked. Now where were we?” 

He patted his lap, and took a bottle of lube out of his pocket. 

“Oh, and you just happen to have lube?” I breathed, climbing back on top of him. 

“Well, Sarah took it from Kendra’s dresser when I stopped by to talk to her.”

“Jesus,” I laughed. “Are we all stealing from Kendra? I’m wearing her underwear right now.” 

With one quick motion, Tay flipped up the hem of my skirt and took a peek. “I like them on you,” he said. 

I felt a pulse.

I felt his gaze as he looked at my panties beneath my skirt. This was more than knowing football players were checking me out during the game. It was more than knowing people all over the country got a glimpse of my ass as I walked back to the sidelines. It was Tay, looking beneath my skirt, seeing me strain against a pair of thong panties, and it was what he wanted to see. 

He slipped his erection out from his shorts and placed it between my legs.

I could feel its size even if I could not see it, and I could feel its warmth. 

I grabbed the lube from him and squirted some into my hands, then reached under my skirt to where he was, and I took him into my hands. 

He was huge, much bigger than I was. I looked into his eyes as I worked my hands all over him, imagining how he must be glistening. With my left hand I stroked his shaft and with my right I worked over the massive head. 

“I’ll be gentle,” he said. “Just hold on.” 

With one finger he hooked my g-string and pulled it to the side, exposing me. He directed his massive cock and started rubbing it against my ass, teasing me with what I knew it could do. 

This is what skirts were for. 

As he pressed his head against my opening, I ground down on him, a little harder each time, feeling it try to work its way inside me but not quite getting there. 

Until one time I ground harder and with a little yelp I felt it pop in. He held me firmly as I got used to it with my eyes closed, and he waited for me to open them back up. 

“Holy shit,” I said, feeling it swell even more as it slowly slid deeper inside me. 

I put my hands against the back of the couch and started to ride, again looking into his eyes. 

There was so much for me to ride. I felt every inch of it as I slowly worked my way up and down his massive length. 

I was full. I was stuffed, stretched completely, feeling Tay inside me. How big was he? Eight inches? Ten inches? Did it matter? It was enormous, and it was inside of me, and it was doing something to my body that I never imagined anything could do. 

I leaned back, grabbing my own feet and arching myself backwards. His hands disappeared inside my skirt and I felt his hands rubbing my thighs up and down, up and down, getting tantalizingly close to what was between my legs.

I didn’t want him to. I mean, I wanted him to, badly, but part of me didn’t want him to touch me there. Part of me felt that if I just rode long enough, I’d get where I needed to go. 

“You are so tight,” he said, and that was my first sign that he was getting close to the edge. 

The second sign was when I clenched tighter around him in an attempt to get myself off, and he groaned, pulling me closer. 

The third sign was when I got him all the way inside me and he grabbed my shoulders, holding me down on him as hard as he could. 

I couldn’t move. I had him poking something inside of me that I never knew was there. Whatever he was touching was charging with energy, slowly, until it felt like there was nowhere for the charge to go, and I felt it crash everywhere in my lower body. 

My hips bucked as I felt myself start to spasm, and the first spurts of cum began to fill my panties. I could not hold still, but he was holding me firm to him, and I felt him start to spasm inside of me, feeling his own bursts of cum hit me deep inside. 

I stopped squirting, but still felt completely full, like my body was keeping itself on the edge of orgasm, and I began shuddering as his own spasms stopped. He held me down, held me hard, and we rode out the last waves together. 

The room was silent as we slowed our breathing, afraid to say anything. I felt that if I moved, my body would lose control again. For what felt like five minutes, I felt my body slowly return to normal, and I felt the cum from my panties squeeze through the lace, where it was probably falling on to him. I’m sure he felt it too.  

“That was amazing,” I finally managed to say. 

“I got you, Darby,” he said.

“You got me, Tay.”


Epilogue

It took three more weeks for Residence Life to find me a new room, so I had to stay with Miss Mulvaney longer than Sarah and I had initially planned. This was OK. By the time I moved back onto campus, I wasn’t using my secret disguise bathroom anymore. 

My new dorm room was worth the wait, as it was a single on a co-ed floor, and no one batted an eye when a girl named Darby moved in. 

Obviously, Sarah was right about me. And if the worst fight you have with someone lasts a day before you both tearfully apologize for the same things, you’re doing pretty well. We were, and are, best friends.

I stopped borrowing clothes from her, because I started buying my own. My skirt collection is pretty small still, but I own a lot of cute things. 

Sarah and I never gave anything back to Kendra, but we did slip a couple twenties into her sock drawer to make up for what we took from her. 

Tay lives in the next dorm, close enough where he can leave almost at bed check and still make it back in time. I keep telling him he cuts it too close, but he says he knows what he’s doing. He stays over on nights with no curfew, and I’ve never slept better than when I can sleep in his enormous arms. 

I do wear the cheerleader outfit for him now and again.


GLORY HOLE ROAD TRIP

A Transgender Quickie
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“But Mike,” Alicia whined from bed. “I don’t want you to go.” 

“It’s only for one night,” Mike said, “I’ll be back tomorrow night.” 

“Yes, but why did they have to schedule this on your birthday?” she pouted. “It’s not going to be the same celebrating later this week.” 

Mike knew what her idea of a celebration would be: they’d get dressed up, go to a restaurant that she’d choose, then for two hours she’d need reassurance that she was prettier than all the other women there, so the night would be focused on her. 

Happy Birthday! 

“It’ll be fine,” Mike said. “I don’t get to pick when this conference is. Besides, this is important, I’m presenting, and if it goes well I could be project lead. That’s a promotion.” He paused when her facial expression didn’t change. “If I get this, I will earn more. We can go to nicer places.” 

He knew he had to make it about her or nothing would sink in. She was the center of the galaxy and everything nearby not only needed to orbit her, but it all needed to face her the whole time.  

“But you’re not even staying at the same hotel as anyone,” she said. “Why can’t you leave tomorrow?” 

“Because I’d have to leave in the middle of the night. Do you not know where Harrisburg is?” She didn’t answer, but that only confirmed it: no, she had no idea where it was. 

He wanted to end the conversation, but couldn’t tell her that because she wouldn’t listen, so he went to the bathroom.

Once inside, he had to pretend he was doing something so he purposefully knocked some things around on the counter. This was classic Alicia: ignore what he says until the last minute, not understand basic geography, and whine until she gets what she wants. And since she wasn’t going to get what she wanted, that meant she wouldn’t stop whining until he left. 

This was how she ended up moving in with him so suddenly, too, despite Mike’s townhouse being farther from her office than her apartment was. They met at Liz’s engagement party, went out on a few dates, and Mike was struck by the confidence and sassiness of this girl who took an interest in what he said and did. 

Well, it had looked like interest. At first, the relationship functioned. Mike’s last girlfriend Emily dodged every decision she could, so Alicia’s bossiness looked like strength, independence, and confidence. But soon it wasn’t so much that Alicia knew what she liked as much as it was clear she couldn’t have it any other way but hers. Coming right after Emily, the relationship with Alicia felt like a welcome compromise; Mike didn’t have to do everything. But then one day he noticed that Alicia wasn’t saying “no” sometimes; she was saying “no” all the time. Once Mike realized his job was to execute her idea of a relationship, it was too late: movers were carrying her stuff up the stairs and most of Mike’s life was in boxes down in the garage. She was an only child; of course her father scheduled it and paid for it without verifying with Mike that it was OK.  

“But what am I supposed to do?” she said through the bathroom door. 

“You have loads of options” Mike said, running the sink faucet for no reason. “Get some food, watch something you like, read something you like, go somewhere new. Check out the new tapas place next to the Armory.”

“By myself?” she said. “I can’t go someplace by myself. Only losers do that.” In one unbroken line he opened the bathroom door, grabbed his suitcase, and wheeled it right out the bedroom door. She swung herself out of bed to follow him. 

“You lived by yourself for a long time.” He nodded towards a wine bottle out on the counter as he rolled past it. “You can open the bottle of wine Aunt Lynn sent and let me know how it is.” 

She followed him out. He shut the trunk, and climbed into the car, psyching himself up for the drive, which would be several hours. Since they overslept, he’d probably end up skipping lunch so he could get to Harrisburg before dinner. He backed out of the driveway and honked twice at Alicia, who stood on the stoop feeling sad for herself. 

Mike had been looking forward to this trip for a few reasons. For one, it was important to his career; this was a big presentation and everyone from the regional office in Baltimore would be there. But more than that, Alicia moving in with him had made it very difficult for him to pursue his interests, one of which was locked in his suitcase. Tonight he’d get to the hotel, check in, and then dress up in one of the girly outfits he had pulled from a locked trunk in the basement storage area. 

Mike had started crossdressing years earlier. For a long time it was just Mike and his father, two awkward guys and their frozen pizzas. But then Mike’s Dad met Vivian, and before long Vivian and her daughter Claire moved in. Suddenly the house was clean, the shower was full of shampoo and lotions, and the laundry managed to overflow with clothing that was significantly smaller than what Mike and his father would wear. The house went from a dark cave to a well-lit house of elegance, with clean counters, vacuumed carpets, and designer clothes. 

Despite being all smiles, Vivian wasn’t friendly. She was tall, thin, angular, and spoke precisely. Claire, on the other hand, was softer, more approachable. Vivian was confident and mean; Claire was fearless and brave. Mike watched how she’d navigate boyfriends and girl drama with a shoulder shrug. She’d flip her skirt when she’d leave the room. She’d swish around the house. Her nipples would be hard in Vivian’s permanently air conditioned house. Her high ponytail would bounce around. She was a girl who wouldn’t always close her legs when sitting on the couch. 

She was a girl whose lockbox combination was 658 and had a dildo and a vibrator in it. She was walking sex appeal, and Mike knew some of her secrets. 

Then Mike started making secrets of his own. 

All it took was for him to be left home alone one day with instructions to do a few loads of laundry. At first it was him wearing one of Claire’s sweaters, followed by guilt. A few weeks later, he went back to a sweater and squeezed into a pair of tights. But the first time he pulled a pair of her panties out of the hamper and put them on, he had never felt anything like it. His erection immediately tried to poke out of the panties, and while he would have loved to wear more clothing and prance around the house in privacy, the truth was had awakened something by wearing that underwear. 

He never made it out of the bathroom where the washer and dryer were, as he had to immediately pull them aside to jerk off, cumming right on the bathroom floor. 

Those panties never made it back to Claire. 

He was only an inch or two taller than his stepsister, so he secretly wore her clothes until he moved out for college. For four long years he would stay in on Friday and Saturday nights, wearing that one pair of his stepsister’s underwear under his clothes, looking at clothes online, playing with himself and wishing for his own apartment. By the time he was a senior, he had cum in those panties, cum on them, used them to jerk himself off, worn them to class, and slept in them. Those white cotton panties with purple unicorns and yellow stars printed on them fell apart weeks before graduation. 

He shook hands with his roommate right after the ceremony, having kept his secret for a final year, then it was off to his father’s house for the summer. Vivian left by then and took Claire with her, so there were no more clothes for him to wear there, and no privacy either since Mike’s Dad worked from home. And by the time Mike found a one-bedroom apartment of his own and a call center job to afford it, more than four years of pent-up shopping desires exploded in a single Saturday where he maxed out his first credit card. 

But he had moved on from white cotton unicorn panties, and went straight for fishnet stockings, corsets, knee-high boots, eyeliner, plaid schoolgirl skirts, and purple nail polish. 

And it was all in the trunk, waiting for him to get to his hotel room.
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Another billboard announced yet another adult store, 15 miles ahead. This was the fourth or fifth one on the highway. Mike looked at the clock and saw it was 4:30. He made great time, and wasn’t all that far from the hotel. He could spare a few minutes, couldn’t he? He’d never been to an adult store, preferring to shop online for everything he needed since it was safer. But here he was, hours from home, and no one knew him. Surely this was safe? His heart started pounding and he hadn’t even decided whether to go or not. He had had an erection for nearly the whole drive, he could almost feel himself in the outfits he brought with him, and that seemed to be making the decision for him. 

15 minutes later, his heart had calmed down and there it was, on the left. He put his blinker on and pulled into the gravel parking lot. The parking lot was huge, and made the lone red hatchback parked there look tiny and lonely. 

“Sorry, there ain’t no one back there yet,” came a voice from somewhere in the store when he walked in the front door.

Was Mike supposed to answer? 

“Uh, hello?” he asked to the empty room. 

At the sound of his voice a head shot up from behind the counter. She could have been anywhere from 30 to 50, depending on how long she’d been smoking. But she had big glasses on, frizzy red-brown hair, and was wearing a baggy blue sweater. 

“Oh, sorry,” she rasped. “I saw you pull in and thought you were someone else. Same car,” she said. 

“Oh,” Mike said. “No problem.” 

“Can I help you find anything?” the woman asked. She had a box of vaping pens in her hand that she must have been putting behind the glass case below the counter. 

“No, just looking,” Mike said. “Thanks. I’ve driven by before and just wanted to check it out.” 

“In that case,” she said, “toys on the right, outfits behind me, DVDs and magazines to the left, video booths in the back. I got batteries here if you want to check and see if something works.”

He walked over to the right and checked out the toys. Dildos everywhere: an entire aisle of them. Dildos as long as his arm, ones shaped like fists, and even a giant one that looked like a road pylon. Realistic ones, pink ones, ones that looked like dog dicks, ones that looked like horse dicks, ones that looked like alien tentacles. No matter the animal, real or imagined, someone out there wanted it to fuck them. 

It was in the realistic section that he saw it: the exact mold that Claire had in her lockbox and that he had discovered years earlier. He already found it last year while online shopping and bought two of them; they were in his suitcase too. He picked up the package from the shelf and looked at it. It was unassuming, small compared to the massive toys around it, but it was probably the most realistic one there since it was the size of real dicks. Maybe not his own; his was a little smaller. But seeing it in the package brought back the memory of his years-long search for it online. And he’d never forget how it started, on the day when he finally, randomly, slid the combination tumblers into place, heard that click and felt the tension on the lid release, and then discovered the treasure that lay inside.

At first all he did was sniff it. He couldn’t help it. How did she get it? Had she used it? He had to know. Claire was sensual, and was either careless or calculating about her sexuality. But after she lived with him for just a few months, he already knew quite a few of her sexual secrets, and wanted more, especially since he had no secrets of his own. 

Except then he did. She could have discovered her missing panties. She could have known that the things under her bed weren’t exactly as she’d left them. She could have known that her stockings were slightly stretched out, or that some of her clothing was worn again before it was washed. And one day, weeks after Mike had found the locked box containing the dildo, she could have somehow discovered his newest, most shameful sexual secret: he again sniffed the dildo in an attempt to detect any trace of her still on it, and, when he thought he found it, he had put the head of it into his mouth to taste her. 

At the time, he was wearing a pair of her pink cotton panties and one of her sundresses, a navy blue one with two narrow straps that bared his slender shoulders. He worked the dildo into his mouth, tentatively, searching for any evidence that she had used it on herself recently. What was it supposed to taste like? What was he looking for? 

Two or three thrusts into his own mouth, and several licks later, each one more aggressive than the last, and he’d realized what he’d done. This was a violation of trust and privacy that shocked him out of his sexual delirium, and he instantly took her clothes off, washed the dildo in the bathroom sink, and put it back where he’d found it, never to go back into the lock box again. 

As he gargled with mouthwash to rid himself of the guilt he felt, he pretended not to notice that his own cock had twitched each time he moved the dildo in and out of his mouth. He knew it did; he had felt it, several times. Later in bed that night, after his second orgasm, he tried telling himself that it was more from the possibility of tasting real sex, of having one more mystery removed from the relationship with Claire. It certainly couldn’t have been the dildo. He had looked at his own softening dick in his hands, and there didn’t seem anything remarkable about it. He couldn’t like dicks, could he? 

But standing in the store, holding the package in his hands, the memory of that night came back with a clarity that only the guilty know. He still felt ashamed of it, but it was more distant since he had not kept in touch with Claire at all since she and Vivian moved out. 

He thought it might be a good idea to get out of the dildo aisle so that the cashier didn’t get any ideas about him. On his way out of the aisle he wondered who still bought magazines until he saw the “Trucker Discount” sign posted next to the rack, and suddenly the giant parking lot made sense. 

The outfits in the back looked a little cheap to him, and while an outside observer would probably think he was examining them to decide what to buy, his mind was actually elsewhere, deciding on which of his own outfits he was going to wear first when he got to his room; there was certainly nothing here he wanted to add to his collection, he may not have been as classy as Vivian when dressed up, but he wasn’t as trashy as this.  

“You want to try something on, I'll have to unlock the door for you, sweetie,” the employee called from somewhere in the store. 

“No, I’m good,” Mike answered. “Just checking out the back.” 

Behind the outfits there was a doorway that led into a dark hallway. On the right was a door that looked like it led directly to the parking lot. Down to the left there were a few doors all in a row, and Mike poked his head in one. 

It was a small, square room, maybe 5 feet per side, with a fake leather chair opposite the door. It looked like it could swivel. Each wall had a small square right in the middle of the wall about three feet off the floor.   

“You just passing through?” the woman said, suddenly right behind him.

“Oh God,” he jumped. 

“Sorry,” she said, and he turned to see a big box in her arms. 

“Yeah,” Mike said. “I’ve never stopped here and just wanted to check it out.”

“The screen’s on the back of the door,” she said. “Remote’s attached to the chair.” 

Mike looked at the little window. 

“It slides to the side and locks with that little clasp,” she said before she paused, waiting for Mike to get it. “It’s for access. Do the math.” 

It took a second for Mike to realize it was a glory hole. He had never seen one in person before and assumed it would look like an actual hole. But this was like a drive-through window or a sliding window at the doctor’s office, except waist-high. 

“Ahhhhh,” he said. “It’s not round.” 

“No,” the woman said, walking down the hall into the darkness with her box. “But if you have fifty bucks and one of the local girls comes by tonight, she’ll make sure you remember your trip forever.”
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Mike excitedly locked the hotel room door behind him, engaged the deadbolt, and dragged his suitcase to the bed. He entered the code–of course it was 658–and popped the lock off, unzipping the suitcase in one long motion. 

He quickly grabbed the dress pants, shirt, and jacket that he had laid on top, and set them aside. He was after what was hidden underneath anyway. 

A makeup bag, a brown wig, a black skirt, a plaid skirt, a corset, black lace panties, white cotton panties, leopard print panties with no back, fishnet stockings, black opaque stockings, and white knee-high stockings. And beneath it all, in a small drawstring bag, were the two dildos he’d bought online, along with a bottle of lube. 

If anyone were to ask Mike how many times he snuck off to the basement to play with those dildos over the last year, he’d guess four or five. The real answer was nine, though. Eight times were the same: Alicia would disappear into the shower, and he’d rush off to the basement. For a few minutes he’d hold it in his hand, turning it over, feeling the fleshy weight of it. Six times he’d brought it to his mouth and relived that night with Claire’s dildo, no longer feeling like he was violating anyone, even himself. Twice he simply stroked it, one time placing it near his own crotch and making it seem he was jerking off a bigger version of himself. 

But the ninth time was different. He had convinced Alicia to go to the grocery store by herself, since she only needed a few things. She hadn’t wanted to go, but he said he was waiting for a work call and she’d be fine; he’d cook whatever she bought and he’d have a cocktail ready for her when she got back. As soon as her car slowly backed out of the driveway and inched out of sight, he had gone downstairs, shoved a trunk against the door of the storage room, and lubed up one of the dildos. 

He had squatted on the floor, sadly dressed as himself, and ran the lubed head of the dildo over his asshole for a few minutes. He had never felt anything like it before, dragging a bulbous head over his own tightness, aware he had never gone this far before in his life. 

Then he went further, and snuck the tip inside of him, stopping before it went all the way in. He gasped as the dildo’s head stretched him open and kept it that way, feeling a pressure that he squeezed around while unsure of what to do next, unsure of how to keep it going. He knew he wanted another hour to figure it out, and twisted the head in a circle so he could feel the ridges all around his anus. 

At that moment, the alarm he’d set on his phone went off. He had left the head inside of him as he walked to turn off the alarm, feeling that partial fullness and pressure those few divine steps to the other side of the small room. He washed off the dildo in the laundry room sink, ran upstairs to take the quickest shower he’d ever taken, and by the time Alicia pulled in the driveway with dinner, he was shaking the second martini and he had added another secret to his life. 

He couldn’t wait to add another. There in the hotel room, he stripped down to nothing, slid into a pair of black lace panties with no back, and admired his little frustrated bulge in the full-length mirror. 

With each new article of clothing, he stopped to take himself in, seeing his transformation in deliciously slow motion. First the panties, then the crotchless fishnet stockings, then black leather boots, then a black corset, then a long wig, then a black skirt. Makeup was last, but he had snuck so many views of makeup tutorials on his phone over the last year that it all came easily enough and when he was done, staring at himself in the bathroom mirror this time, he was shocked at how different he looked. 

Still, he recognized himself. He knew it was him, but he glowed. His eyes had an allure that he never had as a guy, an allure that he always felt when Claire did her makeup. Alicia did her makeup too, but makeup softened Claire; it sharpened Alicia the way it sharpened his stepmom. 

Mike looked soft, though, the type of young woman he had grown up with and who had formed his idea of sexuality. While his face was friendly and welcoming, the outfit was pure sex. Claire had never worn anything like this, but the only way for Mike to get an hourglass figure was to wear the clothing that could create it: a corset did the trick, and the top of it even made it seem as if his pecs were cleavage. 

He felt feminine. He felt sexual, powerful, sensual. He felt like he could command a room. For the moment, he forgot that tomorrow morning, he was expected to command a room in a different way, dressed in a very different outfit that he was ignoring. 

For several minutes, he walked back and forth across the hotel room, swishing his skirt, rubbing his thighs, stealing glances at himself as he walked past the full-length mirror on the wall. He felt relaxed, comfortable. After a few laps around the room, he began to feel penned in; the panties allowed air to hit his ass, but in front they were preventing him from getting erect. With each lap by the mirror, he’d feel his thighs rub his cock bulge and be aware that he was getting more and more turned on.

This is why he brought both dildos. He had one in his mouth once before, and he had the tip of one inside him once before, but he knew he had to take things further. He wanted both at the same time. This wasn’t slutty, was it? Based on the size and shape of the toys he saw at the store, this was almost sensible. At least these dildos were the size of cocks you’d see in the real world. Claire’s first experience was either with a dildo just like this, or else was with someone’s cock at school that was similar. This was what most people had as their first experience. Why not him? He’d already had partial experiences like this. 

He squatted down in front of the mirror, placed the suction cup dildo against the mirror at mouth level, and squeezed a few drops of lube onto the other, sticking it to the floor. 

With his hands bracing himself against the mirror, he slowly lowered himself down onto the dildo, feeling it press against his asshole, exposed in his backless panties. He felt it hit him, and he ground his hips a little, feeling it tease the outside of his hole. Then he felt it gain entrance, and he slid in the head, feeling the same full feeling he had felt that night in the storage room. 

Then he was onto something new, as he lowered himself even more, feeling the large, ridged head rub its way deeper inside of him as he took the full length, and he felt his ass hit the balls of the dildo against the floor. It was as deep as it would go. 

The dildo stuck to the mirror beckoned, dropping a little under its own weight, and as he repositioned his knees so he could kneel on the floor over his new ride, he took the head of the dildo into his mouth, feeling the head slide across his tongue on its way to the back of his throat. Unlike the dildo in his ass, he couldn’t get the whole thing in his mouth without starting to gag, but it didn’t matter: he was full at both ends, and he started to ride up and down. 

Something inside of him was being rubbed by the head of the dildo, something that loved to be touched. He had no idea there was something inside of him that responded like that, like a pleasure zone that was secret even from him all this time. He kept the heft of the dildo in his mouth, not moving, just holding it in place while he rode. 

In front of the mirror, he could take full view of himself. While he knew it was him, he was also a voyeur, watching a hot girl give a blowjob and ride a hard cock. But this girl at one point let her secret out: he pulled aside his panties, and his erection, unable to stand at attention earlier, could finally get fully hard. 

He slowly rode the dildo, taking as much as he could. He got up on his heels, spread his legs, and watched himself bounce on the dildo, his hard cock pointing straight out, bobbing up and down. There was a tension building inside him, right where he felt the most pleasure, and he tried focusing on it, trying to send all of his attention to that one spot and make it sing. It wanted to sing, and he wanted to cry out, and he felt a pressure build more and more, until he was bouncing much more rapidly and a sheen of sweat broke out on his forehead. He was getting close. 

At that moment, his phone rang. 

The goddamn phone rang. The moment was ruined. While he knew that no one was in the room with him, the phone was a reminder that there was a world outside, a world that was blissfully forgotten until a moment ago, and he felt the climax start to disappear. The phone kept ringing, and he knew he had to get up. At the very least, he could turn the ringer off and try to get back to where he was. 

There on his home screen was: 1 Missed Call: Alicia. Of all the unsexy reasons to lose his focus on his own pleasure, this was the most brutal. Standing in front of the dresser, his asshole feeling frustrated and empty, his cock starting to twitch in anticipation, his phone buzzed with a text message. He wanted to ignore it, wanted to get back to what he was doing, but knew that the mood was killed. Alicia wouldn’t stop calling or texting until he got in touch with her. He unlocked the phone, checked the text from her, and froze. 

Oh, shit, he thought. 

Staring back at him on his phone was a photo from Alicia. A photo of a wallet. His wallet, sitting on his dresser back in his bedroom, hours from here. A single word accompanied the photo: uhoh. 

Fuck, Mike thought to himself, now more serious. How could he forget his wallet? When has he ever done that? 

OK, pull yourself together, he thought. Figure this out. The pleasure he was lost in just moments before was now gone. 

He couldn’t admit he had no money. Knowing Alicia, she may have even hidden the wallet so she’d have an excuse to drive down here. Can’t have that happen. 

Think, think.

Haha, yeah, he texted back. I realized this a little while ago. I always bring cash, don’t worry.   

Lol, she wrote back. 

Suddenly, he was not dressed as a girl to enjoy some sensual, sexy time. He was a girl trying to solve a problem. 

He sat on the edge of the bed, tucked his frustrated cock back into his panties, crossed his stockinged legs, and tried to clear his head. Even if he scrounged for change in his car, there's no way he’d get enough for gas and food. He knew he wasn’t so careless as to lose track of that much money.  

He was completely screwed. He was hungry, he did not have enough gas to get all the way back home, and he had no credit card. He was also, at that moment, dressed up like a slut. And as soon as he looked at himself in the mirror, watching a hot girl sit and think, he heard that woman’s voice echo from earlier:  “if you have fifty bucks and one of the local girls comes by tonight, she’ll make sure you remember your trip forever.” 

No, he thought. Getting a roadside blowjob for $50 bucks wasn’t all that appealing. He can’t give one. 

Can he? 

But what else could he do? He had no money, and needed it, fast. It was just after 6 o’clock and he needed to eat tonight. Contacting his colleagues was out: he wanted a promotion, after all, and needed to appear in control. Needing a loan doesn’t exactly broadcast confidence or aptitude. 

He knew what he needed to do, and he could take the first step right away. He’d have almost an hour to work up the courage to actually follow through on it.

***

Mike pulled into the parking lot and his stomach growled. He glanced at the clock: 7 pm. There was only one other car in the parking lot, and it wasn’t the little hatchback from earlier: someone else must be working instead of that frazzled-looking redhead. 

He left the car running and sat there for a few minutes. Was he really doing this? His stomach growled again and he realized he had to: he was hungry, and needed money for gas to get home. He killed the engine, and steadied his nerves. He had already walked outside from the hotel to the car and no one cared. This was no different, and was a dark parking lot. 

He opened the door, swung his stockinged legs out the door, and stood up. It was exhilarating being outside dressed like this, something he had never done before. He thought of his sister turning heads when she was a teenager, and he shut his car door, confidently walking towards the side entrance, his heavy boots crunching gravel in a different way than his shoes did earlier that day. Hopefully the side door would be open, and he could sneak in without being seen. 

He walked up the two steps to the stoop on the side of the building, and pulled the door open. It took a second for his eyes to adjust to the dark, but he recognized the hallway from earlier. There was loud music playing now over the whole store, and he could hear his heels on the tile floor as he walked to the video booth he looked at earlier, which was second from the door. He ducked in the booth quickly and shut the door behind him. 

The lock on the back of the door looked like one from a gas station bathroom, where it had a Green section labeled “Open,” and a red section for “Closed,” and you could see the status on either side of the door. But this lock had three settings. Green and red, yes, but there was also a pink one that read “In Service.” Mike could hear the woman from earlier saying “Do the math,” and so he locked the door by setting it to pink. 

As soon as he sat in the chair and smoothed out his wig, he realized that there were two gloryholes in this booth, one on each side, which meant there was a chance, however small, that two cocks could poke through at the same time. 

But before he could get up and move to a booth with only one opening, he heard footsteps in the hallway, and he froze.
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For an agonizing minute, he heard nothing after except the music that was a little muffled through the door. It was a song that sounded like a steady pulse of bass drum with a single woman’s voice wailing over it. 

But there was definitely someone in the next booth; was he there to watch a video? Or did he see the pink sign on the door? Was it too late to change it to red? 

Mike sat still in his leather chair, too anxious to move a muscle. He could feel the leather of the chair directly against his exposed ass cheeks, and only then noticed that his legs were crossed and his painted fingers were perched seductively on top of his knee. 

A view that could be seen from the glory hole. 

At that moment, his eyes were drawn from his own knee to the glory hole, as a white hand was guiding a mostly soft cock into the hole. 

This was it. No going back now. 

Mike never thought his own dick was terribly big, and this guy was about that same size, from the looks of it. Just a normal-sized cock, circumcised, dangling into the booth a little bit. It suddenly dawned on Mike that he was expected to get it hard, where it might grow to be as big as his dildo, and he already knew what it was like having that in his mouth. 

He spun the leather chair so that it faced the wall, putting Mike eye-level with the stranger’s semi-soft cock. He reached out with one hand, timidly, before realizing that this strange guy wasn’t here for someone’s first blowjob. He didn’t want a practice blowjob. He was here to get his dick sucked, by someone worth it. Someone worth the money. 

The money Mike needed. 

Mike tossed his head a little to get some wig hair out of his face, and got to work. 

With one hand gently cupping the stranger’s balls, he started to pet the still-not-yet-hard penis with gentle downstrokes, feeling it start to swell in his hand with each stroke. As it started to stand at attention, he shifted his hand to the underside of it, wrapping his whole hand around the shaft and working its way to the head. It only took five strokes and the stranger’s cock was rock-hard.  

While he had never sucked a real cock before, deep down, he knew what felt good because he knew what he wanted, and knew what Alicia never did. He knew what felt good because he wanted it, badly, and this guy in the next booth probably wanted the same thing. He had many times imagined Alicia surprising him with the kind of blowjob he wanted, the enthusiasm he needed to see. He knew, in great detail, the kind of blowjob he always wanted to get, and he knew that if he wanted to eat, and if he wanted gas to get home, that was the kind of blowjob he had to give. 

Slowly, he brought the tip of the cock into his mouth, and closed his lips around the head, sucking on it like a lollipop, like when he tried to taste Claire. 

This man tasted nothing like Claire. That first night with Claire’s secret dildo, he had to search for any sign of her and wasn’t sure if he’d found it. This man tasted salty and sweaty right away. He was surprised that even a small cock filled his mouth as much as it did. He slowly guided the whole thing into his mouth, and thought he heard a soft groan from the next booth. 

It was a small room, and to get close enough to the wall he needed to get off the chair, slide it out of the way, and spread his legs wide. He also needed to run his hands up where the stranger’s stomach would be if the wall weren’t there, and he started to work his head back and forth, feeling the whole cock slide against his tongue and hit the back of his throat. 

The guy was totally silent, not moving. Is he liking it? thought Mike, thinking how badly he needed that fifty bucks; he didn’t want to risk giving a sad, uninspired blowjob and seeing a five dollar bill drop into the hole when he was done. Please like it, he thought. 

He started running his tongue along where the head met the shaft, and could feel the guy in the next booth squirm a little. 

Mmmm, thought Mike. He likes it, and he kept going, wanting to please him. 

The song was a steady four-beat rhythm, and he slowly bobbed his head on the downbeat for a minute or so, then when he felt the man in the next room start to tense up a little, he bobbed his head on beats one and three.

Mike had spent hours in the car ride down thinking about dressing up in slutty clothes and had worked himself into a horny frenzy. He made it worse when he actually did his makeup in the hotel room and started prancing around the room, and his time with his dildos was never resolved but got him so close to orgasm. He never had any release from that when he discovered his missing wallet. With a stranger’s dick in his mouth, he immediately returned to the state he was in when Alicia’s call broke his spell: he was instantly almost painfully horny. 

He was so horny, in fact, that he clenched his asshole in time with all four beats of the song as he bobbed his head back and forth, squeezing around an imaginary shaft. He was in need of some stimulation on his own cock, but the panties were so tight there was almost no room for it to move. He could, however, feel a bit of precum trying to squeeze out of his cock. His penis tried to get hard but had nowhere to go if it did, so it was left to flex in his panties, begging for release and not able to find it. 

With his hands pressed flat against the wall, he was now bobbing his head faster, no longer to every other beat, but to every beat, faster, and he started thrusting his hips as if air-fucking, trying to find some sort of pleasure in thrusting his crotch into nothing. The man in the next booth was moving his hips now, trying to fuck Mike’s mouth. 

The song stopped with one final downbeat and he backed his mouth off of the hard cock to give his mouth a rest until the next song started. Mike could feel something building up in his crotch as he jerked the stranger’s cock, now slick with his saliva. 

Suddenly, an “oh God!” came a man’s voice, and Mike felt a blast of warm, sticky cum hit him right under his eye. Another one hit him on the nose, and without thinking he took the whole thing right into his mouth again, feeling the last few spasms unload against the back of his throat; Mike sucked every last drop out, something Alicia never did, yet somehow he knew exactly how to do. 

As the spasms subsided, Mike backed off the cock and stared at it, one milky drop of cum at the tip, and the man started to back away. Mike could feel an intense longing in his crotch; this man may have been done, but Mike felt a stirring in his panties that he couldn’t explain. He wanted more. He didn’t want the blowjob to be over. He wasn’t done. 

As he sat with a mouthful of cum that he wasn’t sure what to do with, he ignored the electric tingling in his panties and waited for his money. He could hear rustling in the booth, knew the man was moving around, probably pulling his pants back up, and as he waited he could taste another man’s salty cum, could smell it on his own face. 

A single crumpled bill came into view, and dropped to the floor, landing in a small puddle of his drool. As he realized it was a twenty, he opened his mouth to say “what the fuck?” and when he did so, the mouthful of cum ran down his chin and hit him in his chest, where it trickled down the fake cleavage created by his corset, running down his belly and stopping at the bulge in his panties. A second twenty dropped into the hole, then he could hear the door open. 

Forty dollars wasn’t fifty dollars, but it was better than zero dollars. He quickly realized there were no tissues in the booth and he couldn’t clean himself up. He started to smooth the two twenties out, and that’s when he heard the door open again. He sat still again in the semi-dark, listening to another four-beat bass line pounding away in the store speakers. 

Suddenly, the tip of a cock emerged at the hole, and entered, already erect. It was massive, looking as big around as a can of soda, and didn’t seem to stop entering the booth. It had a huge head, a thick shaft, and was black as night.
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Mike tossed one smoothed and one crumpled bill onto the leather chair, and got to work, eager to get back to how he felt just moments earlier when he felt like he could climax purely from swinging his skirted hips into mid air. 

While he wasn't a tall or muscular guy, he was still bigger than Alicia, and he was surprised that his own hand barely fit around the massive black shaft. He got as much of it in his mouth as he could, and as it filled his mouth and tickled the back of his throat, he knew he’d need some help with it. He backed his head off the giant member and, using his hand, started to jerk the whole length, using his saliva as lube. 

“That’s it, girl,” came a deep voice from the booth. “Work that dick, go on. I see you in there, you little slut.”

Before Mike could take it back into his mouth, he pumped it harder and spit on the head, working his hand all around the giant head of the cock. 

“God, girl, fuck yeah,” came the voice again. 

Now saliva was dripping off the giant cock, and Mike could feel the precum oozing out of the tip of his own constrained cock in his panties. He took the head into his mouth again, and spread his legs as he crouched in the room. His needed to work himself over somehow. He reached to his face and chest, and got some cum from the first blowjob, then he reached between his legs and touched his own puckered little asshole. 

His cock tingled and wanted out, but he did not want to risk someone seeing it through the gloryhole. He wanted to cum, but couldn’t. 

He slipped one finger into his asshole and moved it in and out, slowly at first, timed to the rhythm of his head bobs working over the massive cock. 

After a minute he needed more and slipped a second finger in. He felt a whimper come out of his cock-stuffed mouth. Now he was feeling even more stretched out, and he felt like it wasn’t enough, like he had an empty spot in his body that needed to be filled, something his fingers couldn’t ever reach. 

And at that moment, he heard a sound behind him and he turned slightly to see a second hard cock enter his booth from the other side. The second man’s belt buckle rattled against the metal frame of the other gloryhole, announcing that he too needed to be serviced. 

This new cock belonged to a white guy, and while it was not as big as the black one in Mike’s mouth, it was still bigger than Mike’s helpless little dick, now straining even harder against his tight little panties. With a new cock in the room and fifty more dollars to be earned, Mike pulled the dripping black cock out of his mouth and continued to jerk it, slowly, moving the slippery saliva all over its head and shaft. He stood up, clicking his heels a little as he repositioned himself in the room, hearing the heavy breathing of its owner in the next booth. 

He didn’t want to keep the new cock waiting long since he needed the money and didn’t want to lose a customer, and so he bent down, pushing the giant slippery head against his own lubed up, now hungry asshole, and backed up against it.

“Fuck, girl, take that dick,” said the black man’s voice, low and commanding. And with one “pop” that made his legs go weak, a wave of pleasure took over his whole body, the whole head moved past his anus and was filling him up in ways he could only have imagined. This was nothing like his time in the hotel room earlier. This was hitting that magic spot inside him in a way that smaller dildo couldn’t. He bent forward and now took the new cock in his hand, and he took its head in his mouth as he started riding against the giant shaft. 

Like a piston, he went back and forth from one wall to the other, taking the black cock deep inside him, then taking the other cock all the way into his mouth. Back and forth, back and forth, now hearing two low voices groaning in approval. 

The massive cock inside him was stretching him to the brink, and putting pressure on something deep within him that wanted more, that wanted to always be full. With each thrust, Mike could feel his hidden, useless little dick begging to be jerked. He reached back with both hands and spread his ass cheeks apart more, eager to take even more of the gigantic cock inside him, to be even more full. 

He was aware now that he was whimpering with almost every thrust, that he was loudly smacking his own ass against the wall, trying to take the whole cock as deep as it would go, then even deeper. With each thrust he could feel the pressure building inside of him, and he felt it start to move, like the pressure was overflowing into other areas of his body. 

It was traveling toward his own soft, little cock, trapped in tight panties with no release. He somehow knew he needed to help, needed to help the pressure out, and he squeezed his ass with all his strength, squeezing the giant cock as hard as he could, and the man let out a deep moan in approval. 

Faster now, in perfect beat with the music, and he was thinking of his own pleasure now, chasing his own climax which was just there, within reach. It got away from him in the hotel, and got away from him with the first man he sucked off, but not now. The second cock was moving in and out as well, and the man in front of him was trying to throat-fuck him. 

Mike felt the pressure within him get closer to his front, and he squeezed as hard as he could, until finally, his little cock seemed to flutter, and he was spurting a load of cum into his panties, squirt after squirt building up in his crotch with nowhere to go.

At that moment, he felt the cock in his mouth start to spasm, and the voice behind him boomed “don’t stop girl,” and suddenly both men were cumming in him from either end, and he could feel his ass clenching around the giant black cock while he sucked every last bit from the man in front of him. 

The beat of the song kept up, but Mike slowed down, with both cocks no longer pulsing. His own crotch still tingled with energy, though, and he let the now softening cock drop from between his lips. He didn’t even think about it, and this time swallowed the load in his mouth, giving the white cock in front of him one last sucking kiss, right on the head, something he always wanted Alicia to do, and that she felt was gross. If Mike thought his own penis wanted more and deserved more, surely this guy did too. 

He was suddenly aware of the pervasive smell of cum. It was everywhere: in his mouth, still on his face from the first man, on his chest, dripping down his stomach and, as soon as the black man behind him pulled out, it was dripping out of his ass too. The whole room was sweat and cum, undeniably male. 

He collapsed onto the floor, feeling a tingling sensation between his legs; he had never cum without an erection before. And as if both men planned it, a bill dropped into his booth from each hole, at the same time. Both fifties. 

He blew some of his wig hair out of his face and felt the air of his breath pass against two men’s cum, wet against his cheek. He could also feel his own cum trapped in his panties, a sticky mess that his soft little cock could not get away from. And as he knelt there recovering, he could feel the black man’s cum start to drip down his inner thigh. 

One hundred and forty dollars for an hour’s work. He had more than enough to get home, could even eat now, and wondered how much more he could earn before the store closed, how much more he could take before feeling spent. Unlike the men whose cocks got soft as soon as they came, the tingling in his panties was not going away. He was not done.  

How many more secrets am I going to add on this trip? he thought, as he heard more footsteps out in the hallway.
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My phone read 4:48 pm. My laptop read 4:51 pm, and was synched to the server farm I helped manage. The clock looking down on the room of cubicles, though, read 4:46. No matter the clock, it was almost five o’clock, and while fourteen minutes didn’t feel like a long time to wait, it could have been nine minutes. 

“Got any exciting plans this weekend, Charlie?” 

I jumped. How the Hell did Will McCarthy get there? He wasn’t there a second ago. Then he was. For a guy who was like 6’2” or 6’3”, he could be pretty cat-like. 

“Nothing for sure,” I said. “Maybe grabbing drinks with some friends. We talked about a game of Ultimate. Who knows what actually happens, though.”

“If you’re going out, have you been to Tabor & Oak?”

Tabor & Oak was too trendy for me, and way out of my price range. Will worked in Sales, drove a BMW, and clearly saw Tabor & Oak as a normal part of any Friday. It wasn’t a normal part of mine, mainly because I’m on call too much to go out at all, let alone go out somewhere expensive. 

“We like Gunther’s,” I said quietly, already picturing the 1970s wood paneling and peanut shells on the floor.  

“Don’t know it,” he said. “Good cocktails?” 

“Two dollar drafts,” I said. 

“Gotcha. What about you, Mandy? Got anything fun going on this weekend?”

Mandy was a marketing temp-to-hire who sat in the next cubicle. She was smaller even than me and kept to herself most of the time. She dressed very well, better even than her supervisor, which probably meant she wouldn’t be here for long. 

“Going out with friends,” she said without much enthusiasm. 

“Dinner?” Will pressed.

Mandy nodded, grabbed her lunch bag and her purse, and walked off smiling at Will in a way that looked more like a grimace. Leaving before any clock read 5 was another way to make sure you weren’t here long.

“Well she seems fun,” he muttered. “I’ll bet she’s never had an orgasm. She walks too upright. Nice ass, though.”

Both of us watched Mandy walk down the hallway and turn the corner. 

“I hooked up with a girl who looked a little like Mandy on my last vacation in San Sebastian,” he said. “Spanish chick, or Portuguese. Something like that. Maria was her name. Real quiet and reserved when we were with her friends, like she had a reputation to protect with them, and then once I got her alone and we started making out, she was absolutely wild. You know the type?” 

I did not know, and who knows if the story was even real. I could have been listening to it for nine minutes, but instead it would probably be fourteen minutes.

Thirteen minutes. 

I don’t know how he thought I was open to locker room talk, but every now and then he would come down and do what I assumed was Guy Talk. He was a little hard to take sometimes, with a smile that felt a little like a performance, and small talk that always seemed just a bit insincere. I did admire one thing about Will, though: his confidence. He seemed genuinely unswayed by the world around him, like he’d go where he wanted, do what he wanted, and say what he wanted. If he said something a little off, he always had a quick way to cover it up, or to explain it away. 

He clearly liked having an audience though, and I did try and pay attention to how he was able to talk quickly. If I could talk quickly but meaningfully, that would be ideal. Will projected a confident emptiness. The world needed people like him, though, people who would never give up no matter how stupid he looked, and I was glad he worked in Sales. 

Thankfully, he moved on to other topics. He shared a little bit about a computer problem he was having, but though I worked in IT, I didn’t work in user support, and people rarely knew the difference. I just smiled and nodded and told him to file a ticket. Then for a few minutes he talked about his cousin’s wedding in Cabo that was coming up. “A really great way to send off the Summer, you know?”

Again, no, I didn’t know. When would I go to…where even was Cabo? Mexico? When would I go to Mexico? I hadn’t had a weekend off in months, as I had to be on call all the time until we could get Nathan the new guy completely trained and ready to take care of server issues on his own. Last time we tried, Nathan needed the entire department to bail him out at 3 in the morning. It was so weird being on a video call in our pajamas. 

“Well, I should get ready for my call,” Will said, walking back off to the Sales area. 

“Your call?”

“Yeah, West Coast client, this was the only time they were free. Hey, someone’s gotta keep the lights on around here.”

Only a small part of what I told Will was true, but as I packed up my things from my desk and grabbed my messenger bag, I thought about what was true. 

I was going out with friends. Well, one friend. A very particular friend named Brock. So that was true: I was going out. We were not going to Gunther’s, we were not going to a park, and we were not playing Ultimate. I didn’t even play Ultimate; I didn’t play any sports. 

Brock and I had plans, though, and they were not the kind of plans you share when making small talk with Will McCarthy, or anyone else, for that matter. 

I met Brock on an online forum for crossdressers. After secretly dressing for years, hiding it all through high school and college, and after finally working up the courage to post photos online, I struck up an online friendship with another poster named Becca. Becca was very encouraging, helped me with makeup advice, gave me some wardrobe pointers, and was a sympathetic ear when I struggled to make peace with my finances; I would never afford a trip to Cabo or drinks at Tabor & Oak if I was maintaining two professional wardrobes, only one of which I wore around other people. 

But somehow I needed my alter ego, even if keeping her around cost me twice as much. I got a lot of attention online from the other forum members, many of whom were jealous that I “passed,” at least by looking at me. A couple other members would post photos, and Becca and I would try to be polite, but many were older, out of shape, and I could see why they were jealous of how I looked. A few of them said the same thing: that if they looked like I did, they’d be going out every night to get picked up by hot men, but they knew their youth was behind them. 

I still remember how excited I was to post photos of my newest outfit, one I completely stole from Mandy the marketer who sat next to me. That day I snuck looks at her, not because I wanted to be with her, but because I wanted to be her. I wanted to be in her clothes. Her elegant boots, her black stockings, her classic and casual pencil skirt. I wanted her curves, too. 

“Think I should wear this to my next meeting?” was the caption on the photo that I sent to Becca once everything arrived in the mail and I could recreate that outfit. I wore it all night, slipping in and out of my home office chair with my legs together, just like Mandy did. I walked the whole length of my apartment dozens of times, copying how she’d walk to the coffee maker and back again. I tucked the brown hair of my wig behind my ears and my hoop earrings the way Mandy did when she’d stare at her computer screen. 

I waited all night for something from Becca. A compliment, an emoji, any response at all. 

Nothing came, and sometime after midnight, I stopped pouring the cheap white wine I was celebrating with, took a shower, and got back into the drab sweatpants I started the night with.

There was no news from Becca the next day, either. Or the one after that, or the one after that. It wasn’t until the following weekend I got a long message from her, and it was the message that changed our lives forever. 

To hear her tell it: she thought I looked stunning in my outfit, but before she started to reply, she noticed that in the background of my photo were shopping bags for stores that were local to her. But if they were local to me too, that meant we lived close enough to shop at the same stores. She panicked, thought I’d be able to recognize her in town, and she threw away every bit of feminine clothing she had. All the makeup. All the skirts, all the wigs, all the shoes. Everything. Gone. 

It took her five days to realize what she had done, but by then it was too late. She had to start over. 

That time, it was my turn to help her. She was a few inches shorter than I was, and I offered to give her everything I had that was too small for me to wear. She didn’t need to keep it all, but at least she could get going again without spending a ton of money. 

The only catch was that we’d either need to come up with some convoluted way to hand off a bag of girly clothes like it was a briefcase of ransom money, or else we could agree to meet in person and just hand it over. 

Our handoff turned into the girliest slumber party we could have imagined, full of nail polish, skirts, lingerie, wigs of all colors and styles, boots with heels that kept getting bigger, and a completely full hard drive of photos that we could post to the forum. 

It didn’t start out that way, of course. It began when a nervous-looking young man named Brock arrived at my apartment. After he tried some clothes on and we did our makeup together (and had some wine), things slowly became more comfortable, right in line with how we interacted online. I could be Charlie as both a guy and a girl, but Brock slowly transformed into Becca, and that’s how things stayed. 

Each of us had never dressed in front of someone else before, and we both needed it to take the next step, to keep going with whatever it was that we were doing. 

The next morning over coffee, we had confessed how worried we were that the other would want to take another step. Because for as much as I felt alive, vibrant, feminine, and secure when dressed as a girl, I did not feel attraction to Becca. Or Brock. 

Thankfully, he felt no attraction to Charlie, either version. So while we had a great time our first night together, each spent time worried the other would make a move.

Once we got past that, I became great friends with Becca and Brock, though we spent most of our time together as girls. We had a few more slumber parties, until the most recent one, when Becca was a little antsy, pacing around my apartment in leggings and a croptop, sipping her wine. 

“This is great and all,” she said, “but you know at some point we have to go outside. And that kind of scares me.” 

I had been sitting on my couch dressed in a leather miniskirt. Neither of us were in any condition to go out dressed the way we were at the time, but that was the night we made our promise: the next time we got together, we were going to wear sensible clothing that made us feel sexy, and we were going outside. 

Together. 

As I unlocked my car to drive home, it hit me: that night had arrived. 
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“It’s not your neighbor I’m worried about,” Brock said as I filled his wine glass. “It’s his creepy friend. The Latin-looking one.”

“Why?” I said. “Do you mean Marc?”

“I don’t know his name,” he said. “He held the door open for me as I wheeled my suitcase in and I said something stupid about you driving me to the airport tomorrow. Then he asked where I was going and I said ‘San Mateo,’ and I don’t even know where that is. Is that even a real place? God, I’m such an idiot.”

I laughed and we clinked glasses. “To your trip to San Mateo,” I said. “I’ve always wanted to go there. You’ll have to tell me all about it.”

“I’ll get right on that,” he said, falling back onto my couch with a sigh. The wine sloshed dangerously close to the edge of the wine glass. “So seriously, what’s the plan tonight? I don’t want to go out too early. It looked like your neighbor and his friends were headed out to play pickleball. I don’t want to run into them twice.”

“They play a lot on weekends,” I said. “And anyway, they won’t recognize you later, right?”

“You can say that,” he said, sipping his wine. “You look way better than I do when we do this, you know. Like, you have to know that.” 

“No, you looked great in that turtleneck and that gray skirt that one time, with the blonde wig?” 

“Maybe,” he shrugged. “You look good in anything. A lot of times I feel like a dude in a wig. I was chatting with Arabella the other day”–Arabella was one of the older crossdressers on the forum–“and she was saying that she regrets that she waited until 72 years old to go out dressed like a woman. She said it’s too late for her, but she was trying to give me confidence.”

“Did it work? That sounds a little sad to me.” I sat opposite Brock on my easy chair. We each put our feet on different sides of the coffee table. 

“It absolutely made me sad too. Also, I think she was hoping I’d go out, get laid, and then tell her about it. She does creep me out sometimes, as positive as she can be.” 

“Is that your plan now?” I teased. “Wag your ass around and pick up men?” 

Brock blushed a little, but managed to shake his head. “First, no. If I were to ever want to be picked up by someone dressed like this, it’d be a girly lesbian. A lipstick lesbian? That’s what it’d take. Except second, no, I cannot imagine the kind of person to be attracted to me.”

“Oh, please. We’re not going over this again. I told you, you look way better than you give yourself credit for.”

“It’s not that,” he said, leaning forward and swirling his glass a little. “Lesbians like girls, right? And if I like girls, and I go out as a girl, is a girl who likes girls going to be like ‘oh, you know what? Never mind. Dick is fine.’ No, of course not.” 

My phone buzzed, which was a nice distraction from the direction Brock was taking the conversation. As much as I liked having a wingwoman, he was sometimes a little down on himself and it could be a buzzkill. Lately he was getting more insecure about how he looked. All I could do was encourage him to wear the things he looked best in, but I could tell he wasn’t really taking it to heart. He was shorter than I was, a little wider, and had a thicker neck. 

I looked at my phone, hoping the text wasn’t work-related. It was from Dennis, my manager. We got this, it read. Have a great night off, and we’ll talk Monday morning. 

I sent a thumb’s up back. 

“Problem?” 

“No, just my manager saying he’s got it tonight. I think I’m going to start getting ready,” I said, getting out of my chair and finishing the last of my drink with a single swallow.

“Way too light out,” Brock said, motioning towards the window with his still-full glass. “I’m going to wait. You go first.”

“Meaning, you’re going to take your time until the sun goes down and it’s pitch black out and you risk nothing? You having second thoughts?” 

“No. I mean…I don’t know,” he sighed. “I feel like Arabella’s in my head. Why doesn’t she pester you about your sex life?”

“She’s lonely,” I said, sitting back down. “She clearly regrets not going out when she had the chance, and is living through other people. Right now, that’s you. She thinks you need to do this, and she’s right. If you don’t, in fifty years someone will be complaining about some old weirdo named Becca who sends them inappropriate messages about how they need to wear the shortest skirt in their closet.” 

That got a laugh out of him, at least. 

“I kind of feel like I don’t want to let her down, but also…why? I don’t know her, and what do I care if she approves of my Friday nights or not?” 

“Earlier you asked what the plan for tonight was. Which tells me you have no plan, and that’s fine. You also don’t want to live out Arabella’s plans for you, whatever they are, right? And you also don’t seem to want to go anywhere if it’s too light.”

I waved my free hand to cut him off as he started talking.

“Just listen. It’s OK. This isn’t exactly like a normal errand. It’s fine if you’re nervous. I’m a little nervous too.”

“You are?”

“I am. But we have to do it, you know? So how about we get dressed. We walk down the back stairs to the parking lot, we get in my car, and we go for a drive. My car will be a traveling safe space. If we feel up to it, we’ll drive by a few places, and if there’s no one there, we can get out and walk around a little. You don’t have to talk to anyone if you don’t want to, and we don’t have to go anywhere there might be a crowd. Deal?” 

He looked at me and nodded. 

“Cool,” I said. “I’m going to start getting ready, and we can go right before the sun goes down. Not too dark, not too light.” 

“I…admire your confidence about this,” he said. 

In my head, I’m not sure I was confident. I had no idea whether or not this was going to go well. But I had spent all week looking forward to my first night off in a long time, I had a new gray plaid pencil skirt and a new sweater that looked stunning together, and I could already feel the cool air on my legs as we would walk outside somewhere, whether on the street, or in a park, or by the river. 

All I knew was that I bought Fortune, the perfume that I overheard Mandy telling her boss about. I bought new ankle boots, a new purse, and I had saved money for a wig of real hair. For as much as I liked pacing around my apartment feeling sexy, I needed to go out, even if it wasn’t to be on the prowl the way Arabella wanted. 

Though I loved how I looked and felt when I was done getting dressed up, I did despise the whole process of getting ready. As a guy, I could skip shaving, run a wet washcloth over my face, wear an unironed shirt under a sweater, put on wrinkle-free pants and a pair of shoes, and I was ready for the day. 

As a girl? I always started with hair removal cream, and so the bathroom would smell acrid, like rotten batteries. I wouldn’t always have girly shaving cream since I used it faster than the guy stuff, so I always seemed to become a girl using shaving cream that made the bathroom smell like a men’s locker room. 

Eventually, after I plucked my eyebrows, shaved my face and legs, took care of all the stray hairs on my chest and between my legs, then the bathroom would start to smell more like the girl I was trying to be. 

I was staring at myself in the master bathroom mirror about to start my shower when I heard the guest bathroom door close; Brock had decided to start getting ready, and Becca would come out of that bathroom not long after I finished my own transformation. 

Showering was symbolic for me now. I loved the feeling of running my hands on my smooth body, making sure I was clean and soft to the touch. Not that anyone else was touching me, and that was a totally different problem that I was not ready to confront, mostly because despite how confident Brock thought I was, I was more than a little afraid of what this all meant. 

As I slid my hands down my now-smooth legs and worked the bath sponge over myself, I was reminded that I had never–as in, not one time–run my hands over someone else’s legs. As I soaped the now-hairless area between my legs, I couldn’t avoid the thought that no one had ever touched me there, nor had I touched anyone there. 

Of course everyone wanted to be touched, to be cherished. They also wanted to find someone they could reach out and touch, to help them feel good. 

So then why couldn’t I clearly picture who that was? Brock knew he liked girls and was confused because of who would want him. I couldn’t seem to decide what I wanted at all, and found it hard even to fantasize about anyone specific. Anytime I tried imagining going on a date, it was as if I was watching a movie of two other people, rather than imagining myself on the date. Even if I started out thinking about someone like Mandy from work, I’d think about Charlie the guy going in for a kiss, and then when the kiss stopped, Mandy would say she didn’t like girls. Or I’d picture myself dressed as a girl, getting picked up by some attractive and athletic young man, and before I could get lost in the attention, I’d worry about how I’d be able to keep my secret forever. 

Ever since I fished my sister’s training bras out of the trash to hide them in my closet for myself, I fought that dressing in girly clothes turned me on, because I couldn’t figure out what about it turned me on. What stayed the same when I dressed up? My attraction to women and femininity? 

I patted myself dry after my shower and wiped a clear spot in the mirror so I could see myself. I was too smooth to be a boy and not feminine enough to be a girl, and this was always a strange feeling. 

Sliding into a pink lace thong was better; at least then I wasn’t reminded of my painfully underutilized manhood between my legs. But then I felt my lack of cleavage. I had tried stuffing bras, and I had tried those silicone inserts, but the stuffing always seemed too bumpy and misshapen, and the inserts gave me something to be self conscious about; what if one fell out? I got into the habit of wearing lightly padded bras, and at least then it looked like I had an A cup, as long as no one tried to give them a squeeze. 

Although again: who was going to give them a squeeze? 

Twenty minutes later, I was done: gray suede ankle boots, dark stockings, a gray skirt, white blouse, red nail polish, and finally, a nervous boy was looking in the mirror at a pretty cute girl.
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“Wait,” I said. “Hold up.” 

We had been admiring each other’s outfits for what felt like an hour, and it was clear that we were both killing time, delaying the inevitable. 

“Oh, are you chickening out now?”

“No, we have to take a pic for the others. Girls Night Out. We’ll post it real quick, then leave.”

I balanced my phone on the couch cushion and faced it so Becca and I could get by the kitchen table, put our arms around each other, lift one leg behind us to show off our heels, and smile for the supportive crossdressing community scattered all over the world who would stay in while we went out. 

We selected the best pic of the twenty or so that I took, posted it in a new thread, and that was that. 

My phone buzzed almost immediately. 

“Arabella’s already clicked ‘Like,’” I said.

“Of course she has,” Becca laughed.

It buzzed again. 

“Also she has clicked ‘Hug.’ So she sends a hug. And now a smooch emoji. And a…is that a trophy? And here’s a firework burst. And a bikini.” 

“OK, you’re right, we’ll tell her all about this later.” 

“You ready?” I asked Becca.

“No,” she sighed. “But let’s go.”

I wasn’t ready either, but we did need to get out of my apartment. I made the mistake of visiting my sister’s room the day of her wedding, after she had gotten ready. It was her, my mother, her 6 bridesmaids, the photographer, and the wedding coordinator. All women. All dressed up. 

It was too many smells. Everyone’s perfume was different. Everyone used different shampoo. People sprayed all kinds of different things to keep hair in place, or to keep cleavage glittered, or to cover up the smell of coffee and hangover on their breath. It felt artificial, like a femininity factory would smell after running three straight shifts. That combination of smells seared the inside of my nostrils and stayed with me for years, and I would get hints of it every time I’d have to spray and paint and dab a girly layer on top of myself. 

My apartment smelled a little like that now, given all the bottles and foams and spritzes that we needed to get us to this point. I was starting to get a headache, like there wasn’t enough air for us, and we needed to get out. 

I put my hand on the right half of my doorknob, and when she just stared at me, I grabbed her left hand and placed it on the other half.

“Like a ouija board?” she asked. “So we never know who to blame?”

“Just so we can do it together,” I said. “This is a big step.”

We stared at one another for a few seconds, and then I started turning my wrist to the left, waiting for her to pick up on it. At some point the knob turned the rest of the way, and the door clicked open. 

I don’t think she moved a muscle.

The hallway felt still, and after my door shut behind us, all we heard was the muffled sound of a TV from one of the other apartments. The apartment across the hall was vacant, and Peter lived on the second floor, directly beneath it. Across from him, below me, was Meredith the 40-something divorced Mom. On the first floor were the two widows, Angela and Prudence. 

“Back stairs,” I mouthed, and we walked the length of the building to go down the staircase that would open directly to the parking lot. 

I heard Becca stumble a bit as we started down the narrow, creaky stairs.

“Like this,” I whispered, showing how I was positioning my feet at an angle. She was holding on to the railing for dear life. 

At the back door, I decided not to wait for her to help me turn the doorknob this time, and I held the door for her. 

It was still technically late Summer, and I had no idea what it was going to feel like to wear stockings outside. It didn’t feel like wearing pants, yet it didn’t feel like wearing nothing, either. It was a weird middle ground between being dressed and not being dressed. 

I felt covered, but not completely, and the part of me that wasn’t covered felt alive. Like it needed to be seen. 

We’d never know if anyone observed us, but if they did, they would have seen two slightly overdressed young women walking in heels from the back door of a brownstone apartment building, through the parking lot, to where a white Honda CRV was parked near the dumpster. It was becoming twilight, but there still would have been enough light to see the taller one fumble with her keys and then drop them by the driver’s side door. She kept her legs together and gently lowered herself to the ground to grab them, then unlocked the car doors. The shorter girl quickly got in the car, slamming the door shut behind her. The taller one backed herself into her seat, keeping her legs together the whole time, then swung them up and into the car. 

Then they were gone. 

“I’ve never driven in heels before,” I said, backing out of my spot. “This is weird.”

“Weird as in, you can’t do it?” Becca asked.

“We’ll find out!” I said, and turned out of the parking lot, Becca gripping the door handle. 

For six blocks, neither of us said anything, and as we started getting closer to the river, I could see her relax her grip on the door. 

“No one is staring at us,” she said as we went light-to-light on Market Street, next to other drivers the whole time. 

“Do people usually stare at you when you drive?” I asked. 

“No,” Becca said. “But this is different.” 

“They don’t know that,” I said. 

I put my blinker on to turn left.

“Where are we going?” she snapped, her hand returning to the door handle.

“Reax,” I said. “This is a safe space, remember? We’ll cruise by the park and see if it’s safe to get out. If it is, we’ll take a spin by the river. If it’s not, we won’t get out.” 

We drove by Alpine’s Ice Cream on the way to the parking lot. 

“Maybe we can get milkshakes later,” I said. 

“I am not going in there like this,” Becca said flatly.

“Drive-thru it is,” I said. 

There were only a few cars in the parking lot, and I parked as far from them as I could, close to a couple benches that faced the river. The river was wide here and moved very slowly as it passed by the long, narrow park that contained pavilions, basketball courts, pickleball courts, playgrounds, and more. It was always very busy during the Summer, but this late in the season and this late in the evening, it was almost deserted. 

“We don’t have to get out,” I said, cutting the engine, “but we have a clear shot from here to that pavilion. It’s just two young women out for a stroll, nothing’s wrong, nothing to stare at, nothing to see here. We go down, we come back, we figure out the next step.” 

Before we could get to the next step, we needed the first step, and my first steps by the river felt like my first steps in my parking lot, only stronger. 

Becca didn’t say anything as we walked towards the river, but I could tell she was tense pretty much the whole way.

She was also walking a little bit like a duck, with her toes pointed out. This was her default walk that she’d do in my apartment now and then, and was another reason she was jealous of how naturally this came to me. 

“Quack, quack,” I said gently, and she straightened out her toes so they pointed forward. 

I still could tell that I was walking more gracefully than her, and I knew it bothered her. Her face was rounder than mine, her forehead bigger, her Adam’s apple bigger, and she was broader and squatter. I knew I looked more feminine, and I knew it was more likely I wouldn’t get clocked for being a guy in a skirt. But we were partners, right? We were doing this together, and I didn’t exactly have a choice of partners for these kinds of adventures. What would I do if I did? Would that dress-up partner be sexy and want to hook up? Or would she want to pick up men? 

I felt guilty that I was thinking of her this way, but then immediately felt better that I was thinking of her as a “her” to begin with. 

We made it to the pavilion, and kept going. We got to the fenced-in basketball and pickleball courts. There was a game of pickleball going on in the closest court, and both of us stopped short at the same time. 

“Oh, shit,” she gasped. “That’s your neighbor.”

It was Peter and his friends. I knew they played pickleball, and I knew that they were assholes because they would joke with me now and then in the hallway, making small talk. The conversations were about drinking, and macho work stuff, and hooking up with random girls. I never took them up on their offers to hang out. 

Peter was pretty clearly a former fraternity guy in college, probably a business major. The bigger guy looked like the life of the party, but not the kinds of parties I wanted to ever be at. On the other side of the net was Marc the Latino-looking guy who wore a lot of cologne and would puff his chest out when he walked. 

They were not my type. They were better off meeting Will McCarthy.

The big guy’s partner, though, wasn’t someone I had ever seen before. He was taller than the rest of them, had short-cropped blonde hair, a little bit of stubble, and was clearly very athletic. The big guy brought almost nothing to the game except when something was hit directly at him, yet this did not seem to make the teams imbalanced. In fact, the blonde guy seemed to be able to beat the other two almost on his own. 

“His name is Jared,” I said.

“How do you know that?”

“Because someone just said ‘good shot, Jared,’ after he hit the ball. The bigger guy didn’t hit it; he did. So that’s Jared.”

“There’s that famous problem-solving again,” Becca said, turning back the way we came. “Unless you want to sit here and stare at Jared some more, let’s please go back.” 

“I’m not staring at him,” I said. 

But I knew that I had been staring at him. I knew that the feeling I had the whole night so far, that feeling of wanting to be seen, got very pronounced as soon as I noticed him. I could not explain it. I did not tell Becca. But something inside me wanted him to stop looking at the court and look in my direction, because I suspected he’d like what he saw.

Why did that matter? Why did I care what a guy named Jared thought about me? I clearly wouldn’t have thought those thoughts if I came here dressed in my normal work clothes and stumbled on my neighbor’s pickleball game.

Obviously the difference was that I was dressed as a young woman. I didn’t always act like I was a young woman, but sometimes I did feel different from my usual self. 

And I had to admit that when Becca would tell me that I looked hotter than she did, or that I looked convincing, or that my body looked hot in whatever skirt I was wearing, I did get a thrill out of it.

I tried to reciprocate with her, I really did, but both of us knew she didn’t pass as well as I did. I’d tell her to fix her posture, or to wear a choker if she was self-conscious about her neck. Or, like earlier, when she would start walking like a duck and I’d get her back on track. 

I liked that she noticed me, I liked that it was validating, and I liked that there was nothing sexual about it.

Yet part of me wished for some kind of tension. Was that why I wanted Jared to notice my outfit? 

By the time I had that thought, we had walked almost the whole way back to the car, and I realized I hadn’t paid any attention to Becca. 

“Here, let’s sit a second,” I said, tucking my skirt under me and sitting on the bench. She sat next to me, with plenty of space between us. 

“I feel better now than I did earlier,” Becca said finally. 

“I don’t want to go back,” I said. “This feels really good. I can’t explain it.”

I didn’t share that I had been working some of it out in my head.

“I’m glad I did this,’ she said. “I’m glad we did this, I mean. I still don’t know how far I want this to go.” 

“I like how different it is,” I said. 

I was used to feeling myself swing between my legs when I wore boxers; that didn’t happen when I wore panties. I was used to feeling my pants brush and swish against my ankles where they got wide; that didn’t happen with stockings or panty hose, and even the pants I had were tapered so that they stayed in place. 

As a girl, I was held in place. As a guy, I sometimes felt like my clothes didn’t fit. 

But I didn’t share any of that with her. All I had said was that I liked how different it was.

We sat, crossing and uncrossing our legs on the bench, giggling like schoolgirls. We’d let a heel dangle off our foot, before I finally let both heels fall off and I let the cooler night air tickle my toes. 

My phone buzzed in my purse. 

“Arabella’s probably wondering why we haven’t checked in,” Becca said. “She wants hot photos of the hot sex she thinks we’re having with hot men from 1953. Tell her we’re Lindy-hopping.” 

I reached for my phone and read the notification on my lock screen. 

Shit.

“What emoji is she sending now?” Becca asked. “Let me guess. Another bikini? Or the heels? I bet it’s the heels.”

“It’s worse,” I said. 

Staring back at me from the lock screen was a text from Nathan. Got a sec? It read. Barclay down.

“One of our application servers is down,” I said. 

“No. Ignore it. This is your night. This is our night.”

I put the phone face down on my lap and tried to think. 

My phone started buzzing, close enough to what was in my panties to get my attention, but not so close that it was anything other than an amusement. 

“Is he calling you now? Why did you hire this dude?” she asked.

“No, it’s my manager,” I said. “Becca, I can ignore Nathan, but I can’t ignore my boss.” 

“Let it go to voicemail,” she said. “You have no boundaries for this stuff. They’re using you.” 

I did not have time to debate this. 

“Dennis,” I said after answering the call. “I’m not home. What’s up?”

“Big problem, Charlie,” he said. “No one knows Barclay like you do, and Nathan is panicking. I can’t even figure it out.”

“This is my night off,” I said. 

“I know, and I’m sorry.”

“I documented everything for him,” I said. I felt ridiculous sitting on a bench in a skirt, dressed well, but using my guy voice into the phone. I looked around hoping no one could overhear a girl using a man’s voice to talk about tech problems. All I could see was Becca looking disappointed. 

“He doesn’t understand the documentation, and anyway, I don’t think this is in there,” Dennis said. 

“So now he’s inventing new ways to break what we’ve built?”

“Charlie, please. This is critical.”

“He isn’t working out,” I said. “This is awful. I can’t keep doing this.” 

I felt like I was pouting. 

“Right now we just need to get Barclay back up, and no one can do that better than you,” he said. “I need you, Charlie.” 

I could hear Becca breathing next to me. A slight breeze came from the South, whipping the flag that was a few benches away from us on the pathway. A light turned on in one of the apartments across the river. 

I closed my eyes and took one deep breath. 

“I need 30 minutes to get home,” I said into my phone, and hung up as Dennis was saying that he owed me one.

“I wondered if this would happen,” Becca said after a few seconds of silence.

“He said he needs me,” I said. 

“Of course he does,” she deadpanned. “Because he can’t do the work and he knows you’ll bail him out no matter what.” 

“He’s not like that,” I said. “It’s that we still haven’t gotten Nathan up to speed on everything.”

“It’s been months, Charlie. He’ll never get up to speed, and you know it.” 

“Then he’ll lose his job.” 

“And the next guy will be better? You told me you’ve spent months getting him trained. You want to do that again? You need a new job. You’re being used. I heard him say he owed you one. He owes you about eight or nine at this point, and you’ll never get them. There’ll be a tenth, then an eleventh.” 

I felt for my heels in the darkness with my toes, then slipped them back on.

“We have to go.”
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Becca looked wistful the whole drive back. The light of the neighborhood lit up her face as she looked out the window, more relaxed now than she had been on our way out. 

There wouldn’t be a milkshake. The adventure was probably over. We’d have to do it again. 

She was probably right, but I’m not sure I could have told her that. Something felt off about the job, and I couldn’t put my finger on it. There was an awful lot I couldn’t put my finger on lately. 

I pulled back into my parking spot behind my building, and we sat in silence for a few seconds. 

“You’ll be fine,” I said, thinking that she was nervous about walking around again.

“I know that,” she said. “I’m just getting tired of the extremes, you know? Like, going from nervous and afraid to happy and pleased, then right into disappointed and sad.” 

“Stick around, I’ll see what I can do to fix the server, and maybe we can stay dressed and have some wine or something.” 

Even though it was dark, I watched her walk next to me to the back door, and couldn’t help but notice how straight her toes were.

I unlocked the back door and held it open for her. I was about to point out how graceful her walk looked, but Becca’s face was frozen in horror at something behind me. 

It was Peter, Marc, the big guy, and Jared, all standing on the landing a few feet away from us, on their way up the stairs. 

I should have shut the door and gone back out. We should have waited in the parking lot until we saw the light in Peter’s apartment turn on, and we knew it was safe to go in. In hindsight, I should have done any number of things, and maybe the outcome would have been different. But I had a support call to get to, I was rushing, and without thinking it through, I grabbed her by the hand and pulled her inside. 

The young men stared at us. We couldn’t get by. They weren’t moving.

“Ladies first,” the big guy said. He backed up in the hallway so we could fit by, but he still took up most of the hallway. The other guys followed suit.

“We can wait,” I said. “We’re going higher than you.” 

“We’re saying our goodbyes here,” Marc said. “Go ahead.” 

Becca looked like she was panicking. There was no getting out of this. I squeezed her hand and we went up the stairs, too close to the guys for comfort. 

I went first and got to the head of the line, where Marc was. Once beyond the bodies of the four guys, I turned to watch Becca follow me. 

Marc put out his hand to stop her. 

She looked at him with fear in her eyes. 

“The airport, huh?” he said, looking Becca up and down.

I could feel her heart break from where I stood. I could feel her defeat. She looked at me, as if waiting for me to say something. 

I couldn't say a thing. 

I don’t know how long we stayed frozen like that. No more than a few seconds, but each second felt like agony. 

Marc turned and looked me right in the eyes and said “you got a lot of work to do with this one.” 

Becca’s eyes went wide with hurt. 

Mine went wide with surprise.

That was the moment when Marc and Peter both started laughing, the big guy started chuckling, and I wanted to disappear.

I grabbed Becca’s hand, and we walked up the stairs. 

The last thing I saw before I turned and walked with her up the stairs was seeing Jared mouth the words I’m sorry.

“Fucking assholes,” Becca spat as soon as we shut my apartment door behind us. She ripped her wig off and stood there, looking hurt, sad, angry. Broken. 

She stared at me with girl makeup and guy hair. 

With a skirt and no grace. 

“This was a mistake,” she said. “I’m not cut out for this.”

I tried to hug her, and she brushed me off. 

Was I supposed to hug her?

“What the hell,” she stomped. “What the fuck.” 

I wanted to say that she had a great night up until that moment, that she made progress and had worked on her confidence, that she even relaxed and enjoyed herself. I wanted to say that she needed to hold on to the good that we had from the last couple hours. I wanted to say all of that, but my eyes shot to where my work laptop was sitting on the table and she saw me do it. 

“Just go,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t matter. This doesn’t matter.” 

She slipped out of her shoes and dropped a few inches. 

She looked small and squat now. 

“Of course you matter,” I said, “we can talk about this.” 

She duck-walked to the bathroom and slammed the door. 

“You did great,” I called after her, unfolding my laptop and watching the screen come to life. “It’ll be better next time.”

“Next time?” she called from the bathroom. 

I logged in, checked my work email, and already had a link to a work call. I clicked the link, slid the webcam cover over to block my camera, and joined the call with Dennis and Nathan.

“Charlie, thank God,” Dennis said. Both Dennis and Nathan had their cameras off too.  

“What the fuck?” I heard Brock yell from the bathroom.

“I’m sorry?” Dennis said. “Was that you, Charlie?”

“No,” I said. “Neighbors. Pickleballers. They must have gotten home right as I joined, which is awesome. OK, what do we have?”

“Fuck off!” Brock yelled again. 

“Let’s hope our night is better than theirs,” Dennis said. “There’s a link in the chat. It’s the output from the list of processes running at the time the server went down. Take a look at it before you remote into the server.”

“I’ll take a look,” I said.

“You’re not on camera?” he said.

“I’m…not decent,” was all that I got out before the file loaded.

Brock stomped out of the bathroom, wearing the outfit he showed up in. He glared at me on his way past the table and he grabbed his keys from the coffee table. 

“This process ID list is huge, Dennis,” I said. “Something is seriously broken here.” 

“What’s more important, Charlie!” Becca said, arms crossed. 

I muted the call. 

“Becca, I can’t do both of these things at the same time!” I snapped. It didn’t sound to me like I was using my Guy Voice. 

“I’m going home,” Brock said, looking almost completely like himself now. 

“Please, don’t,” I said. “This might not take long.”

“Or it might, and I can sit here like an idiot for the next few hours while I listen to you speak nonsense with people I don’t know. Right now I’m not the biggest problem in your life. I get it.”

Brock grabbed his jacket and started for the door. 

“Charlie?” I heard Dennis say from the call that was still muted. “Charlie, you there?”

“Just do it,” Brock said, and opened the door on his own, then left. 

“I’m here,” I said into the laptop. “Sorry. Fat fingers.” 

It took two hours to untangle Nathan’s mess. He had written a bunch of scripts to automate some of his maintenance work, then ran them. But it was pretty clear Nathan couldn’t write code well, as while he told the scripts to do things like monitor directories and write some files, he never told them to stop. So Barclay kept monitoring itself and writing files until it ran out of space, then crashed. 

“Charlie, I can’t thank you enough,” Dennis said when everything was back online. Or at least, the big letter “D” on my screen said it. Neither of us had our cameras on, and I half-wondered if he looked like I did. 

“Yeah, thanks,” Nathan said. “That was really bad.” 

I had spent the night thinking things I never said, and regretting them later. After two hours of troubleshooting and bailing out my colleagues on my night off, my filter was gone.

“It was really bad,” I said. “It was my night off. And yet here we are. I can’t keep doing this, Dennis, I really can’t.” 

“Charlie, before you say anything, let’s just get some sleep, and we’ll talk Monday.” 

I closed my laptop, and sat for a minute in my empty, still apartment. My still apartment that had a faint whiff of girly aromas from earlier that night. My apartment that was… a total mess.

I looked around and saw Brock’s wig on the floor, right where he dropped it. I got up from my chair, reached down for it, and saw one of his clip-on earrings. The other must be around here somewhere, right?

I turned the light on in the guest bathroom and saw that he had left all his stuff there. His shaving cream, his razor, his cosmetic bag, everything. There was a pile of what looked like panties and bras under the towel rack, there were two other skirts draped over the side of the tub, and there was his mannequin head that he used to style his wigs, sitting there on the sink counter, completely white, completely smooth, and completely bald. 

I shut the light off; I’d deal with it in the morning.

Our wine glasses were still on the coffee table, and I knew I was too worked up to go to sleep. I grabbed mine, gave it a rinse in the sink, and poured it almost full, taking a big gulp. 

I looked down at myself and realized I was still dressed up. Still dressed as if I were going to work. It was a great outfit, and I’d love to wear it again, but at that moment I knew I needed to get it off. 

I could not go back to boy clothes, though; I wasn’t done yet. I had a night of dressing pretty, of looking good, of going outside for the first time ever. That was interrupted by a work emergency, and I needed to get back to what I had before Nathan screwed up my life. Again. 

Haven’t you ever woken up from a dream that you loved, then tried to force yourself to sleep and get right back to the good part? It never seemed to work, but in this case, I was going to try.

What I wanted was something out of character, even more so than feminine clothes. I wasn’t going back out again, but I needed something…more. 

I needed another first, and I knew what that would be.
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In my closet I had some lingerie that I had never worn, other than holding it up to myself the day it came in the mail. It was a black lace teddy that was high-cut and was supposed to be “cheeky.” It came with a black, sheer wrap that tied around your waist, and I had a pair of black thigh-high stockings to go with it. I could get my current outfit off, and get that lingerie on, without doing anything to my wig or makeup. I was sure of it. 

It only took a few minutes to get out of my clothes, and as I rolled my black thigh highs up my legs, I knew I had made the right choice for the night. I was completely smooth from earlier; why waste it? 

By the time I wiggled into the teddy and tucked myself into the crotch, I was pulsing with some kind of energy I couldn’t identify. I felt like I crackled. I slipped into a pair of black heels and wrapped the sheer gown around my waist, then paused to see what I looked like in the mirror. 

I looked sensual. Confident. Provocative. I lifted my wine glass to my reflection and watched as a sexy, sparkling young woman took a polite sip of wine. 

I felt…sexy. 

I swirled the sheer wrap around, and imagined myself walking down a catwalk, dozens of men leering at me hungrily. 

The glass was almost empty, and it had gone to my head. I had no catwalk nearby, but I walked down the hallway and that’s when I noticed that Brock had left his suitcase by the couch. 

Brock. 

Becca. 

I hadn’t thought about him in a while, in either form, but I quickly relived the heated way that our night ended, and I wanted to text him to see how things were. 

Instead, I set my glass down, floated in my gown to where the suitcase was, tipped it on its side, and popped it open. 

Inside were two pair of shoes, one pair of flats and one pair of boots. There were also stockings that were white, black, fishnet, red, and purple. There were tops, miniskirts, and a leopard-print bikini. 

And a second cosmetic bag, slightly bigger than the one that was in my guest bathroom. Curiosity got the best of me, and I unzipped it. 

It’s a strange feeling to learn secrets about someone who already shared so many secrets with you, whose life is already several large secrets. But the cosmetic bag in the suitcase made it clear that Becca was having thoughts about her sexuality that she never shared with me. 

Inside were two realistic dildos, one open and one still in its packaging. There was a bottle of lube, an opened package of condoms, a pair of what looked like nipple clamps, the tiniest thong I had ever seen, and a small vibrator that looked like a tube of lipstick with a big pink button on the bottom of it.  

I clicked the button and the vibrator came alive in my hand. As soon as it did, I felt myself throb in the crotch of the teddy. 

It took eight or nine more clicks to get it to turn back off, as it had a few different vibrating patterns it needed to go through before it reached the end. Each new pattern made me feel an almost ghostly tingling sensation between my legs, and I needed to calm myself down before I did anything rash.

Though, was it rash? Why was I still acting ashamed about having a body, and having a body that was significantly more attractive than the normal body I went to work with? Girls could be sexual. Clearly Becca was experimenting, or thinking about it. And just because I never had didn’t mean that I couldn’t. 

It was a night of firsts, after all. 

How many more could I have? 

With the lights off in my apartment, I sat once again in my chair and stared at the dildo on my coffee table, lit only by the street lights outside. I had taken it out of its shrink wrap and stuck it right in the middle of the table. It pointed straight up at the ceiling, permanently horny, permanently waiting for me to do something. 

The breeze from my open windows now and then tussled my gauzy wrap as it hung by my feet, and I could feel the small package in my crotch continue to throb. 

In one hand I held my wine glass, and in the other I held the little vibrator, turning its smooth shape over in my hand. 

I downed the rest of my wine, and reached down to place it on the floor, next to my chair. I got up and walked around the coffee table so that I was staring at the underside of the cock, then slowly knelt on the floor before it. 

It wasn’t huge. I had definitely seen porn where girls used dildoes bigger than this, and definitely saw porn where guys had natural dicks bigger than this. But the heft in my hand was still impressive; I certainly wasn’t as big as this thing, and holding it in my hand felt nothing like when I’d hold myself. 

I slowly stroked it with my hand, painted nails flashing in the light from the street. 

I got close to it, imagining the feeling of hot breath on it, how someone else might feel my hot breath, and I stuck out my tongue, giving the head of it a single lick. 

No one was watching. I knew no one was watching. Yet I was still timid about it. There was no chemical taste from that one little lick, and I gave the head a little squeeze between my thumb and index finger. Then I went in for another lick, only this time, I put the whole head in my mouth first, licking the underside of the head while it was in my mouth. 

As I worked my tongue around the bottom of the head, I felt my own cock try and jump in my crotch, and it was unable to. There was no room for it to get hard, and there was no way for it to grow. 

Why did it do that? Why did it respond to something in my mouth?

I lowered my head onto the dildo more, and felt it fill my mouth. Even a reasonable-sized dildo filled my mouth almost completely; how did porn stars fit bigger things in their mouths so easily? 

I bobbed my head up and down, slowly at first, testing to see how far back in my mouth I could go. In the darkness, I couldn’t quite tell how much I was fitting in my mouth, so I marked it with my finger and then checked it when I came up for air: I could almost fit the whole thing. Was that six inches? Seven? 

I still had the small vibrator in my hand and clicked the button, having it start off on its lowest setting, a continuous low rumble. I had my legs spread apart, and slid the vibrator into the crotch of my teddy. My legs almost buckled from how good it felt, and I had to brace my hands on the table. I hoped the vibration between my legs wasn’t traveling through my knees to the floor so Meredith could hear me in the apartment below. 

Where was I? 

I kept my hands braced on the table, and lowered my head back on top of the dildo, bobbing up and down again, a low rumbling making me weak. 

I pushed the button once again and the vibration increased in intensity. I wasn’t hard, but could feel myself edging close to a climax. Could I climax while soft?

I skipped right over the third setting and went right to the fourth, which was intense, and I could feel my knees start to give. My legs spread wide as I yearned for as much of this as I could get. I kept slobbering over the dildo, and felt myself inch closer and closer to the orgasm I badly wanted to have. 

Just as I was starting to feel the swell become too much to bear, the vibration stopped. 

I stopped sucking and reached down to grab the vibrator. I clicked the button.

Nothing.

I clicked it again.

Still nothing. 

Now there was a flashing light, probably to tell me it was out of juice. 

But then where did it get the power to flash the light? 

I didn’t remember seeing a charging cable in the cosmetic bag, so this was over. 

I was not ready for it to be over. I could feel the echo of the vibration in my crotch, like there was an aura around it, pulsing, left hopelessly on the edge of release. I closed my eyes, and got back to work on the dildo.

I bobbed my head with energy, feeling saliva drip from my mouth, down the shaft, and onto the table. I widened my hands on the sides of the table for leverage, and spread my legs as far as they would go.

My pace quickened, and I focused on how I imagined the blowjob felt. I directed as much of my attention as I could to what was between my legs, trapped, unable to stand at attention the way the one that was in my mouth could. 

Suddenly, I no longer cared whether Meredith could hear anything in her apartment, as I felt the beginnings of climax. I kept my rhythm going, chasing an orgasm I had never chased so hard in my life. 

As I inched closer and closer to it, I began to whimper and moan, and with one hand, started to stroke the dildo as I brought it in and out of my mouth.  

This was all it took. I started squirming and bucking my hips as I felt myself start to spurt through my lingerie. I could feel it spurt out against my inner thigh once, and then again, and then again. I kept sucking and spasming, over and over, until my legs couldn’t take it and I had to stop, holding onto the dildo with one hand. 

I felt a string of saliva stretch from the head of the dildo to my mouth as I looked between my legs at what I had done. Somehow I had managed the most explosive orgasm of my life without touching myself at all. In fact, all I was touching was a fake cock, not even a real one. 

I traced my finger through a long line of warm cum that had reached almost to my knee. I was sure some of it had dripped onto the carpet; like the guest bathroom, I’d have some work to do in the morning. 

But for now, I just sat back onto the carpet, my back straight against the couch. 

I stared at the erection, still wet and glistening in the light of the street. 

What had I done?
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I woke up at 10:39, still in the sports bra and leggings I put on before I limped to bed. My legs were sore, my body was spent. 

I may have had a little too much to drink, but the mental haze I felt as I lay in bed and tried to get moving was more about how I ended my night than about how much wine I drank on a nearly-empty stomach. 

Anyone walking into my apartment at that moment would have seen a dildo, still stuck to the center of the coffee table. There may or may not have been mysterious cum stains on the carpet where I sucked my way to an orgasm a few hours earlier. There was cum-covered lingerie soaking in the sink, stockings draped over doorknobs, and Becca’s clothing was still scattered all over the place. 

It looked like a stripper’s piñata exploded in my apartment. 

For as wild as the night before was for me, I dreaded how drab and domestic my Saturday needed to be. I quickly thought that getting into a French Maid costume would make it a little more exciting, but decided against it; I needed less sexiness for a while, not more.

As I padded around the guest bathroom and tried to get the tangles out of Becca’s wig, it occurred to me that I might want to check in with her. I did feel bad about how the night ended, and I also needed to keep my dildo adventure out of my mind; getting worked up at night while dressed in sexy lingerie was one thing, but getting worked up while half-dressed as a girl during the day was another thing entirely. 

Morning, I texted. Sorry again about last night. They’ll probably fire Nathan now and I’ll be back on call all the time. Anyway, I have all your stuff. Why don’t we try it again next weekend? 

I folded all her clothing. She did not reply. 

I put her cosmetics back in her bag. She did not reply. 

I put all of the panties and bras from the floor into a plastic bag to keep them separate to help her with laundry. She did not reply. 

I ate breakfast, scrubbed the living room carpet, took a shower, put on a white sundress and strappy heels, did my makeup again, and put on a pair of light pink cotton panties. 

Becca, talk to me, I wrote.

Don’t call me Becca, came the almost instant reply. 

Had she been sitting there, holding her phone? How long had she been staring at what I had written? 

That’s how you’re in my phone, you know, I wrote. 

A minute passed. Then five, and then twenty. 

I was trying to distract myself by dusting my apartment when her reply finally came: Then take me out of your phone.

This is crazy, I shot back. You had a great night. We had a great night. It sucked with those losers, but you’re stronger than this, I know you are.

Don’t make me block you, she wrote. 

WTF!

Charlie, I’m done. That was too much. I’m not fooling anybody. Not even myself.

This was bad. This was really bad. Becca had purged once before, and in the last twelve hours, she either did it again, or was about to. 

Becca, you can’t do this, I wrote. You’ve come so far.

Nothing. 

BECCA. 

Nothing. 

This was my fault. If I had documented the server better, maybe Nathan wouldn’t have fucked up so bad and I could have had a complete night off with Becca. Or hell, maybe I wasn’t as good as I thought if it took me two hours to fix Barclay. Or maybe I shouldn’t have been so dismissive of her when she was here, clearly hurting over what Peter’s friends had said and done, and all I could do was boot up my laptop and think about work while she melted down. 

I was a bad friend. Would a real girl had done that? Is this just dress-up? 

I had 32 unread notifications from the forum, and I needed something, fast. I scrolled through the thread from the photo we posted last night and started screenshotting all the compliments she was getting. “Look at you two!” was one. Off it went to Becca. “Oh, look out, here come the girls!” read another. Off it went, too. 

“I am so jealous!” wrote MJ. “Two beautiful young ladies out to enjoy themselves while looking FABULOUS! Hugs!” 

She needed to read that, too. 

I sent seven in total, but got no reply. 

I tapped on my profile to where my Friends list was, and scrolled through to find Becca’s account. 

Oh, fuck.

It was gone. 

I scrolled a second time, looking for “BeccaBoots,” but there was nothing. I tapped on my private messages to go back and find our initial, tentative conversations. They were gone. All I had left was my side of a conversation with “Deleted User.”

She did it. She was erasing herself again. 

I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the TV screen as the sun illuminated the room just right. A girl in a white dress was sitting, cross-legged, tapping her phone against her cheek. 

I was that girl. I had been that girl for most of the last 18 hours, in fact. And I felt terribly about how Becca’s night ended, and how she must have spent her morning, because she deserved to be that girl too. 

I pictured her dressed in Brock’s dirtiest, manliest clothes, making ten trips to her apartment’s dumpster at four in the morning, throwing everything away. Throwing it all away. Her clothes, her makeup. 

Our friendship, even. 

Some of her messages to me were preserved because I had quoted them in my reply, and I read through them again. There was such excitement then, from both of us. We had been doing this in secret for a long time, with no one to share anything with, and suddenly we had someone we badly wanted to share secrets with. I glanced at the floor where I scrubbed my own cum a little while earlier, and realized that I had no one to confide in about that. I don’t mean that I had no one to give a play-by-play to, but just… Becca was questioning her sexuality, if that cosmetic bag was anything to go by. And whether it was the wine or the mood, I pretty obviously took a bold step in how I spent my night after she left. Except we couldn’t talk about it, even delicately. She had no one, and I had no one. I was right back to having secrets and having no one to tell. 

I scrolled to the top of my inbox and saw I had two unread messages, one from “TrannyLuvr69,” and one from “CaptainRomance.” TrannyLuvr69’s message was Hey beautiful. You looked great in that outfit. I bet you look great out of it, too. HMU if you ever want to chat.

CaptainRomance’s message was straight to the point, and was a closeup of his erection. Captain Romance, indeed. It caught me a little off guard. Was it bad that my first thought was that his wasn’t as big as the one I played with the night before? Since when did I become a connoisseur of this? 

As I sat there, a new message came through in my inbox from Arabella. Did everything go OK last night? It read. Becca deleted her account. I’m worried. 

Even Arabella was unknowingly reminding me that I fucked up, and she was usually good for some encouragement. 

I could probably go to Arabella for some advice, but what would I say? I needed time and space to think. I couldn’t think here, as everything either reminded me of Becca, or else it reminded me of my adventure with the coffee table. 

No, I needed some alone time, and I knew just the excuse to get it. I needed girly shaving foam, and I’m sure I could find some new nail polish or lipstick while I was out. And to avoid running into anyone who might clock me, I could drive to any pharmacy about an hour away and give myself some thinking time in the process. 

I grabbed my keys and my purse, and it wasn’t until I was halfway to my car in the parking lot that I realized how dramatically I was swinging my hips in my sundress. 

An hour and twenty minutes later, I parked at a Target I had never been to before, and I probably worked out as many answers as I was ever going to have.

For one, Arabella couldn’t help, right? Even if I told her about the evening, it’s not like she could contact Becca for me, and it’s not like I wanted her to be my replacement Becca. I couldn’t confide in her the way I could with Becca, partly because we were too different. If Becca really did what I suspected, which was to purge all of her clothing again, then there wasn’t a whole lot I could do, either. This very quickly became something I had no control over, and no influence over. All I could do was wait for her to come around, and I knew it. 

I’d never be able to reciprocate with Arabella, if she really was in her seventies. So while I could ask her for advice, part of it felt strange, like getting dating advice from my Grandmother that was along the lines of “wait for the right sock hop and wear your longest dress to show the right amount of ankle.” I could never talk to Arabella about my coffee table adventure, and I knew, deep down, I didn’t want to hear what she was up to with her sex life. 

No, I was stuck. I could tell Arabella, politely, what had happened to Becca, but there was nothing more there. At best, I could talk around any follow-up questions. At worst, I’d have to ignore her. 

And speaking of ignoring, how do I ignore what I did? I was never sure what I was attracted to, but I couldn’t deny that I had a very intense experience that I couldn’t call “straight.” It felt like a first step, and where there were first steps, there were second steps. I had a better idea of the direction I was stepping, at least, and my little trip to Target would help, but second steps were more serious than first steps. 

As I flounced my way across the parking lot, I knew that I was flying solo, and knew that I was choosing a new direction. This also meant that I couldn’t just copy Mandy anymore. However long it took, I needed some things that were for me, and that I could choose for myself. 

Thirty minutes later, my bright red shopping basket clattered with new mascara, four colors of nail polish, and half a dozen lipsticks. The lipsticks reminded me of the now-dead vibrator that i couldn’t charge, and I wandered around the sexual health area, trying to keep the noise down from my strappy heels, not-so-secretly hoping that I spotted a new vibrator so I could buy it and charge the one I already had.

No such luck. But being in front of a giant display of condoms of different shapes, sizes, colors, and even tastes, I was sent back to the night before, wondering how many of the condoms would fit the dildo that I experimented with. I wondered what CaptainRomance’s dick would look like if he tried to put on the largest “Maximus”-sized condoms. I wondered what size would fit the dildo I used, and that was enough to send a warmth throughout my body. My legs were still a little sore, and I realized I wasn’t doing a very good job of keeping these thoughts out of my mind. 

I swished farther into the aisle, feeling the hem of my sundress circle above my knees, and I stopped at the display of lube. 

There was no lube in Becca’s cosmetic bag, despite there being condoms and two dildos. What was Becca experimenting with? What was she questioning, and how seriously? Because at that moment, I had too many impure thoughts to name, or even identify. Just seeing the lube caused a barrage of filth to enter my mind all at once. Not of me, necessarily, but of writhing bodies. Slick, wet bodies. Smooth skin, sweaty and slippery, naked and aggressive. 

Someone sucking on a Maximus-sized erection sticking straight up from somewhere below. Hands rubbing against nipples. Fingers exploring underneath skirts that were being held up so all the strongest hands could reach the soft, dripping cocks underneath, pulsating with need. A finger slipped inside someone with a gasp, and then my thoughts were of cum sprayed everywhere, on naked backs, on beautiful faces, on garter belts, on clean feet, and on naked asses held high in the air. 

Thank God for self-checkout lines, because I didn’t have to worry about someone scanning the bottle of lube I had to add to my basket. It took twenty minutes of my drive home to end my thoughts of a slick orgy, another twenty to stop feeling an emptiness in my body that I had never felt before, and by the time I pulled onto my street, my erection had finally gone down and I could feel like I was in more control. I lifted my skirt after I parked and saw a dime-sized wet spot right in the center of my bulge. 

I needed to change my panties. 

And speaking of change, something else had changed. 

The anticipation of dressing up as a girl was always a very unique feeling. When I was younger and had a soccer game or a piano recital, I would get little flutters in my stomach, knowing that there was something coming up that I was anxious about. Or when we’d wake up in the morning to leave before the sun came up to go on vacation, I would tingle with anticipation because we were about to go somewhere different and do something extraordinary. 

But dressing as a girl was a different kind of anticipation that felt nothing like that. It felt fluttery, sure. I’d walk home from work guessing the way that my outfit would feel against my skin, and my whole body would have a kind of energy running around it that felt completely unlike anything else I would anticipate. 

That was not the anticipation that I was feeling now that the sexual thoughts had come and gone, and that I needed willpower. Knowing that what was in my bag was creating a different kind of anticipation. Knowing what I had done last night was reawakening that throbbing feeling that grew and grew until I climaxed. 

Part of me was afraid of what I’d do once I got back upstairs. Part of me knew no matter what it was, it was a second step, one I needed to take. And part of me knew that I should probably give myself menial, pointless jobs to keep my mind off of whatever my fantasy was from the middle of a Target aisle. 

That part of me won, as I decided the best thing to do was to take the long way into my building, through the front, so I could get my mail and get back to a mundane domestic day as quickly as I could. I almost longed for some bills to pay or some finance catalogs to flip through once I got upstairs, simply so I could avoid my own sexuality.

I rounded the corner of the building and stopped. Jared, the handsome blonde guy from the other night, was waiting on the stoop of the building.
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He saw me, or rather he heard my heels on the sidewalk, so my chance to go back the way I came to sneak in the back door was gone. 

He straightened up and cleared his throat, but he said nothing. 

“Do you need me to let you in?” I called up from below. “Is Peter not home?” 

“Uh, not exactly, no. I’m not here to see Peter,” he said. “I actually…wanted to apologize for last night.”

“For what?” I said, still standing street-level.

“For what the guys did,” he said. “And for what I did. Or, didn’t do, I guess.”

My day was spent in my head, mostly figuring out how to feel about Becca, how to feel about her backsliding and hiding from herself, and for whatever reason, my mouth did not bother to filter the thought that I had as soon as he acknowledged the horrible teasing that we had to walk past when we came home last night. 

“You mean, that you just let them say hurtful things and then you all hung out and laughed about it while I tried to console my friend but couldn’t?” 

“I think it was really great what you were doing for your friend.” 

“And what was I doing for my friend?”

“You know.” 

He looked at me, as if waiting for me to get the obvious thing. It was obvious, but I still wanted him to say it. 

“You know. Helping him be a girl. Or, helping her to be a girl. I’m…not sure how to say what I’m saying.” He laughed nervously and ran his hand through his hair. 

I waited for him to mention that I was trying to be a girl too. I waited for the second half of his thought, the one where he admired me for pulling it off better, the part of the thought that would be just as charming as TrannyLuvr69 or CaptainRomance. 

Which is to say, not very charming at all.

But there was no other thought. That was it. 

“Does Peter not talk about me? Or anyone in the building?” 

He cocked his head to the side, ever so slightly. 

“No, should he? Peter never talked about his neighbors.” 

“Shouldn’t that be ‘talks’?” 

“Oh. Yeah, that was past tense, wasn’t it? So, I don’t think we’re going to hang out anymore.”

“Because of last night?” 

“Yeah, sort of. They kept laughing about your friend, and eventually I kind of snapped, I guess. I told them off. They didn’t seem like they cared, so I left.” 

“You could have said something then, you know. My friend basically went home in tears.” 

“Oh, Jesus. I’m so sorry. I had no idea it was going to go like that.”

“Well, it did. It’s a mess.” I lifted my bag. “I did some retail therapy, and now I’m going to drink what’s left of my wine and figure out how to get my friend back. She seems to have blocked me.” 

“I wish there was something I could do. I would love to make it up to you.”

“I’m not the one who’s traumatized by it, though. She is. And are you hitting on me?”

“Yes,” he said quickly. “And not well.” 

“Well, you’re observant and honest, I'll give you that.” 

“Look,” he said. “If it’s true that things ended badly, I’d love to help try and make things right. I don’t know how to do that, but I can’t just let this part go. I do feel badly about it. And it does seem like you might possibly, maybe, perhaps, could use some fun? Maybe? Just a little?” He held his thumb and index finger apart by an inch.

“One inch of fun?” I asked, before realizing how sexual that sounded. 

“Oh, no,” he said. “Much more fun than that.”

He added another inch.  

“I’m a good listener, and I’m good at fixing things.”

“It’s my job to fix things, you know.”

“Then between us we’ll have it figured out by the time dinner is served,” he said, looking proud of himself.

I couldn’t help but smile.  

“Listen,” he said, reaching into his shirt pocket. “I’m not trying to force anything here. Part of me even hoped that your friend would be with you and I could apologize to her too and try to make it right. But you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, and you don’t have to give me your number. So here’s my card.”

He handed me a business card. 

“Jared Clinger, Operations Manager, Kilkenny Aluminum Products, Ltd.”

“Don’t ask,” he said. “Or actually, ask, but not here. Ask tonight, at Tabor & Oak.” 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement in the second floor window above the stoop. Meredith’s window. She must have been near the window, as it was open about six inches. 

What was she thinking? Did she know who I was? Jared thinks I’m a girl. Is she bitter enough to spoil that? Is she that kind of a divorcee? 

“I’ll think about it,” I said, not wanting to risk any more conversation out here, but not wanting to invite him in to continue it. 

“You have my number,” he said, climbing down the steps and walking past me, giving me a good strong whiff of whatever cologne he was wearing, which made my head swim, but not the way the aromas of the Girl Factory did. “Text me later. The reservation’s not until 8.”

“You made a reservation without knowing if I’d say yes?” I asked, still trying to place what it was that I smelled. 

He shrugged as he walked away. 

“I’m Charlie,” I called after him. 

“Short for…Charlene?” 

“No,” I said. “Just…Charlie.” 

***

Sitting in my living room chair, I hovered my fingers above my phone, trying to figure out what to tell Arabella. Like I decided earlier, she probably deserved a response given how supportive she had been of the two of us, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to overshare or imply I wanted a friendship.

I didn’t know how to balance the right amount of care with the right amount of distance. Too much of one or the other would be rude, or trouble. 

I’m sorry for the delay, I finally wrote in reply. Yes, something happened last night. Not between us. We had a great time. It was when we got home that it happened. A few guys from my building clocked her and made fun of her. She took it pretty hard, and won’t talk to me now. Please don’t say anything on the forum. I’ll figure something out. 

I hit Send and sat back.   

The remnants of my sexual awakening were still swirling in my body, and it made my last interaction with Jared feel very strange. He smelled like vanilla, and charcoal, and the beach, and… an orange? No, that wasn’t quite right. I sniffed, but it was gone. 

Like an orange dipped in caramel? 

Arabella sent a heart emoji, and a hug emoji. 

Don’t blame yourself, she wrote a minute or so later. 

How did she know I blamed myself? I couldn’t tell her that. 

Men can be threatened by us, she wrote before I could figure out what to say about blame. I let it bother me for a long time. But there’s no point. 

Then she sent a shrug emoji. I thought of Jared walking away. 

I wasted a lot of time and money getting upset over this stuff, she continued. Trust me, you don’t want to let other people determine your life for you. 

More emojis, this time an “OK” sign, a thumb’s up, and a blown kiss. 

There was really nothing quite like a retired crossdresser with a lot of time on her hands. 

Did she purge? she wrote.

I don’t know, I wrote back. She’s done it before, and I think she blocked me. It wouldn’t surprise me.

Another few hugs, another blown kiss. 

I lost a lot of clothes over the years because of how many times I threw everything out, swearing I’d never do it again. I was wrong. Once you allow yourself to do it, it’s hard to take that permission away. You’ll never stop thinking about it. Then one day you wake up and you’re 63 years old, and you blew your chance. 

Somehow, despite not wanting to be vulnerable or imply that I wanted to bond with her, we reached this point. Too late.

I’m sure you still have chances! I wrote. 

Not like you two, she wrote. 

I wanted to write more about Becca. I wanted to share that I was worried for her. I wanted to share that I hadn’t been in boy clothes since I got home from work the day before, that I had gone out twice as a girl, that I was having fantasies I couldn’t believe were coming from me. Now that we started sharing, I wanted to share a lot. Why did I want to do that?

Instead I just wrote It could be worse. You could have had a boy ask you out on a date, not having any idea you’re not a real girl. How would you like to disappoint that guy along with yourself?

Sweetie, she wrote, don’t play with an old lady’s emotions. 

I’m not playing, I wrote. 

If you do not go on that date, you will never stop thinking about it, she wrote. 

Then she added a skull and crossbones emoji. 

You are young. You have everything. I saw your photos. You both looked vibrant. Becca will come back, or she won’t, but you can’t wait for her. You can, however, go on the date. 

I can’t do that, I wrote. 

GO ON THE DATE. You want me to send you a photo of what sitting in your apartment in a dress waiting for something to happen looks like? I took that photo for thirty years. You don’t even have to tell me about it. Just go, and relax. Get off your fucking computer and go be alive. 

I specifically did not want this. I vowed not to do it, I swore to myself I wouldn’t do it, and I was proud of my first message to her. It was supposed to be an update on Becca, and that was it. Friendly, yet distant. Not encouraging. Not asking for advice. 

Maybe I was afraid of the advice I knew I’d get. Because an old crossdresser swore at me and told me to go outside. 

And I knew she was right. I knew I couldn’t reach Becca if she refused to talk to me, I knew I couldn’t sit around her without her, not after the last 24 hours. And I knew I couldn’t go to bed, wake up, put on pants, and go sit in front of a computer screen pretending I didn’t smell Mandy’s perfume. 

I reached for Jared’s business card. 

It would be a shame to lose that reservation, I texted his number. 

A real shame, he wrote back a few minutes later. 

One drink, I wrote while standing at the sink, staring at the lingerie that had been soaking all day. 

Pick you up at 7:45, he wrote. 

No regrets, Arabella wrote at the same time. 

Yeah, there really was nothing better than a retired crossdresser.
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I had nothing to wear. 

There’s nothing to debate here. I had nothing. For as many little skirts and crop tops and sports bras and leggings that there were in my closet and my dresser, for as many outfits I blatantly ripped off from Mandy, I had absolutely nothing that was appropriate, that felt right, for a cocktail at an upscale bar. Mandy wore great work clothes, but I did not want to feel like I was at work; I had that feeling already last night. 

There was no time to go shopping. There was no time for anything. I had nothing. 

What about Becca’s suitcase? 

I dashed to the guest bathroom where I had repacked her stuff, and quickly flung the suitcase open and rummaged through all of my neatly folded piles. 

No, not this.

No, not that.

No, no, no. 

There was nothing that fit, nothing that was dressy, nothing that was the right color. 

But wait. 

There was a black dress. A black cocktail dress. A classic, slimming, slender, strappy, black cocktail dress. 

Becca was shorter than me, and probably was a size Small or Extra Small where I normally took a Medium. So this was a longshot, but I needed a longshot, unless I wanted to look like I was about to give one of Mandy’s presentations over dinner. 

I slid out of my clothes in the guest bathroom; why not? And I stood there in the smallest pink satin thong I had, which was what I needed after my unplanned orgy fantasy derailed my trip to Target and caused me to soak through a pair of panties. 

I wriggled into Becca’s dress, and stood there, looking at myself in the mirror.

It fit. It was short, but it did fit.

It was above the knee. 

Well above the knee. 

It fit in the chest, and it hugged my slender frame, but did it make it seem as if I wanted…it? Was there a right way and a wrong way to interpret this dress? Which way would Jared interpret it, and which way did I hope? 

One thing was clear; the thong I was wearing would have to earn its keep tonight, as there would be nothing left to the imagination if I got as turned on as I did in the car. This dress would show everything. 

I did not have time to think about Becca’s dress betraying me as revenge for what happened to Becca. 

I rummaged through my bag of new makeup, using my new mascara and my new lipstick color, which was called First Date When You Want a Second Date. I did not have enough time–oh, shit, I was running out of time–to repaint my nails, so they would have to stay the same color from the night before. Since when did I care about this kind of coordination?

My makeup only needed some light touchup, and before I knew it, I was ready for a…date? How did I agree to a date? What happened on dates? 

I breathed in deeply, and exhaled, watching my painted, pursed lips in the mirror. This girl needed to be ready, fast. This girl was nervous. 

But this girl knew no one who was going to be there. No one knew this girl, not even Jared. Yet. As far as the outside world knew, this girl didn’t exist until yesterday evening. Before then, she existed solely within these four walls around me. 

She hadn’t been real, and then she was. And she has stayed real ever since.  

So there was nothing to lose, right? I’d risk nothing, yet have an experience that others would yearn for. I’d be the envy of everyone on the forum. I’d get out, I’d be out in the world even more than I was with Becca, and I’d come home when it was over, right here, to this apartment. 

I began visualizing myself, floating through the date the way I floated wearing last night’s lingerie. I pictured myself smiling and laughing at all the right jokes, telling Jared jokes that were funny but not funnier than his. I pictured stabbing something small on my plate with a thin fork, and sipping something that cost $32. 

I imagined myself commanding the attention of every Jared and Will McCarthy who would probably be in that bar later on. I imagined they would all log into their TrannyLuvr69 and CaptainRomance accounts when they got home and took turns shooting their shots with me. 

I did not want to imagine that part. 

I’m here, ready when you are, came the message on my phone, and my imagining was over. 

Down in a second, I wrote, and that second wasn’t long enough.

The last couple days proved a few things to me. One was that it was a lot easier to prepare myself as a girl if I stayed that way; sure, going out with Becca took a long time for both of us to get ready. But this morning? It didn’t take nearly as long. I was already smooth, I was already in girly clothes, and I was already in the right frame of mind. So it really should not take as long as it did to get ready for a date. And yet I needed more time. There wasn’t enough time. 

When I texted Jared that it would take a second, that meant ten minutes. 

All I could do was stare at myself in the mirror and worry about how short my skirt was. Or about whether I smelled good enough. Whether I looked good enough. 

Good enough for what? 

Good enough to pass? I already knew I could do that. I knew the way that the guys stared at Becca when we came back to my place; any stare I got at Target wasn’t that kind of stare. It was a stare that people would make when they were trying not to stare. When they wanted to sneak a glance, and wanted more. 

Good enough for Jared? Why was I trying to impress him? Or trick him? Was I trying to trick him? Was I trying to trick myself? 

I could invent reasons to stay in my apartment; I had spent years doing that. I could come up with all kinds of reasons to cancel the date at the last minute, to leave a young, athletic man on my front stoop and wonder forever what he did wrong to kill the date at the last minute. Because then I could put boy clothes back on and never take them off, and he’d never know. He could stop by again and try to apologize to the girl, to try and ask her out, and I could walk right past him and he’d have no idea. 

But he thought I was a girl. 

And I liked it that way. 

I wasn’t trying to trick myself; I had done that, unsuccessfully, for a long time. The last couple days felt like me finally not trying to trick myself. 

I grabbed a black sweater from my closet, and wrapped myself. It wouldn’t cover my legs, but it would at least give me some protection from… something. 

“You look great,” he said, holding the door open for me when I got down to the stoop. He was in a jacket, a white shirt with the top button undone, and charcoal gray pants.

I knew that outfit. I had worn one countless times just like it. I smiled an embarrassed smile as he put his hand on the small of my back to help me down the front steps, and I could feel the way his outfit would feel against my skin. The scratchy pants. The brown leather chukka boots that would be too narrow at the toes and that would probably come untied at some point that night. The fitted, tailored jacket that wanted to be unbuttoned as soon as it was buttoned. The stiff collar of the shirt.

Whether I was showing too much leg or not while wearing Becca’s abandoned dress, I was happier with my outfit. 

He held the door open for me when we got to his car, and I made sure he couldn’t see up my skirt as I swung my legs into his BMW. 

The drive was short and full of awkward small talk. He was from Dayton, Ohio. He had two sisters. He played baseball until he threw his arm out and took a job at the aluminum plant, then worked his way up. I decided to tell him the truth: I was from Binghamton, couldn’t wait to leave, wasn’t close with my parents, and wasn’t big on sports. As I told him, I pictured myself in tight leggings and gleaming white sneakers running gracefully by the river. 

I would take up jogging. If he asked again, I would say that I jogged, and it would be true because it was about to be true. 

“Well,” he said. “If you want to learn pickleball, I’m a good teacher.” 

We walked into Tabor & Oak and stood near the hostess’ station, which was vacant, giving me plenty of time to look around. It looked like any other trendy bar: lots of reclaimed wood, shiny metal surfaces, weird light fixtures, and a concrete floor that they probably paid a lot of money to make look old and industrial. There was dance music and no one was dancing. 

It looked smaller inside than it looked from the street. I could see myself in the mirror behind the bar, and noticed two guys at the bar make eye contact with me from their seats. 

The waiter sat us upstairs, and I caught a few guys trying to peek up my skirt as we walked up the staircase. 

Our table was for two, off against the back wall, and it was significantly quieter than it was downstairs.

“What’s your favorite cocktail?” Jared asked. “They have great ones here.”

The waiter stared at me, expectantly. 

Well, shit. 

What kinds of cocktails were there? They were never my thing, and I can’t even remember the names of them. There was Sex on the Beach, but there’s no way I’m ordering that on a date, especially since I didn't know what was in it. There was a Long Island Iced Tea, but I think that was strong, which I didn’t need. Rum and Coke? Whiskey Sour? 

Why couldn’t I think of anything that was appropriate for an adult rather than a college student? 

“I’m not much for cocktails,” I said, watching the waiter politely but impatiently look to Jared to help me make a decision. 

“How about this,” Jared said. “We can celebrate, and have some sparkling riesling. It’s really good. Not as dry as champagne, and they have a good one here from Upstate New York.” 

“That sounds good,” I said, and watched the waiter walk away. “What are we celebrating?” 

“The fact that you said yes? I wasn’t sure if you’d write me, but I’m glad you did.” 

“Does your business card routine work for you? I can’t say anyone has ever tried to ask me out with a business card.” 

“If I wanted a business card routine, I’d make a fake job that sounds way more exciting than that. So no, it doesn’t work. That’s my real job. Which doesn't impress the ladies. Unless you’re impressed?”

I shrugged my shoulders.  

“No. Aluminum isn’t cool. So rather than bore you with more on what I do for work, let’s start with you. What do you do, exactly?” 

“Backend support for a pharmaceutical company. I do a lot of database integration for the various servers that the company uses.”

“That’s fucking incredible.”

“Well, I’m on call a lot, and that sucks. so aluminum sounds pretty interesting.” 

The waiter came back and poured us each a glass of sparkling wine, and we clinked glasses when he left. 

“On call, as in, you have to work from home a lot when stuff breaks?”

“Yeah. We hired a new guy and he’s pretty terrible, so I have to be on call too much. I was actually coming home to deal with something when Becca and I saw you guys in the hallway.” 

“Yeah,” he grimaced. “Sorry again about that. I think I learned what kind of guys they were the hard way.” 

“Could you really not tell that they were assholes before that?” I said, sipping my wine. It was good, and exactly the way he described it. It didn’t taste like sparkling feet the way most champagne did. This was sweeter, with… smaller bubbles? How did I know so little about this stuff? 

“Fair enough,” he said, setting his glass down on the table. “I kind of could tell that those guys were taking their time growing up, and were stuck as college Juniors. But up until that point, I really just needed pickleball partners and didn’t need to be close friends with them. But after that moment, I don’t know…”

“Yeah, so not only did those guys completely destroy my friend, but then I had to stay up all night and work.” 

“I really would have handled that differently, but that happened so quickly. I suspected they were really nasty, but that caught me off guard. It had to be awful for your friend. Did you say her name was Becca?”

“Yes,” I said. “Well, that’s how I knew her best.”

“I give you a lot of credit,” he said. “I couldn’t be two things at once.”

Wait. What?

“What do you mean?” I asked as sweetly as I could, trying not to show my nervousness.  

”Your job,” he said. “I’m not sure I could ever do that. At home, I need to be at home. I can’t be in work mode at home. So the fact that you can be at home, then log in and work, I think that’s great.”

Well that was not what I thought he meant.  

“Well, I’m not sure I like it,” I said. “I guess I’m starting to prefer being one thing at home. Being on call sucks. Being available for someone else all the time, whenever they need you? And you can’t say no?”

“And you needed to be there for Becca.”

“And I couldn’t.” 

“I do feel responsible for that.” 

“It was a big step for her, and then she was devastated. You have no idea how hard that was for her. For us.”

I decided not to explain what I meant by that. 

“I mean, I’ve seen it with people close to me. That’s why I said I feel responsible. I could have been helpful. Like, my cousin’s a lesbian and she got to marry her girlfriend, and she’s shared what it was like for them when they dated and had to hide it. Or my roommate in college came out and started doing drag shows, and I’m the only person he keeps in touch with. Even then, it’s not often, but every time we talk he tells me how someone punched him, or yelled at him, or told him he was a sinner.”

Was he looking for points? Could I award points? 

“Can we talk about something else?” 

“Sure. This isn’t exactly casual talk. But I meant what I said. I want to make it right. So I’ll think of something. You think of something. If you talk to her, please let her know.”

He seemed to care, I’ll give him that. Not everyone would. 

And while I felt no connection to his cousin or his old roommate, it was an attempt to connect over it. 

Did that mean that he might be someone I could share my secret with? Should I share it now, or wait? I was too far from home to risk it. He drove. He had the money. He was in charge, and he had the control. I had nothing. If I stopped our conversation to tell him, and if he reacted closer to the way his friends had, then what? Then I get to walk home in a short skirt all by myself, perhaps owing hundreds of dollars if he storms out and feels betrayed or threatened. 

Arabella was right. Men can be threatened by us. Though, who is “us”? 

On the other hand, he does seem like he’s sensitive. He’s big, athletic, was going out of his way to prove he has some kind of connection to alternative sexualities, and that had to be worth something, didn't it?

Still, too risky. Too risky now. 

But after we finished the date and he took me home, there’s no way I could keep that to myself. Not after… all this.  

The rest of the night consisted of small sips of wine since I had an empty stomach, then small plates of food since there was no dinner menu, only tapas. The whole time, we had small talk.

I felt small. 

The bill, however, was not small. It felt like we kept ordering tapas because we’d split a plate and still be hungry. We’d finish olives and order chorizo. We’d finish the vegetables and order the prawns. 

He laughed when he saw the bill, and wouldn’t let me see it. 

“You’re worth it,” he joked.

Let’s see if he’d feel the same way in a little while. 

When it came time to pay, he reached into his jacket and pulled out a wallet, along with a handful of other things that fit in his hand. Such as a pack of cigarettes that he looked at with a puzzled look on his face.

“It’s been a while since I’ve worn this jacket,” he laughed. “I haven’t smoked in months, and I don’t even want to know how old these are. Do you smoke?”

“No,” I said. “I don’t need my voice to be raspier than it is.”

We’ll start with that. Like everything else in the last few days, small steps. 

He laughed. “I only ever did it when I needed to think. Most of these I gave away to friends at the bar when we’d go out.”

“So if you only smoke to think and you gave most of them away, does that mean you don’t think much?” I teased. 

He smiled and raised his glass. 

Holy shit, I thought. I am flirting with an attractive man in a trendy, expensive bar. 

Except I wasn’t. Because we were done. He rose from the table, offered me his hand, and we left.

On the way down the stairs, I could tell that we were both being stared at. A blonde girl in a silver dress looked at Jared over the top of her glasses, and gave me a sneer as her gaze passed over me. The guy she was with snuck three separate looks at my legs as we walked down together. 

I felt relief when we got to the street, that it was somehow just the two of us. And somehow I felt that Jared was going to try to hold my hand as we walked down the street to where he had parked. 

He never did, but he did touch me in the back again as he helped me into his car. I felt that my body was clay after he touched me, as I was aware of where his fingers were long after he had shut the door and walked around to let himself in. 

The whole drive back he was asking me about restaurants or places in my neighborhood. He asked me about Gunther’s, and I had to pretend I had never been. Suddenly I didn’t want reminders of what I used to do before Friday. 

He walked me to my building and I knew the conversation I was going to have to have once we got to the door. I had to tell him. I had to. 

I felt his fingers on my back still, though this time he wasn’t touching me. I walked up the steps and felt his stare on me as I walked in front of him. 

I stopped and turned. 

“I have to tell you something,” I said. 

He raised his eyebrows expectantly. I hoped I wasn’t going to disappoint him. 

I didn’t want to disappoint him, but I didn’t want to disappoint myself more. 

“I had a really nice time tonight, but I need to tell you that I wasn’t just helping my friend be a girl,” I said.

“Oh? What else did she need help with?”

“No, I mean, I was helping myself too.”

“I don’t get it.” 

“We were both practicing how to be girls,” I said slowly, not wanting to spell it out any clearer than that. I couldn’t make eye contact with him. 

“You don’t need the practice,” he said. 

“I do according to my driver’s license,” I said. 

He stared at me. I saw it dawn on him. I saw him connect the dots. I recognized a flicker of disbelief, like I tricked him. 

I didn’t want that look of disbelief to go away, but it did. It turned into something else. 

Did it turn into belief? The whole night there was a huge, horrible secret between us, even if he didn’t know it, and now that secret was gone. 

“I’m sorry,” I started to say, but I didn’t get all of it out. 

Because he leaned in and kissed me right on the mouth.
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I was so stunned I didn’t know what to do, so I did nothing. I just stood there. I felt his lips pressed against mine, and I didn’t move. 

Well, part of me moved. The part of me that I didn’t touch the night before. 

The part of me that I managed to satisfy while giving pleasure to an inanimate object. 

That part of me. 

A fake cock with no one around was one thing. But this? This could only mean one thing, couldn’t it? Did I want this? Like, for real? 

I broke the kiss and backed up, creating space between us on the stoop. He stepped down onto the top step. 

“I…should go,” I said, and turned towards my front door. 

“I hope this wasn’t practice too.” he said.

“What? No, of course not. It was…nice.”

I needed to cool off. I needed to sit and be perfectly still. I needed to think. About what, I wasn’t sure. But I needed to think. 

“I’ll take nice, I guess,” he said. “I had fun tonight. Thanks for saying yes.” 

He ran his hand through his hair, messing it up. 

The longer I stayed outside, the more likely we’d keep talking. If we talked, I’d be more likely to change my mind.

I couldn’t change my mind. 

With one quick, fluid motion, I unlocked the door and ducked inside, saying “good night” as I did so. I left him on the stoop.

Heels made it impossible to run up the stairs, but I never walked faster up those stairs in my life. I had to get back to my apartment. I was confused. I was throbbing. 

I was confused because I was throbbing. 

I made it inside my apartment and shut the door behind me, leaning up against it. 

That was intense. That was my first kiss. That was everything I wanted and nothing I wanted at the same time. Or, it was what I wanted, in a way I never knew I wanted it. 

It took a while to catch my breath from rushing up the stairs.

Or was it the kiss?

The inside of my apartment looked different now. My work laptop was still on my table, and I almost wanted a work call so I had something to do, some distraction from what I was avoiding. 

As soon as I had that thought, I knew that I was hiding again, that I was running from what I was supposed to be doing. 

I knew that the first step the other night was the right step. I knew that the next steps today felt natural, and correct. And I knew that Arabella was honestly, genuinely trying to help. She made the wrong choices and vowed to help others not make those same mistakes. 

Earlier, I had let her nudge me towards the date because it was important for me to keep going. 

So I kept going. 

But if I was responding this way, then I needed to keep going. I needed to take more steps, not just these first ones. 

Becca and I needed one another to take those first steps. While I missed her and would love to have her back to take more steps, it was pretty clear I didn’t need her to keep going. 

This time I had someone else I could keep going with. 

Someone who was, at that moment, walking away from my apartment.

Did I want him to be doing that? As soon as I had that thought, I knew the answer. 

I knew what the next step was. I had to go after him. He wouldn’t have gotten far, and as long as I was careful, I could run down my stairs in heels without hurting myself. 

Turns out I didn’t have to. 

I threw open my apartment door, ready to run after him. 

Jared was standing right there. 

Downstairs, I heard a door close. Did Meredith let him in? Did Peter? 

Neither of us said a thing. His hand was slightly raised, as if about to knock, and when we both realized that he didn’t have to, we each worked up a little smile. 

“Hi,” he said. “Been a while.” 

“Where were we?” I said, and rushed into his arms. 

I could taste the cigarette on his breath, along with the mint he must have used to cover it up. It was fine, because I instantly pictured him lighting up down on the street as he thought about what to do next.

I felt myself tingle with excitement knowing that when he decided what to do next, this is what he chose. He chose me.  

I pulled him into the apartment and worked his jacket off. 

“Ouch,” he breathed as I stepped on his foot in my heels.

“Sorry,” I whispered.

He gripped both sides of my face and brought his lips down to mine, and I melted. The intense feelings of want that I was feeling outside of my body somehow transferred to inside my body. Instead of only feeling an ache between my legs, in my panties, I felt that ache inside of me, like there was suddenly a space there that needed to be filled. 

I knew how most people in this position expected to fill that space. 

“I want you so bad, Charlie,” he breathed. 

I got out of my sweater, and led him to the couch, where I gave him a little shove in the chest, and he fell back. I got down between his legs.

I knew what to do. I had always known what to do. The dildo on the coffee table was just the first opportunity I had to do it, but I always knew what would feel good. 

For the second time in two days, I was on my knees in my living room, only this time I was helping a man unbuckle his pants, and while he stood straight up at attention as soon as I let him out of his underwear, I’m not sure who was anticipating this more. I knew what to do, and I had proven that there was something in it for me, so this didn’t have to go any further than this if I didn’t want it to.

Did I want it to?   

I hiked my skirt up and let the crotch of my panties get exposed as I pointed his shaft towards me. He was about as long as the dildo, but he was girthier. I took his head into my mouth and gave it a playful suck.

I couldn’t fit it all the way in. I struggled. I started to work my head down on top of him, and I heard him groan, but this was a lot more difficult and I wasn’t nearly as confident as I was yesterday. 

I lifted my head off of him and we locked eyes.

What the heck do I say? How do you talk sexy?”

“This is huge,” I said, thinking that he’d probably want to hear that.

He did, as he worked up a huge grin. 

“You’re doing great,” he said rubbing the back of my head. 

I licked my way up the whole length of him, and quietly spit on him to make it a little easier to work with. I bobbed my head as best as I could, trying to take him in my mouth the way I had the day before, and I could feel the same growing feelings in my own crotch as I did it. 

I finally settled on stroking the base of him while sucking the tip, and I alternated: fast strokes at the base while sucking slowly, followed by slow strokes at the base while bobbing my head quickly. 

He squirmed. He moaned. He lifted himself off the couch and let out a tormented “gaaahhhh” as I switched to slow strokes and slowly sucking. 

He could probably guess what was next, but before I could do it, he pulled my head from him.

“This feels amazing,” he said, “but I don’t want it to end.” 

“Oh?” I said, stroking him and feeling something squeeze out of me into my panties. “How much longer are you hoping for?” 

My jaw hurt. He was too big. Who pulls a jaw muscle doing this? 

“A long time,” he said.

“I’ve got a better idea,” I said, letting the pulsing need between my legs make my decision for me. 

“I’m… not prepared,” he whispered. “I didn’t bring any protection or anything.”

“Lucky for you, I went shopping today,” I said, and stood from my place on the floor, giving him a few strokes with my hand as I stood. He looked up at me in awe. 

No one had ever looked at me with awe before. I recommend it. 

I walked to the table where my Target bag was, and I got out the lube that I had purchased. Becca’s condoms were in the bathroom and only took a second to grab. 

Back in the living room, I straddled him, and we kissed again. Without breaking the kiss, I managed to get a condom out of the wrapper, reach down between my legs to where he strained to get inside me, and I unrolled it down his thick shaft. I did the same with the lube, and then felt the slippery head of his hard cock rub against the string of my satin panties. 

I tugged it aside, and started to guide him in. 

How would this feel? Would it be painful? Why did it feel that this was the most necessary thing in the world? How did I get to this point? Years of dressing flashed before my eyes as the tip of him pressed against me. All the practice, all the pretend that stopped being pretend, everything I shared online with the others, everything I shared with Becca, everything that led up to me getting off with a dildo the day before, all led to this moment. Where would it go from here?

He slid in further, and I felt myself jump as he slipped all the way in and stretched me out fully. He grabbed my hips and looked up at me as I breathed out.

“You OK?” he asked. “We can wait a second.” 

“I already made you wait a second,” I breathed, and started to lower myself onto him the whole way. Then I began to slowly ride. 

He gasped as I worked my way almost off of him, then back down again. Slow, languid strokes lasting his whole length. 

With each stroke, I felt something swell inside me. He lifted my skirt all the way over my hips, and my little bulge strained as it tried to point straight out at him. 

I started to unbutton his shirt as I rode, and suddenly his tanned, hairless chest was right in front of me. He reached down and moved my panties to the side, letting my own little cock out to breathe. It was covered in clear, sticky fluid. 

“You are so fucking sexy,” he whispered, and pulled my panties all the way to the side. 

I rode. 

I rode some more. I don’t know what happened, but hearing him say I was sexy made me sexy. I went from the first step, to the second, all the way to the tenth step in less than 24 hours. And I wanted more. I didn’t know how many more steps there were, but I wanted them. 

Faster. I felt the swelling grow more, and I felt myself suddenly start to get erect. 

I rode some more, squeezing around him as tightly as I could. Faster. Harder.

I was taking him all the way in with every stroke, and I looked down at how I was pushing against him with both palms, right on his muscular, hairless chest. I needed all the leverage I could get as I ground into him with every muscle I had. 

Deeper. 

My cock sprang fully at attention now, bouncing in time with my rhythm, and I felt the swelling in me grow, and grow, until he gasped and grabbed my hips as hard as he could, and I felt him start to spasm inside me, and I could not take it anymore and shot a thick rope of cum straight up between us, landing on his chest between my hands. 

I kept going. I felt him inside me, losing total control, and I shot again, and again, and again, covering his chest. 

I slowed. We slowed. His grip on my hips relaxed, and I felt the last of his spasms, and all I could do was collapse against him, feeling my own cum dripping down his chest, getting all over my dress. 

I did not want to move. I was on top of him, I was against him, and we slowed our breathing together. It happened so quickly I hadn’t been able to process what I was doing, or why. 

I mean, I knew why I had done it, but I hadn’t processed why I had wanted it, what about it felt so needed. 

And before I could continue any of my thoughts, before I could say something about him, or about what we had just done, a horrible pain I had never felt before hit me in my calf. 

“Oh my God!” I yelled, standing up quickly, feeling him slip out of me. 

The cramp had hit me so suddenly that I needed to get out of my position. He looked at me, wide-eyed as he saw the front of my dress covered in my own cum. I stood over him, my still-hard, hairless cock sticking straight out, and both of us tried hard not to laugh. 

“Maybe you should take me up on pickleball,” he laughed. “A little exercise might prevent cramping.” 

“You’re relentless, I’ll give you that,” I said. 

“Oh, fuck,” he said, and he reached down between my legs as his cum started to drip out of me. 

What a mess. I was covered in my own cum, my cramp had gone away, but now we needed to clean up. 

Neither of us wanted to move, though. He took his hand, now full of the cum that had dripped out of me, and brought it to his chest, where he scooped up some of mine. He locked eyes with me, and brought his hand to my erection, where he slowly began stroking me, keeping eye contact the whole time. 

Oh my God. Oh fuck. 

This was too much. This was divine. I had never had someone do this to me before, and it felt so much better than doing it myself. 

With his hand lubed up with cum, he gripped me tighter, and I was losing my ability to stand. I needed to get back down on him.

I felt behind me for whether he was still hard or not. He was softer, not completely hard, but he didn’t object when I guided him back inside me as he stroked me. 

He had to use shorter strokes since I wasn’t as long as he was, but I was still relieved at how full I felt even if he was softer inside me.

This wouldn’t take long. I was apparently easy to get off. 

Even though I had cum just moments before, I never got soft, like it was a completely new kind of orgasm, and it took him just a few strokes to take me right to the edge a second time. 

Then he took me over that edge. 

I arched my back, grabbed the heels of my shoes with both hands, and cried out at the ceiling as I climaxed a second time, this time shooting a lot less, but spasming just as many times, uncontrollably. He stroked me the whole time, guiding me through that second orgasm, and I had no control over my body, over what he had done to me. I let every spurt out of me with a cry, until the final one came with a little whimper. 

I collapsed on top of him a second time. 

This time I meant it. I had nothing left. I was spent. I just had sex with a man who let me cum on his chest twice. 

Our breathing calmed again. 

Everything was silent. 

“I can’t move,” he said beneath me. 

“I can’t either,” I said, feeling something drip down my leg. 

“Can…. can we get a towel or something?” he asked. 

I sat up and looked at him, and he ran his hand down my cheek. 

“That was really great,” he said. “You’re amazing.”

“It’s kind of a mess,” I said, sitting up and seeing even more cum all over. 

“Worth it,” he said, and I hopped off to get a towel right as my phone in my purse started ringing. 

“Oh no,” I froze. 

“I…don’t think you want me touching your phone with these hands,” Jared said as we both stood there, waiting for the phone to stop ringing. 

I walked over to my purse and shook out the phone, feeling my cock dangling between my legs as it finally started to soften. 

Nathan. Nathan was calling me.

I looked at Jared. “This is work.” 

We kept our eyes locked. 

Again. I felt myself tingle as we stared at one another. I caught a corner of his mouth go up in a smirk. 

I let it ring some more. 

Then it stopped ringing. 

“So…” Jared said. “About that towel…”


Epilogue

I fought it for three months. Even though it felt like most posters on the crossdresser forum worked in IT jobs, it was still really hard for a woman in IT. But when I sat Dennis down and told him what I was thinking, he said two things: 

“No one knows Barclay like you do; I can’t lose you, so we’ll make this work no matter what.”

Also:

“You’re never going to stop adding to the list of things you're best at.” 

Mandy got a new job, and as much as I’d miss her, at least now I didn’t need to worry about the two of us wearing the same outfit to work on the same day. Since I copied her professional wardrobe almost perfectly, this was a real concern. But I always knew that one day I’d have to stop copying her and become my own person; now is as good a time as any. 

I said my goodbyes on the forum. It didn’t seem right to keep posting there, and I knew I would need different support if I was going to be out full-time. My farewell thread ended up being 27 pages long, with all the usual suspects chiming in, wishing me well, and sending every pink and girly emoji imaginable. Arabella said the most flattering things, but I got a lot of support from Chrissy in Seattle, Scottie in Tampa, MJ in Denver, and more. 

A new account named BBoots also sent me one bikini emoji. It was a new account with an empty profile, and it said her location was San Mateo. I’ve kept Becca in my phone as a contact, and if she ever decides to reconnect for real, I’m here for her. For now, she knows where I am, knows my plans, and is welcome back in my life any time. I keep her suitcase in my hall closet, and everything is waiting for her, just like she left it. Although if it ever comes to it, I’ll have to replace the dildo. 

Not that I need it. Jared and I took it slow, but he stays over most Friday and Saturday nights now, and we sometimes work out something in between. 

I’m terrible at pickleball, but Jared’s a patient teacher. We play most Saturdays at his gym, and while it’s too cold to play outside right now, I cannot wait for Spring when I can start playing with him at the park and wear the tennis skirts I bought. 

Oh, the last I heard from Arabella in my DMs was when she sent me three photos: one of her in a sundress at the Washington Monument, one of her in leggings at the Washington DC zoo, and one of her in a one-piece bathing suit at what looked like a hotel pool. 

And that called for a trophy emoji.
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“Sven?” 

No one in the coffee shop looked up. 

“Sven?” the cute blonde barista said again, this time moving her mask away from her mouth in case the reason Sven didn’t get his coffee was because his name sounded muffled. 

When it was clear that wasn’t the reason, she looked at the cup, shrugged, and left it by the register. 

It took a few seconds for Kevin to think that maybe it was his. Bad handwriting? ‘Kevin’ might look like ‘Sven’ if someone wrote it quickly enough. He folded his laptop shut, slid it into his messenger bag, and walked to the counter. 

Sure enough, there it was: Sven. No K. No illegible scribble for a “Ke” that could be confused for an “S.” Nope. Sven. But it was a medium salted caramel latte, which is what he ordered. It had to be his. He reached out for it and the blonde turned around as he said “I think this is mine, but my name-” and she nodded and turned right back to wiping down the counter before he could finish telling her his name. 

Kevin took up almost no space. He spent his whole life waiting for a growth spurt that never came, and could still today wear size Small shirts from Junior High. He waited for his voice to deepen, and it never did. Even today at 21, he was 5’4” and sounded like puberty was ahead of him.

After tentatively grabbing his own coffee from the counter, he turned to leave. He reached to push the door open right as three guys in suits got there, and they were not stopping; Kevin stood aside as they entered. The last one through let the door start to close, without even glancing at Kevin, with no attempt to hold the door open. They were all laughing in deep voices, all that was left of the joke that began life outside. Was the joke about Kevin? Wouldn’t be the first time.  

This is what he thought about the whole walk down Broadway. His mind replayed all the worst memories of being teased about his size, about having a crush on half the girl’s volleyball team in high school and having Ed Kuperman put stolen volleyball shorts in Kevin’s locker to hammer home just how much bigger those girls were. By the time he opened the front door to the building, he was already depressed and it wasn’t even 8 o’clock in the morning yet. 

He stepped out of the stairwell, opened the door to the suite where the software company he worked at was located, and made his way to his cubicle. As he put his bag down and put his coffee next to his keyboard, he noticed that the gaggle was already starting to form. A gaggle was what he called a collection of young women positioning themselves to be noticed. This morning the gaggle was Lucia the Latina, Missie the Miserable, and then Samantha. Samantha didn’t need a nickname. Long brown hair, very little makeup, a little shy, very quiet, and never rude to Kevin. Missie had a lot of makeup but never smiled, which you could tell even when she was wearing a mask as her eyes never sparkled. But Missie loved tight pants and skirts, making her a great person to be stuck behind. Lucia was loud, clearly the ringleader, and loved being the center of attention, she needed eyes to be on her, and while you’d never call her fat, there was more of her than there was to Missie or Samantha. She was a little chunky. 

Kevin was startled from staring at the girls by two sharp knocks on the top of his cubicle, as Greyson walked by, pointing at him with a big grin. “Look alive, Kev!” he said, and Kevin was so startled that he knocked his coffee over, and he watched as the cream spurted out the top of the mouth hole. Luckily, Kevin righted the cup before much damage could be done. The girls were laughing with Greyson, and no one seemed to be aware that Greyson’s little gesture resulted in a mess that Kevin had to clean up. He looked around for some tissues or a paper towel, but nothing was there. He’d need to go into the kitchen to get a paper towel. 

Why is that funny? thought Kevin, suddenly very aware of how small he must have looked at his desk, how he must have looked like a startled little chipmunk, how no one cared at all that his drink was spilled on his desk. Greyson stepped from the carpet, where his footsteps were nearly silent, to the tile of the kitchen, where each step seemed to echo with confidence. Kevin couldn’t hear what Greyson said, but it made all three girls laugh and look down, and Missie seemed to sneak a look in Kevin’s direction as she did, her dull eyes as gray as ever. 

Kevin made his way into the kitchen, his footsteps almost completely silent as he walked in. Lucia was rinsing something in the sink, and Kevin had to walk behind her to get a paper towel off the roll. As soon as he got behind her, Lucia swung around, her big hips smashing into him and sending him forward a little bit. “Oh, hon, I’m sorry!” she said, and everyone in the kitchen turned to look at how a young woman hip checked a very small young man. 

“No worries,” said Kevin quietly, eager to get his paper towels and get out. Lucia, though, wouldn’t let it go. “Are you OK?” she asked, hovering over him like a loud version of his mother. 

“Yeah, it’s fine,” Kevin said, aware that whatever the recruiters were talking about with Greyson, the conversation had come to a screeching halt and there was now an awkward silence in the room. He grabbed two paper towels and headed back to his desk, hearing something whispered behind him, followed by Lucia loudly saying “I know, right?” 

Back in the relative safety of his cubicle, he wiped up the latte foam and lost his appetite for the actual drink. After he tossed his paper towels into the trash, all he could do was stare at his cup for a while and wait for the first support ticket to come in and be routed to him. 

Greyson avoided eye contact with him on his way back to where the analysts sat, and a few moments later the gaggle passed by. Slowly the office started to hum, phones rang, notifications pinged, and Kevin got to work.

By the end of the day he had closed 24 customer support tickets, and ended up completing 13 orphaned tasks from the Job Jar, a bunch of things that team members could work on between support calls. 13 was a new personal best for him, and he wondered if he’d ever get his name on a leaderboard during the Friday wrap-up meeting. 

When it came time for the meeting at 5 o’clock, he was wiped out and ready for the weekend. The video call launched, and Matt, the team lead, walked everyone through the slides that summarized the week’s work that the team completed. 

“Sarah led the way again today with 37 tickets closed, giving her 126 for the week – nice work, Sarah!” Matt said, and the chat filled with accolades that everyone thought they needed to say. “Nicely done, Sarah!” “That’s awesome, Sarah!” Kevin’s message had a typo: “Nice wrok, Sarah!” and he immediately felt ashamed. 

The next slide showed the average time it took the team members to resolve support issues. This was always a hot topic since some people got worse calls than others, and while this week Kevin wasn’t at the bottom, he was pretty close: only Silas had a longer time than Kevin did. 

“And we’ll be starting a few initiatives soon to help bring down some of these times, so keep an eye out for some new efficiency metrics,” Matt said, before advancing to the next slide, which was the Job Jar slide. Kevin was startled, as there at the top was his name, having completed 54 for the week. Sarah was next at 30. But Matt seemed stuck on the previous slide. “We’ll be rolling out some new features starting in two weeks, and so we can expect the usual bump in calls once we do that,” he said, not even mentioning Kevin’s name. “First thing next week we’ll be getting a spec sheet for everything new that we can start to expect. So instead of the Job Jar, starting Monday I want everyone getting up to speed on the new features and the talk tracks for how we’ll handle them. So we’ll pause the Job Jar tasks for a little bit while we get ready for the next major release. Any questions?” 

That was it. Kevin’s name stayed onscreen with no acknowledgement. Matt wasn’t going to say it. Matt never even mentioned it, never said a thing about it. There weren’t even any chat messages of congratulations, or telling him nice job. Nothing. 

“OK, so good job everyone, and I’ll give you a few minutes of your life back,” Matt said. “Have a great weekend, and you’ll have a link to the spec sheets when you come in on Monday.”

And with that, the meeting ended.
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He couldn’t get home fast enough. It was bad enough that Greyson made a joke at his expense that morning, bad enough that he once again looked foolish in front of the girls, but then at the end of the day in the daily wrap-up meeting, he had nothing to say about his weekend plans that was worth listening to, so he said nothing. What was he going to do?

He counted seven people who shouldered into him on his walk home, and the worst part was that it felt normal. He walked past the coffee shop from that morning, walked past the little drug store on the corner, and made a left onto his street, three blocks from the river.

The front door was propped open, the mailroom was empty, and so was his mailbox. He jingled his key in the inside door, and squeaked his way up the stairs that were covered in old plastic tread. 

His building was mostly older residents, and of those, most were widows. So his meteoric pace to early graduation resulted in him falling for a real estate company’s lies and signing a lease for a building containing exactly zero people his own age, most 3 to 4 times older. As he went down the third floor hallway to his apartment, all the TVs were too loud. He got to his apartment as the church bell rang 6 o’clock, and he dropped his bag on the floor, right by his front door. 

Friday night. It looked a lot like Wednesday and Thursday night from here. Tuesday, too. What was he going to do? Probably the same thing he always did, which was game. These days he was into Spires of Destiny, an online fantasy game he played with the closest thing to friends he could claim: four people from around the world, who he’d likely never meet since he had no passport. 

There was Ethan from England, Laszlo from Hungary, José from Chile, and Angel from Portugal. Angel was his favorite, and the only one he chatted privately with both during and after their games. 

For dinner Kevin grabbed a yogurt and dumped a bag of pre-cut lettuce on a plate, realizing too late that he had no dressing. Back in the bag it went, and his dinner became yogurt and cookies. 

As he sat in the gaming chair in his living room, his leg hit his desk and brought the screens to life. He only had two 30” monitors, but he’d have a third in a couple months after saving more money. He loaded the game and saw that everyone was already online, and they were chatting about what they’d do that night. Hey everyone, Kevin typed. 

Hey Kevin! Angel wrote in their private chat. How are you? 

He hurriedly typed you’re the first person to say anything nice to me today, before he sat and stared at it, wondering if it was too needy. Staring at his own words made him relive the whole day in what felt like ten seconds. 

He thought better of it and deleted the sentence, but too late – because Angel had seen the kbs4122 is typing… message from the chat for that whole time, noticed how long it was taking for a reply to be sent, and she eventually answered her own question with that bad huh? lol. Kevin felt himself flush, even though no one was there; even reliving his own humiliation was humiliating.

No, Kevin typed back after deleting his first reply. I was going to tell you something, but it’s not important. Now it was his turn to see _angeleyes is typing… in the chat, and wonder what she was up to, as she was also taking a long time to send her reply. He got ready to play and headed off to the in-game lobby, where he’d gear up before their quest, digitally passing through all other avatars there; no one bumping shoulders there for a change. 

You can tell me, was her reply. Kevin was pretty sure it had gone through some other iterations before she hit Send. He thought carefully, then typed what he wanted to type earlier, hit Send and didn’t wait for her reply.

He tabbed over to the group chat and tried to get ready for their quest. They were raiding a castle tonight, just some standard looting. One of the things Kevin liked about the game was that in between these massive, intense battles with other parties from all over the world, you could create your own goals and stock up on supplies, explore other areas of the giant map of the world. There was something appealing about what was effectively in-game shopping. 

He chose his armor and weapons carefully, ignoring the 1 appearing on Angel’s tab alerting him to a new message. It turned into a 2 and then a 3 before curiosity got the better of him and he tabbed over. 

_angeleyes: It’ll get better, Kevin. You’re still new there. 

_angeleyes: Maybe try to do something with other people on Friday nights rather than hang out with us lol

_angeleyes: I’m sure once the pandemic ends you’ll meet all kinds of people. People are just distant now, that’s all. No one wants to get sick. It’s not you. 

It feels like it is me, he typed back. It’s not the pandemic, it’s that the pandemic has made it worse. I’m tired of being invisible, tired of not mattering. 

_angeleyes: You should try being a woman sometime lol. I’d love to be invisible sometimes. Let’s trade! 

kbs4122: I’d take it. 

_angeleyes: No you wouldn’t. I had two people grab my ass on my way to work today. 

kbs4122: At least you’re getting people acknowledging that you exist. I had seven people hit me with their shoulders as they walked by. Like I wasn’t even there.

_angeleyes: Oh, Kevin. 

kbs4122: At least people see you. Who cares if it starts with how you look? 

_angeleyes: You’re ignoring like 90% of it though. What good is attention if it’s from someone who only wants to fuck you and thinks it’s their right to? It’s unsafe for me to go anywhere right now in my neighborhood. That’s why I do this. 

kbs4122: We’re pretty far away from what I started talking about. All I said was that no one acknowledged me today. Not one person. Like, went through my whole day and didn’t matter at all, to anyone. And now even you’re telling me it’s not that bad, or could be worse. Just forget it. 

Why was she one-upping him? Why wouldn’t she listen? She’s the one who asked how he was doing, anyway; was she not interested in his answer? Why do people ask questions and then talk rather than listen? 

They played for two more hours, but it felt off. “Just forget it” stayed as the last words in their DM chat, and while they had a few exchanges in the group chat about their plans for the night and what treasure they should target, it was all business, with none of the familiarity from earlier in the evening. 

Their quest didn’t go well anyway. Ethan wasn’t himself and kept despawning and needing to catch up, Laszlo lost his best sword in a pointless conflict with some non-player zombies while waiting for Ethan, and José either lost internet or quit; he disappeared right after they all broke up into smaller teams, his avatar was grayed out in chat showing that he was offline, and Kevin was on his own. He wandered through the impossibly giant castle for a while, killing creatures now and then, but it wasn’t the same. After a while he wrote a quick “calling it a night” message in the chat, put up his away message, and logged off. No one said goodnight back, but he did get two bed emojis and a person waving. 

He sat back in his chair, and for the first time in a long time, couldn’t think of what to do. He couldn’t let the day go. It wasn’t just that no one talked to him today, it was that today wasn’t unusual. Most days were that quiet. Most weeks were this empty. 

Yes, there’s a pandemic, and yes, most people in his building were older people. But he thought moving to a new city was going to be exciting. He thought by graduating a semester early, he’d be getting a head start. But no sooner did he get unpacked and meet a handful of people at work, but then his office shut down for the pandemic and he was all alone again. 

Going back to the office a few days a week now somehow managed to feel like starting a new job all over again even though he’d been there for 6 months. 

After sitting motionless for who knows how long, he knew what to do, and tabbed over to his browser. 

Blowjob POV he typed into the search bar.
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Is it a search if you know what you’ll find? He knew that he’d click the third video in the second row, the one with the blonde on her knees in a bedroom with a three-monitor gaming setup off to the right. It was called “Kelsey Gives Me a Break” and was a point of view video. Kevin could make it fullscreen and lose himself in almost every detail of it – it felt like it could be his room, his bed, his gaming chair, and his girlfriend on her knees. 

If he’d ever have a girlfriend who would get on her knees for him. 

The guy in the video had a pretty thick cock, already hard when the video started. He was reclined on the bed, stroking it a little, and the girl came in through the bedroom door on the left, swinging her short skirt, a little of her thigh showing between the hem of her skirt and the start of her black thigh high stockings with three white stripes at the top. 

“Hey baby,” she breathed, hands behind her back. “Taking a little break?” The camera seemed to nod, and she got right down on the floor between his legs. 

Normally, Kevin was also hard by this point of the video, when she started her first open-mouthed lick up the whole shaft. Despite his own erection nowhere close to the size of the one onscreen, he would start to work the head of his cock in time with the girl’s licks as she got to work. Tonight, though, he was still soft. 

It was a seven minute video, and he usually orgasmed after watching a minute of it, and no more than two. Sometimes he’d start the video and immediately jump ahead to the 5:23 mark, where she started to really bob her head, making little slurping noises. Or he’d skip to right before the orgasm at 6:40, just as she pulled away and squealed “oooooh!” when the first spurt of cum landed in her bangs, right before she took the whole cock in her mouth again and sucked the rest out, seemingly swallowing it all. 

But tonight, he felt…nothing, despite nothing really changing. He still thought the girl in the video was cute, he still thought it could be his bedroom and his life on the screen, but no matter how hard he rubbed the head of his penis, no matter how much he spit into his hand and worked himself over, he couldn’t get hard. He restarted the video and sat back, watching the whole thing straight through, something he couldn’t remember ever doing before. 

Kevin imagined himself with the mighty cock, imagined that Kelsey was impressed by his girth, and that it was his cock she was talking about when she says “it barely fits!” But after the day he had, and the way he felt sitting there, comparing his little limp noodlet to the cameraman’s girthy prize, he just felt ridiculous. 

How can you get hard when you feel like a runt? How can you feel powerful when you have nothing to wield? Do guys like Greyson ever fail to get hard? Do they ever fail, period? Does their success not get mentioned in the success meeting? 

That’s when he had an idea. He remembered hearing that if you shaved your pubic hair, your penis would appear bigger, something about the whole shaft being visible. Maybe that would help, he thought, and he stood up, leaving the video paused on his monitor with the cameraman held in mid-orgasm. 

He shaved his face so infrequently that a can of shaving cream lasted him about a year, so he knew he had plenty. He walked to the bathroom, stripped naked, grabbed the can and razor out of the cabinet, and looked at himself in the mirror: no hair on his chest, no hair on his face, no hair on his legs, and his still-soft penis poking out of a tuft of pubic hair. He got in the shower and carefully got to work. 

He worked slowly and never cut himself at all, surprising himself. He had to tug himself out of the way to make sure his skin was taught, but for the most part, shaving himself was pretty easy to do, even the hair on his balls. He probably went overboard on the shaving cream, though, and by the time he was done his bathroom smelled like a hot, wet locker room. He drew back the shower curtain, toweled off, and wiped some steam off the mirror so he could see if he looked bigger.

He did not. 

Kevin stared at what was between his legs. He couldn’t even say it dangled, as there was so little length to it that it wasn’t dangling. 

It poked. 

Booped. 

Nubbed. 

But nothing hung, hair or no hair; his little experiment did not work, and it was definitely a little experiment, because he was looking right at the little results.

He stared at his reflection in the mirror, unable to make eye contact with himself. The water glistened where he now had smooth skin, and all he could think to do was to push his nub back between his legs and then squeeze his thighs together, making it look like he had nothing there at all. 

Would that be better? 

Even that looked convincing, like it was a totally believable shaved crotch from any girl he’d ever watched online. Suddenly a blowjob of his own felt like an impossibility, and an orgasm felt like it could only ever be in his fantasies. 

What girl would want to suck off a nub? What girl would want to give a blowjob to someone who can’t even get hard watching his favorite porno?  

He dried himself off, then walked back to his bedroom in a huff. He threw his towel on his bedroom chair and missed, enough so that his mouse jiggled and his screens came to life. Up on one screen was the blonde in a skirt, frozen in her outfit, halfway through coaxing an orgasm out of her faceless man. On the other was his chat with Angel, and her avatar was still grayed out; she was offline. 

He read his own words, Just forget it, over and over again. 

“No,” he finally said out loud. “How can I forget it?” He had been invisible for months, and how could he choose to stay invisible? Just look at the way that people talked to Samantha, or Missie, or even Lucia. Three different bodies, three different personalities, three different everything. 

You should try being a woman sometime lol was Angel’s taunt onscreen. 

Yeah, well, maybe I will, he thought to himself. 

Why not? What would it hurt? 

He didn’t know Angel, and it was unlikely he’d ever admit this to her. But her flippant remark in their chat had burrowed deep inside him. 

Angel could have been lying, of course. Was it common for a woman to have multiple men try and grab their ass? Kevin couldn’t confirm that, of course, but no one ever tried to grab his ass, that much he knew. 

But forget grabbing his ass. No one even said hello, or held a door open for him. No one called him by his name, encouraged him, or recognized when he did something. 

Was that any way to live? Probably not, but it’s not like the normal world offered any way to live, either. A lot of people were still wearing masks. People were lonely. People were angry. People were starting to come out of the pandemic, but it was as if the world was in a haze. Interactions still felt guarded. People longed for connection, but they were hesitant to connect. 

He glanced at the blowjob video on one of his monitors. In that video, she was wearing black thigh high stockings with three white stripes at the top, a black K.I.S.S. t-shirt, and a black pleated skirt that flared at the base. What kind of skirt was that? Into the search bar he typed flirty skirts and hoped it would work. The first result was of a “skater skirt,” which looked right. For the second time that night, he sat at his computer and shopped, though this was a long way from armor and supplies. 

Blonde wigs weren’t too much, though with bangs they seemed pricier. Thigh high stockings were cheap, but many shipped from China and he needed these ASAP. Finally he had his order all settled: blonde wig with bangs, black skater skirt, and black thigh high stockings with three white stripes.

Kevin knew he had an underwear problem. First, he was sitting in his boxer shorts and with no pubic hair, the shorts felt roomy, huge, and oversized. He also wasn’t sure if they’d be too long and poke out of the skirt. That would ruin the illusion before he had a chance to make it work. But there was no way he could go outside with no underwear at all: what if the wind blew and lifted the skirt up? What if he wanted to sit down? No, if he was doing this, there had to be a commitment to doing it right. He added a three-pack of women’s panties to the order, size small. He went with cotton bikini panties in three colors: black, pink, and light gray. And thank goodness for two-day shipping. Living in cities near a shipping center sometimes meant that two-day shipping really meant next day shipping. This did not help binge-buying things, as before you could change your mind, it had already shipped. 

Kevin sat and stared at the “Buy Now” button onscreen, and looked at the time in the corner. 1:53. It was getting late for him, and as he sat and listened to the faint sounds of young people walking in the streets below since the bars closed at 2am, the occasional dull sounds of live music coming from some bar, he knew he had to break the feeling of loneliness and invisibility however he could. 

He clicked the button to buy, and went to bed. 
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In she walked, swinging her black skirt. “Want to take a break, baby?” “Yeah,” Kevin said, and she got down between his knees, working his belt buckle. She slid his pants down to his ankles, and reached one hand up into his boxer briefs. “What the heck is this?” she snarled, losing the playful smile from her lips. She pulled the waistband of his shorts down to expose his little dicklet. “Am I supposed to flick this? It’s like a little button.” She flicked it once with her finger. “No, no, wait,” Kevin said. “It’ll get bigger, I swear.” “Sweetie, this isn't going anywhere,” and she let the waistband snap back against him as she stood up, walking out the bedroom door. “No wait!” Kevin said, but he couldn’t move from that spot on the bed, as if he were mounted like a camera. “I can explain!” and with one final swirl of her skirt, she was gone with a slam. 

Kevin startled awake and immediately felt sad. Even his dreams were embarrassing now. He used to wake up with an erection, or even have a wet dream, where he’d wake to find his underwear filled with goo and then have to wash them in the sink to hide them from his mother. This morning he felt more alone than he did last night. He looked at his phone again and saw that it was 10:35 in the morning, and that he had two notifications: Your order has been received! And then right after it, from 6 am, was Your order is on its way! 

Holy shit. He was doing this. He was really doing this. He stood up from his bed and paced, again feeling the hairless contact between his boxer shorts and his skin; he felt even smaller than he usually did. There was no backing out now, no way to cancel the order, no way to change his mind: at some point later that day, a box would be dropped off containing a wig, a skirt, a pair of thigh high stockings, and panties. 

He needed to distract himself or he’d be mindlessly pacing in his apartment all day. Despite being clean from his shower last night, he decided a good way to kill time was to take a bath. Just lay in the tub and do nothing. When was the last time he took a bath? 

He filled the tub and went to look for breakfast, finding nothing. There was only one egg left, no juice, and he had coffee filters but no coffee. Looks like he needed to go out for food. By the time he decided where to go, the tub was full, and he slipped his naked, hairless body into the warm water. He lay back gingerly, not wanting the cold tub to touch his back, before realizing that he was afraid of a tub now; way to go, Kevin. So he lay back forcefully and yelped at how cold it was on his back anyway.

He lay in the water and looked down between his legs. His now-hairless prick stuck up only a little bit in the water, and looked smaller than normal. His shaving experiment made him feel even smaller than he already was, and even made him feel like a girl. Did he need to go through with his experiment if he already felt like a girl a little? That he felt weak and powerless, with no strength at all? What was he hoping to prove?

He was hoping to see if Angel was right, and that women got attention where he did not. He was hoping to see if people would look at him. Not exactly the same thing as sitting in a bathtub feeling hairless and delicate.

The bath did him a favor, though, as it killed about 45 minutes, gave him time to think, and distracted him from how hungry he was. 

By the time he toweled himself off and got dressed, he had the Your package is out for delivery! message and needed to get out of the house. A $3 egg sandwich was a great excuse to get out and get his mind off of what he thought his night would involve.

What would his night involve? For starters, he had a simple girly outfit sitting in a truck somewhere, and later on he’d wear it. But more than that, he’d go outside, walk around, and see what happened. He craved attention, sure, but not the way Lucia at work seemed to need it. His model was more Samantha, where being quiet and pretty was enough for people to take note. 

Did he want to be quiet and pretty? He tossed that around his thoughts as he walked the three blocks to his favorite breakfast place, which would still be serving breakfast this late in the morning. He couldn’t remember ever thinking that he’d want to be pretty, but be attractive, yes. Who wouldn’t want to be attractive, either for their own confidence or for their partner? Well, he had no partner, so he was hoping that being attractive would be good for his confidence. 

He sat on a bench near an empty school playground and ate his breakfast. 

What else was he doing? Testing himself? For what? 

A few short blocks later, he was window shopping at boutiques. He had never known what a skater skirt was, but now he saw them on a bunch of teenage girls walking on the same side of the street as him, the same side that had the boutiques, and these girls didn’t pay any attention to him at all. 

He pretended to not notice the dresses in the store windows, but now that he knew a few things about skirts from his shopping spree the night before, he paid more attention to material, length, fabric. Skirts were everywhere: form-fitting, loose and airy. Some were closer to dresses, some were too short to wear to school or work, but clearly not too short for being out in the street. 

Everywhere he went, new gaggles of young women gathered. Some sat on the street and had lunch, some slowly walked with coffee cups, shopping bags dangling from their hands. Some tucked their hair behind their ears, some held hands with young men, some took selfies. 

Kevin’s phone buzzed as he stood in front of a store window showing a tall black mannequin wearing an ivory-white gown made of…sequins? 

Your package has been delivered!

He could feel his heart start to race. It was 3:45, and he had been out all afternoon, just staring at women from behind his mask, all in an attempt to kill time before this moment. Now he needed to rush back to his building, and there was nothing stopping him from his plan to test Angel’s theory. 

There was no backing out now. 

By the time he got to the mailroom of his building, his heart sank. Even from the doorway he could see that a package was on the floor, it looked torn, and who was standing over it? Mrs. Glennon. 

Round, nosy Mrs. Glennon, with an unknown number of cats in her apartment. She bent down with great effort (how do you bend a ball in half?) and picked up the padded envelope containing Kevin’s clothes. 

Kevin could feel himself flushing as he got the door unlocked and walked into the mail area. “That might be mine,” he said, hoping she couldn’t see into the torn package and make out what it was. “Uh, it’s special fish food,” he lied. 

Kevin, what the fuck? He told himself. You don’t have a fish. Fortunately she never asked any follow-up questions, like “what kind of fish do you have?” because then he’d be screwed. 

“Oh, I was just checking whose it was. Don’t you go thinking I’m a snoop, now! It does have a little tear in it, so you take care!”

“See you, and thanks,” he said to her, deciding to leave any other potential mail in his mailbox and get it some other time so that there was no more risk of interrogation. 

He ran up the stairs and went back into his apartment with the package under his arm. It wasn’t a big package considering that what was inside was a pretty big deal. He finished tearing the package open, and lay everything out on his bed. 

It wasn’t much fabric overall, which was a little exciting. The stockings needed to be unrolled from a tube, the panties needed to be separated from one another, and the skirt needed to have its tag cut out. 

No one could see into his apartment, but he lowered his blinds anyway, but left them open a little. 

He needed to do this, with no more time killing. He needed to take the next step, and dress up the way he planned. 

He slowly stripped off his clothes, and stood naked by his bed, his new outfit laid out, waiting for him. 

What color panties? Not pink; he didn’t feel that girly yet. And black? The rest of his outfit was black, so maybe not that. That left light gray, and so he slipped them on. Surprisingly, a pair of small women’s panties fit him perfectly, and he stood there looking down at the way his own crotch looked. No hair anywhere, and only a tiny little mound indicated anything was hidden in his panties. He reached in and nudged his penis so that it pointed down, and kept getting dressed. First the stocking for his right leg, bunching it up at his foot and inching it all the way up his leg, as he’d never done but seen done countless times. Then the left. 

He lay back on his bed and stared at the ceiling, wondering about what he was doing. At this point, it was too late to turn back, wasn’t it? He couldn’t return panties he’d worn. And the package they came in was destroyed, so he’d have to come up with a box anyway.

His heart pounded, and he could feel the panties keep his tucked penis in place, preventing it from moving around, a sensation he was not used to. He sat up and decided not to look at the mirror until he was done. 

He went to his closet for his t-shirt, a local band from his high school called “Messy Excuses,” and he couldn’t believe it still fit. Then the skirt, which slipped on easily and didn’t quite feel like being naked, but also not quite like a pair of shorts. It felt roomy, but not the way his boxers felt the night before. 

After slipping the wig on over his head, he put his black facemask on, and was aware he needed to calm down. He closed his eyes and breathed slowly, in and out, in and out. Inhale, count to 5, exhale. 

Inhale.

Count to 5. 

Exhale. 

He opened his eyes so that he faced the mirror. 

He knew it was him, obviously. He knew that his voice would come out of this girl’s mouth, knew that she had a secret between her legs. But overall? Not too bad. He walked toward the mirror and adjusted the wig so it looked more natural, as he needed to slide it forward and make sure it was centered a bit better. 

Between the bangs and the facemask, so little of his face showed that sure, why couldn’t someone think he was a girl? And while he didn’t have boobs like Lucia or an ass like Missie, why couldn’t he be confused for having a body like Samantha’s? The skirt gave him the illusion of hips since it flared outwards anyway. For a first time girl, not bad. 

But because it was still too early, with too much daylight, he did what he usually did when he was bored and none of his gaming friends were online. Blowjob POV he typed again, clicking the same video. He sat there dressed almost the same as the girl in the video and watched the whole thing. 

Once again he did not get hard. 

The panties didn’t feel too tight, but could they be too tight to let him get hard? If he touched himself now, dressed like this, does that mean he likes it? Kevin sat, frozen in his chair, unable to touch himself, unable to decide how to deal with the fact that he was turned on, yet didn’t feel manly enough to masturbate. 

When the video ended, he did something that he had never done before: let the autoplay feature play whatever came next. He waited while the new video buffered, with no idea what was in store for him. 

This new video was a young brunette in red lingerie who gave a little lap dance to the camera operator first, then got down on her knees, spread her legs apart so her crotch was visible, and vigorously sucked him off in two minutes even, keeping her hands pressed flat against his thighs the whole time. The video faded out as she licked her fingers and waved to the camera, and autoplay kept going. 

For thirty minutes Kevin sat there in panties and a skirt, watching girls of all kinds give blowjobs. There were girls in skirts, girls in lingerie, girls completely naked. Giant cocks, normal cocks, two cocks at once. Some girls swallowed it all, some let it hit their faces, and some took it on their tongue with their mouths open eagerly. Some were quickies, some were more drawn out. And the whole time he watched strange, excited young women give blowjobs, one thing stayed the same: he was not getting hard. 

What was happening?

Why wasn’t he getting hard? 

He was definitely turned on, sure: who wouldn't be? But as he sat and felt his soft little penis nestled in his panties, instead of an erection, he felt a strange tingling sensation in his penis, right at the base, spreading to his whole crotch, to his thighs, to his belly, as if the entire area was somehow sexual now. 

Where he normally pictured himself getting the blowjob, he was now paying attention to the way the girls looked, the desire in their eyes, the power they had and the acceptance they offered in the safety of their mouths. He suddenly realized that the girl on her knees wasn’t the submissive one: she had the cock in her mouth, and she made the rules. 

Where he normally felt the need to stroke what little of him there was, now he just sat there and felt his whole crotch ache. While it was agonizing, he felt alive. He felt the need for release, but the desire to release himself was simply gone. Somehow he knew it wouldn’t count, like it was somehow cheating himself. All he could do was flap the hem of his skirt while he sat in his chair, watching cock after cock ejaculate into greedy little mouths.  

Thirty minutes turned into sixty, then sixty to ninety, and by the time a girl in a blue bikini took a faceful of cum behind a building, Kevin needed to cool off. He stood up, smoothed the skirt,  grabbed his keys, a twenty dollar bill, and his phone, and knew it was time to start his walk as a girl.

He grabbed his phone and realized…he had nowhere to put it. Would a girl tuck her phone into her skirt’s waistband? No, Kevin, no way. She’d hold it. There’s no way. When have you ever seen a girl do that? 

His messenger bag wasn’t girly, but he’d need it. In went his keys, in went his phone, in went a twenty dollar bill.

He opened his apartment door just a crack, and felt air rush in from the open window at the end of the hallway. It was cooler air than what was in his apartment, and as he stood in the doorway, he felt it brush past his exposed thighs, reaching up into his skirt. This was not like wearing shorts at all. This was more vulnerable, but also he could feel more of the world. He stepped out into the hallway, and with a long exhale, closed the door behind him, heading towards the back stairs, not even risking seeing Mrs. Glennon again. He walked down the back stairs in the yellow stairwell, and reached the bottom floor. 

The back door to his building was closed, and would lead out to the alley. He could hear the live music from Gennaro’s on the other side of the fence, and opened the door just a crack, needing to go through one more door to make this real, to really be doing it. 

And with one more deep breath, he turned the doorknob all the way, and stepped outside.
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He did it. He was out. 

He wasn’t used to long hair, and in the breeze found he needed to immediately tuck some of it behind his ear and looked out at the park. It was a perfect early Summer night, so people were outside, though maybe not as many if there were no pandemic. Young families were out sitting on blankets, kids rode their bikes along the path by the water, and there were young couples everywhere, holding hands. He stood in his skirt and thigh high socks facing the water, and the air seemed to crackle. 

Kevin already knew the loop he wanted to take: walk out to the point right by the public pier, and then walk around by the basketball courts and playground. He’d be back at this very spot in half an hour. That was plenty of time to see if Angel was right, and if he needed a second lap to make it a full hour, then he could do that. 

He took a few steps forward, and he was off. At first he walked like Kevin, but soon remembered, as he looked down at his feet, that he was supposed to be a girl. So he walked not quite heel-to-toe, but enough so that there was a little swagger to the hips that were supposed to be in his skirt, his feet not set as widely apart; Missie walked that way, and he had lots of practice watching her walk by on her way to the kitchen at work. 

Walking that way had the side effect of gently squeezing his penis, and he immediately blushed behind his mask, again aware he was wearing panties. 

Was that a look in his direction? Some guy in a suit may have snuck a look at him as he passed, but he couldn’t be sure. 

Wait, what about that? Two kids fighting over who retrieved the errant frisbee seemed to stare for a second, but no, they’re too young to care about girls yet, aren’t they? There’s no way he could count that as attention. But he was out, and his heart was pounding in his chest. 

As Kevin got closer to the pier, he was getting a little frustrated: did he want people to check him out, or not? What was he after, exactly? Did he want to prove Angel right, or wrong? What was he doing? 

He collapsed onto the first empty bench he came to, remembering too late that he needed to sit like a girl and smooth his skirt out first. Instead he crashed to the bench as much as 120 pounds lets you crash, and only crossed his legs after feeling a little breeze from the water sneak its way up between his legs. 

He pretended to use his phone, more to steady his mind. The sun was starting to set, which would both make it harder to see people, as well as make it easier to walk home since people wouldn’t be able to see him as well. 

And as he sat, pretending to do something important on his phone, that’s when he saw him: the father of a young family, standing next to a shapeless wife and trying to keep two small, wobbling kids on the walking path. He was clearly staring at Kevin’s legs as he sat. 

Clearly. 

His eyes darted back and forth between his kids and Kevin’s thighs, the part that peeked out above the thigh highs and showed as his skirt rode up a little. But there was no doubt about it: the guy was checking out Kevin’s legs. 

As they got closer, Kevin looked out the corner of his eye and saw the father check to see if his wife was looking. When she wasn’t, his eyes went back to Kevin’s legs. 

No, that dude was definitely checking him out. Kevin couldn’t help smiling into his mask, but what he was smiling at, he had no idea. Kevin wasn’t into guys, and while there may have been a guy out there who’d make him change his mind, he certainly didn’t look like that.

Kevin checked the time on his phone: seventeen minutes. So it took seventeen minutes to catch someone checking him out. What next? And what did this prove? That a guy liked his legs? It’s not like he hit on him, so in a way, Angel wasn’t right. Yet. 

And just then, a young couple strolled by, arm in arm, and Kevin saw the guy sneak a glance in his direction. Two steps later, there it was again. A sneaky look toward Kevin. Kevin kept pretending to look at his phone, but clumsily dropped it right at his feet as the couple walked by. “Oh,” the guy said, stopping and reaching down for it just as Kevin started to, clearly taking a look up Kevin’s skirt and getting a view straight up to the light gray panties. “Here you go,” he said, handing it back. “You have a slippery one,” he said with a grin. 

“Thanks,” Kevin said in his breathiest voice, squeezing his legs back together. The girlfriend stared at Kevin and put her hand around her boyfriend’s waist as they walked by. 

That couldn’t have been clearer. 

Everything about it was thrilling. Kevin sat for a moment and realized he was putting his hair behind his ear over and over again. He was conflicted – yes, he got attention, but Angel was right, as it was sexual attention. Inside 30 minutes, a cute young girl, or a cute young girl who looked like a girl, got several people to check her out and even look up her skirt. 

It was a sneaky look, a look that the guy had to earn. He risked something by looking up Kevin’s skirt, and it was thrilling to know that the guy now had a memory of staring up a skirt, and Kevin provided it. Kevin was noticed. Who cares that it was a glimpse of his legs, and his little panties? He was seen. 

“She wanted to fight you, straight up,” said a deep voice to his left. Kevin startled and looked to see a young black man in shorts and a tee shirt, holding a basketball, about to walk past him. “They prob’ly been starin’ at each other for a year, and she just learned there are finer girls out there and now she got to shape up,” he said. Kevin was still playing with his hair by his ear and looked down, not sure what to say. 

“He in for a rough night,” the guy said. “I’m Jamal,” he said, shifting the basketball between his hands. 

Oh shit, thought Kevin. “I’m…Kelsey,” he stammered, and his favorite video temporarily flashed in his mind. 

“Kelsey,” Jamal said. “Nice to meet you. You know what your problem was?” 

“N…no,” Kevin said, his heart rate rising even faster now that he thought Jamal was going to discover Kelsey was a man. 

“You got nicer legs than that girl, that’s what,” he said, palming the ball with one hand in the direction of the young couple. “You have a good night, Kelsey. I’ll see you around.” 

He felt himself flush behind his mask and he again stared down at the ground. He squirmed a little and crossed his legs, saying “you too” and then watched as Jamal walked down the path on the way to the basketball courts. Kevin watched him the whole way, and he felt a sexual hum in his entire lower body. 

Was he done? Could he go home now? He got up from the bench and walked back the way he came, giving him some time to think over what just happened. 

He got some compliments, turned some heads. This was more than Kevin had gotten in months, and here it was still a little light outside. This is what Angel was complaining about? 

There’s no way he could be done. He had to stay out and do more. 

But what? 

For starters, he was at the edge of the park, and was only about a block from the little convenience store. 

He took a deep breath and walked into the little convenience store. The makeup aisle was empty, thank goodness, and he grabbed the first tube of red lipstick he could. It was called Defiant Waitress. 

What else? Mascara? Eye shadow? His mask covered his face enough where he didn’t need foundation, whatever that even did. But he needed sexy eyes. 

Needed. 

Needed them for what? 

Kevin had no idea, but before he could rethink it, he paid for the three items of makeup and was off to the convenience store bathroom to get to work. It took him a second to realize that he needed to use the one marked “Women,” and he got a thrill from opening a door he had never opened before. 

He stood in front of his mirror, still with his mask on, seeing himself as the people in the park saw him: as a girl in a skirt and flirtatious thigh high socks. He looked…cute. He felt cute, too. And when was the last time he felt anything? 

Despite never having done makeup before, it all made sense. Lipstick was easy enough, because he knew how to use lip balm. And mascara was easy, though it took a minute to really feel how close to the base of his eye lashes he needed to get. The eye shadow was also simple to paint on, and he could smudge the edges if he wasn’t too precise. 

By the time he was done, he no longer felt like he was a boy in a girl’s body; if he tricked people before, he’d really fool them now. His eyes were darker, more mysterious. His lips were full, and the whole effect was almost alluring. 

When had he ever been alluring to anyone? 

But that was also something else that he felt. He lifted the front of his skirt, and there at the front of his panties was a small wet spot. He reached down with his index finger and touched it, and it was sticky, even through the panties. He’d been leaking precum, but for how long? 

He rubbed his fingers together and felt the slick substance start to turn sticky, until eventually it seemed to disappear completely, leaving no trace. He stared at the wet spot near his limp cock. Did he...like this? 

What was that feeling he’d had in his abdomen? It felt like he had room for something behind his penis, like there was space that needed to be filled. 

He felt turned on, like sexual release was nearby, but he wasn’t hard, hadn’t even been able to get hard for what felt like days, and wasn’t that what being turned-on meant? He reached down and moved his panties to the side, letting his tiny cock poke out the side. He could feel slight tingles in his penis as he exposed himself to the mirror, and he also felt some pressure in the empty space in his abdomen. He squeezed his penis the way he would if he were done going to the bathroom, and he could see that another big, clear drop emerged from the tip. This time he couldn’t help himself, and he reached down with one finger to touch it. 

It stretched from his cock all the way up as he lifted the drop to his face. 

He put his finger tip in his mouth, into the mouth that was now the color of defiance, and made him feel more like a girl than he did earlier. He closed his eyes. It was sweet, a little sticky, and made his legs shiver. He could feel the string of precum hit his chin as the connection with his cock broke, and he felt energized, ready to go back out. 

He put his new makeup into his messenger bag, slung it over his shoulder, tucked his little dick back into his panties, and got ready for whatever was going to come next. 

What would come next? 
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Outside, the breezy air had the same effect as earlier – the feeling of wind reaching up his legs was indescribable, and he breathed it all in. He had had erections outdoors before, even once having to leave the pool and go jerk off in the pool bathroom because he was too turned on by the girls in bikinis. But he had never been outside before, this turned on, having watched this much porn, with a throbbing groin, a distracted mind, and a completely soft penis. 

This time he walked directly to the basketball courts, though he didn’t know what he wanted to see. There were bleachers there, and he could sit and watch whoever was playing. 

Which meant Jamal, right? 

Except by the time a blonde girl named Kelsey got to the basketball courts, there were no more basketball games going on. The courts were empty. No one named Jamal was there. 

Anyone walking by at that moment would have seen an expectant-eyed young woman standing by the door cut into the chain-link fence, possibly waiting for a boyfriend, possibly being stood up by someone who said they’d meet her there. 

They’d have seen her rubbing her hands together nervously, waiting. They’d have seen her look around the courts, standing on her tiptoes to see further, and glancing around the park to see if the person she was there to see was still nearby. 

They’d have seen her play with the hem of her skirt, and they’d have seen her check her phone. 

The most memorable thing about it was that they’d have seen a her.  

A girl. A young woman. If they’d asked her name, she would have said it was Kelsey. 

Even though she was wearing a mask, they’d be able to tell she was cute, and you remember things like that. 

The girl called Kelsey stood by herself near the courts, dolled up for a date she never made, trying to sort out why she was there, and what to do now that there was no reason for her to stay and no other plan for the evening. 

The sun was low enough in the sky where people took their cue and started to leave. Families packed up their blankets, couples picked the bar they would go to, and single people turned their dogs around to go home. 

“Who you here to see, girl?” came a deep voice from behind Kelsey. 

She spun quickly and saw it was Jamal, holding his ball with one giant hand walking between the bleachers and the fence. 

All Kelsey could do was tuck her hair behind her ear and look at the ground. 

Jamal laughed, and with one glance, she realized that Jamal saw the makeup. It looked like she had gone home, put makeup on, and come back. As if reading her mind, Jamal said “you a cutie. You know you don’t need paint on your face, right?” 

“I know,” she said. “I wanted to. I had to.”

“You had to?” Jamal said. “Girl, I can’t even see your lips. I bet they’re red, though. Am I right?”

Kelsey looked at the ground again and laughed. 

“You ain’t even gonna show me?” Jamal said. “I mean, black’s a good color on you and all, but I was trying to get a peek, you know?” 

Kelsey felt her cock flutter in her panties, a little drop of precum making its way out. 

“I can show you, but not here,” she said, looking around at the people walking. 

A man walking a pomeranian smiled at them as he walked by. A father carrying a small boy on his shoulders said “no ice cream tonight, buddy” as he passed them by. Jamal thought for a second. 

“Yeah, OK,” he finally said. 

She reached out and took his massive fingers in her small hand. 

Kelsey’s heart pounded; she had time to change her mind as she walked, but didn’t. What was she doing? A swirl of that evening’s videos played in her head as she swayed her hips with each step, almost feeling people watching her walk. 

For the first time she could remember, her slender hand held real power as she led Jamal behind the maintenance shed, where there was a small, hidden area, protected by some bushes on one side and the shed on the other. 

Kelsey had never felt power before, like she could make something happen just by willing it, but here she was, leading a man around a park. 

Kelsey could do anything because she had never failed, and right now she was starting with Jamal. 

Angel was wrong. 

Jamal stood with his back against the shed, and the look on his face betrayed that while he wasn’t sure what was about to happen, he had an idea. Kelsey dropped to her knees and worked both hands up inside his shorts, then back down again. She could feel that he had been sweating recently, that there was an animal need for release contained somewhere up there. 

She glanced up again at Jamal and unlooped her mask from one ear, revealing her red lips as it fell to the side. Defiance. 

Jamal’s eyes lit up and he bit his bottom lip in anticipation. With a smile, she worked her hands back up his shorts and this time dragged her thumbs across the growing bulge in his underwear. “Whatcha looking for, girl?” he said through a smile that meant he’d know exactly what she’d find. 

Just from the feel of Jamal’s bulge that was straining against his underwear, Kelsey knew it was pretty big and would only get bigger. She pulled Jamal’s shorts and underwear down, and Jamal helped by wriggling a little bit. A big, thick snake popped up from the waistband of Jamal’s shorts, and Kelsey stared in amazement. It was bigger than what she was used to playing with in the dark, for sure. To reach it with her mouth, she had to straighten herself up a little. She could smell the sweat of him as she got her face close to his crotch, and felt that familiar sensation behind her crotch again; something inside her needed to be filled. 

Kelsey did everything to Jamal’s cock that no one had ever done to Kevin’s; she knew how a blowjob was supposed to feel, had practiced it in her mind hundreds of times, and had watched so many of them online. For her first time, she was on the giving and not the receiving end; did that matter? Kelsey took the whole, throbbing head into her mouth and worked her tongue against the underside of it. 

She spread her legs apart a little more as she sucked Jamal off, getting as much into her mouth as she could. She felt that cool night air reach up her skirt again, and she could feel that same desperate emptiness in her abdomen that she felt while watching porn earlier. She still wasn’t hard, but she needed to let this tension out. It felt like an explosion inside of her was being suppressed. 

She knew she couldn’t touch herself; that would give it away. Jamal thought a girl named Kelsey had his dick in her mouth, and that had to be all.  

But Kelsey also ached to be touched, and if not by herself, then who? She needed to release what had been building up inside of her. Her limp cock ached to be let out of her panties, not because it was hard yet, but it was starting to come alive. She could feel it starting to drip more intensely now, each squeeze of her groin providing another drop of clear, sticky goo into her panties. 

For now, it was about Jamal.

“Oh, fuck,” breathed Jamal, “damn, girl,” his back pressed firmly against the building so he could stick his hard cock even farther into Kelsey’s eager mouth. He slid a hand to the side of Kelsey’s head and cupped from her ear to the back of her head, helping to guide over Jamal’s big shaft. 

“Mmmmmmm,” Kelsey heard someone moan before realizing she made that sound, so completely lost with how she felt with a hard cock sliding across her tongue over and over, the gentle sucking sounds coming from her own mouth.

“Mmmmmph,” she moaned again as she felt the pressure slowly build in her abdomen, and she felt another drop squeeze out of her into his panties. 

She was both powerful and powerless. 

She longed for an orgasm of her own, but there was no way to have it here. 

There was only Jamal. 

Kelsey bobbed her head to the same pattern that the blonde in the video did: five short strokes, followed by two long. Five short strokes, followed by two long. Kelsey brought a hand up to stroke the base of Jamal’s cock while her red-lipped mouth worked the tip. 

She couldn’t risk playing with herself. The best she could do was lightly run her fingers up and down her own thigh. 

Surprisingly, it felt good, as if she could feel sexual pleasure anywhere on her skin, like it was all connected with the same electricity. 

She began reaching the end of the video in her mind, when the other Kelsey began taking the whole length of the cock into her mouth, quickly letting the hard cock travel as far into her mouth as she could let it. 

At that moment, Jamal’s strong hand cradling her head, the huge cock in her mouth, the desperate tingling in her panties, and her fingers tracing across his own thigh, all became too much. 

Before she knew what was happening, her limp dick started spasming. Kelsey whimpered as each spurt had nowhere to go, and she could feel it filling the crotch of her panties with warm cum, making a sticky mess. 

“Oh God, I’m gonna cum,” Jamal said, tensing his body, as she kept her long, deep strokes going with her mouth. Jamal stuck his rock-hard cock even farther out, arching his back against the building, and as Kelsey felt the last convulsions in her own dick start to subside, Jamal’s started, and she felt a powerful blast against the back of her throat, then another, and then another, until finally she felt him start to soften, his body losing the tension he had built up, and he started easing his arched back. 

Kelsey slowed her head bobs as Jamal relaxed, and as he moved his cock away from her, Kelsey followed it with her head, making sure no drop spilled. 

“Damn, girl,” Jamal said as he slapped his softening but still heavy cock against Kelsey’s lips. “There ain’t nothin’ left in there. Where you learn to do that?” 

Kelsey stood, smoothing her hair with her hands, and placed one finger over her lips, shushing him, before she spun on her heels and walked out from behind the shed. 

“Hey, wait!” she heard Jamal say, but he needed to pull his shorts up and grab his bag, and that was all the head start Kelsey needed. She darted back out onto the path, then ran across the now empty grass, heart pounding with excitement, tasting sweat and sperm on her breath as she ran. 

The walk home was a blur. Kelsey could feel her cock squishing in her cum-filled panties as she bounced up the back stairs, still tasting Jamal as he breathed. By the time she got to her door and fumbled for her key, she could feel something she hadn’t felt for days: an erection. It was faint, but definitely there, forming in her panties, wanting desperately to be free. She grabbed her key, thrust it into the lock, and ran into the apartment with such energy that she ended up slamming the door. 

Still breathing heavily with her back against the door, she faced into his dark apartment, blinds open, allowing just enough city light in to see by. In the dark by the door, she couldn’t see if her erection was making the front of the skirt stick out, but deep down, she knew it wasn’t. 

She slowly walked towards the windows, pulling her wet panties aside so her erection could stick out, finally. With every slow step down the hall toward the living room window, she could feel the breezy fabric of her skirt flutter against the head of her penis, feeling it pulse each time in response. She resisted the urge to touch it; not once did she think about it as a cock, not even while she was blowing Jamal. 

Between each step, she could feel herself throb once, then she stepped, then throbbed again, then another step, until a few steps from her window, the lace of her skirt had teased the hard cock for the last time, and she knew she couldn’t take it anymore; she reached into her panties to feel her still-warm cum, and she brought some out to the light. 

She brought her fingers to her lips, tasting herself, mingling it with the lingering taste of Jamal, and she felt another shiver up her legs. She had worked so hard to keep her legs together, but knew she had to let go. She moved her feet apart, steadied herself with her right hand on the back of the armchair, and with her left hand brought her own cum right to her asshole. 

“Ohhhhhhhh, God” she breathed out into the apartment as she traced a finger in a circle around her slick asshole. She put one hand behind her head the way Jamal had while the other worked its way around and around her eager little asshole, teasing the perimeter more and more. She could feel the same sensation building from earlier, the same feeling that there was a tingling pressure between her legs and it needed to be let out, somehow. 

She ground her hips in a circular motion, swaying the skirt against her thighs, feeling it again brush against her erection, which was now pointing straight out, badly wanting release. She slipped the tip of her middle finger right into her tight little asshole, and she immediately felt the tingling sensation move from her crotch all the way to the tip of her hard little cock, and she clenched her puckered little asshole tight around her fingertip.

That one squeeze was all it took. Not twenty minutes from her last orgasm, she had another, spraying cum with a gasp all over the back of the chair as she felt her leg muscles start to give out, unable to stay that tense another second.

She could almost hear the first two spurts hit the back of the chair, and with each pulse, she relaxed more and more, lowering herself down against the chair, until there she was: knelt down behind her own chair, wearing a skirt, cum-filled panties around her ankles, her cum dripping out of her own asshole, and her tiny little shaved cock still tingling from its second orgasm of the night. 

Angel was very wrong.
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“Kelsey?” the barista called out, and this time there was no doubt who the coffee was for. Kelsey stood up, smoothed out her plaid skirt, and sharply clicked her heels all the way to the counter. “I love your skirt,” the barista said, handing her the coffee, and Kelsey whispered her best “thank you” as she turned for the door, tossing the blonde hair of her new wig just a little bit. 

A man in a dark gray suit had his hand on the front door and he stepped back, holding the door open for her. “Have a good one,” he said, smiling, clearly looking where Kelsey’s legs disappeared into her skirt. 

Out on the street, Kelsey put her lips on her coffee cup, leaving a little red lipstick behind, smiled, then walked off.
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“I don’t care if they are your favorite band. You’re not going.”

“Dad, I’m 18. You can’t do this.”

“Like hell I can’t,” he said. “Dylan, you’re living here for free, and I’m paying for school. School that you’re not passing. You clearly can’t prioritize, so I’m going to prioritize for you.” 

“But I bought the tickets with my own money! They haven’t played a show here in two years and this is a big deal because they’re about to get huge and they won’t play intimate shows like this anymore.”

“Give the tickets to your sister.” 

“Stepsister. And no. I knew you would do this. You’re only paying for my classes because Tina guilted you into paying for Allison’s even though she’s not your kid, so you felt you had to pay for mine.”

“Don’t call her Tina. She’s your stepmother.”

“But I’m not wrong.”  

I sat back in my chair and crossed my arms. He paced by the door, something I knew he only did when he was really angry. It meant he needed a quick exit before he said–or did–something he’d deeply regret. 

I was angry, and I had pushed all his buttons. The Tina button, the Allison button, and the money button. 

“Allison is passing her classes. You’re not,” he said, facing towards the hallway. 

“She’s doing theater,” I seethed. “I’m in the Engineering Science program.”

“And you think employers are going to be more impressed that you failed an Engineering program at Greenfield Community College? That’s going to be better than Allison actually completing her degree in Theater?” 

He was right, and I hated when he was right. 

Plus I didn’t really want to be an engineer, and I knew it. I mainly just wanted a high-paying job, fast, and I knew STEM was the best way to get that. My plan had been to get my two-year degree at GCC, transfer to UMASS and live on-campus, and then stick around locally, probably at a startup that a classmate would found.

A classmate I hadn’t met yet but assumed I would. I wasn’t going to start anything. 

It was going to be expensive to stay here, and I wanted to live near Northampton, that way I could stay near my favorite places to hear live music. 

Which is what I thought I was doing by getting tickets to hear The Shotgun Wedding Planners at Pearl Street. 

Apparently not. 

“I know you have a calculus exam next week,” he said quietly, yet loudly enough to snap me out of my daydream about the concert I probably wasn’t going to. “I don’t want you at that concert tonight. You are to study. And remember that Dan Cherrington is the sound guy there, and if he sees you, he will let me know. If you go to this concert, you are on your own for school. This year, next year, or any year. I’m not paying for you to fail. I will not be taken advantage of so that you can have a good time.”

There were a lot of things I could have said. I could have said something about how Tina and Allison take advantage of him all the time. About how Allison didn’t scrape the car against the garage; Tina did. About how Allison said she liked being his stepdaughter because he had more money than her real Dad. About how I knew he wasn’t saving for retirement any more because he was getting a new BMW every two years now, and taking Tina to nicer hotels, where she’d wear the dresses and shoes that seemed to be left on our front porch almost every day. 

I could have said that he married a hot blonde schemer, who was raising a hot brunette schemer, and that the two of us were part of their schemes. 

I could have said a lot, but I said nothing. 

I wasn’t going to win, but he still couldn’t look at me, even if he knew he had beaten me. 

“OK,” I said finally. 

“OK, what?” he said, tapping his hand against the doorway so that his wedding ring clicked against the wood. 

“OK, I won’t go. I’ll give the tickets to Allison. I’ll study for my test.” 

“At the library,” he said.

“At the library.”

The pause was long, and neither of us wanted to speak first. 

“This is for the best, Dylan,” he said, and tapped his ring one last time before he walked down the hallway and out of sight. 

So that was it. I had been listening to The Shotgun Wedding Planners since the very beginning. They had four EPs, two full-length albums, and a few web-only exclusives. I had them on vinyl, I had their ironic mix cassette tape they made with a few other bands, and I even fixed up an old Walkman so I could hear it, which is how the Engineer career got planted in the first place. 

I had the t-shirts, I had the promotional phone case, I had the temporary tattoos, I had the leather bracelets. 

I may have been a slight, barely-there blonde kid, but I was all-in on this neo-punk, post-emo band that perfectly captured the way my high school years came to an end: a runaway mother, a lonely father, a stepfamily that changed everything, and a life that kept looking like it was leading nowhere.

And now tonight, it really was leading nowhere. 

Well, it was leading to a library. 

“Hey hey,” came Allison’s voice from the doorway. 

“I suppose you’re here to gloat,” I said. 

“Well, no,” she said, slinking into my room in a pair of tiny black biking shorts and a blue halter top that showed off her cleavage and belly button ring. “Although the thought did cross my mind.” 

“Take them,” I said, pointing to the tickets on my dresser. “Just take them and go. Then never tell me how the show went.”

“Were you really planning on wearing one of their t-shirts to the show tonight?” she asked, pointing at my shirt.

“No,” I lied. “I was going to change later. If you’re going, do you want one? I have lots.”

“I am not wearing a shirt of the band I’m going to see, no,” she spat. 

“So you are going?”

“Probably,” she said, looking down at me.

“This bothers me,” I said. “You don’t even like this band. This is my band, and you get to go while I don’t.” 

“I’ve heard enough of their music through your walls to know they’re OK.” 

“They’re more than OK,” I said. “I mean, you don’t know any of the words.” 

“So what?” she said. “There are lots of reasons to go to concerts. Don’t get me wrong, I like these wedding planners, and I can move to them, but I’m not really there for the music.”

“Not for the music? Then why are you going? To tease me?”

“No.”

“Then why?” 

“This is at Pearl Street?” she said, tapping the edge of the tickets against the top of my dresser.

I nodded, trying not to stare at her firm ass not two feet away from me.

“Upstairs or downstairs?”

“Clubroom,” I said. “Downstairs.” 

“So, like, a few hundred people. OK, I could be the hottest girl if there are only 300 people there. This could work.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

She spun from my dresser to face me. Her eyes narrowed and her grin was fierce, like she was about to pounce.  

“I’m going to party with the band even if I have to suck a dick to do it.”

“You’re a classy girl, Allison. I’m sure Tina would be proud.”

“Mom’s worse than me.”

“Oh my God, no. Stop. This is my stepmother you’re talking about. My father’s wife.”

“So? Do you think she stayed pure and celibate between Dad leaving and when she met your father? Puh-leaze. Plus, it’s not like you’re one to talk. I know all about the filthy things you and Corey used to do to each other. She was my friend first, you know.” 

“Not fair. She came on to me.”

“Exactly my point! Which girls are allowed to do, whether that’s me, or my Mother, or Corey.” 

“We’re not going to argue about this.”

“Good. We shouldn’t. If I get backstage passes and all I have to do is floss with some dude’s dick, you’d better believe I’m going to do it. And don’t act like you wouldn’t accept a backstage pass if I gave you one.” 

“Well I can’t anyway, so we’ll never test your theory. I can’t go, remember?” 

“Yeah. About that…” and she started tapping the tickets on my dresser again. 

“I can’t go. I have to go to the library. You heard him.”

“Not true.”

“You didn’t hear him?”

“No, I mean, it’s not true that you have to go to the library.”

“Of course it is. I have to go to the GCC library instead or else I get cut off and have to stay here, probably forever.”

“That is not what he said. He said he wants you at the library. And how does he track that?”

“With that app on his phone that shows where I am.”

“With that app on his phone that shows him where your phone is. You don’t need to be at the library. Your phone does.” 

She was right. 

“You are oddly good at this, Allison.” 

She tossed her hair and giggled. 

“There’s another problem, though. If I go to the concert, Mr. Cherrington is supposed to rat me out.”

“He won’t see you,” she said. 

“But he knows me.”

“He won’t see you,” she said again. “I told you.”

“How can you know that?”

“Because,” she said, looking me up and down. “By the time I’m done with you, you are going to look wayyyyy hotter than this.”
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“You can’t be serious,” I said, after I figured out what she meant. 

“I am,” she said. “Very serious.” 

“But why? This makes no sense.”

“I have my reasons,” she said, looking me right in the eye. “But you should go to the concert. I heard your Dad. It’s not fair, and you know it. So what that you’re failing a class? Like no one’s done that before? Like that ends a career?”

She was plotting something because she was siding with me. 

She wanted something. But what? 

“Allison, I am not going to a concert dressed like a girl,” I said. 

“Why not? It’s the only way to keep Dan Cherrington from recognizing you. You can’t look like you.” 

“I would be there, but I wouldn’t really be there, you know? Plus I’m not...that way.” 

“And what way is that?” she said. “You like to gawk but not be gawked at? You think I can’t see you trying not to stare at me when I walk around? It’s fine to do that to other people, but not to have it done to you?” 

I could feel myself reddening out of shame. 

“That’s right, Mr. Sneaky. I know when you’re trying not to stare at me. Girls can tell.”

“Well it’s not like you’re making it easy!” I snapped. “You’re barely wearing anything.”

“So?” she said. “Doesn’t mean you have to stare. I’m not meat. So is that it? You don’t want to go because you’re afraid you’ll be eye candy? You’d rather just leer at us?” 

“No!”

“Are you afraid you’ll like it?”

She had that same ferocious look in her eye from before. I kept my gaze on her eyes and not her cleavage. 

“No!”

“Then it shouldn’t matter. This is your chance. I have a key to Hawks & Reed in town, and nothing is being performed there tonight. So we go to campus, hide your phone in the library, go get you changed at the theater, get you all pretty, borrow a wig from Drag Bingo if we have to, go to the concert, and you can walk right next to Mr. Cherrington and he’ll have no idea it’s you.”

“I’m…going to need to think about this.”

She glanced at the time on my phone. “You don’t exactly have much time to think if we need to do all this before…”–she checked the tickets–“8 o’clock.” 

A minute later I was staring at myself in the bathroom mirror. I didn’t have to go, but I did need to get away from Allison for a few minutes, if only to buy time to think. 

So many of my choices were easy lately: cut a class I hated, or go and be miserable? Study for a test I wasn’t going to pass anyway, or go see a show I knew I’d like? Go to campus and hang out with nobody, or take advantage of an empty house and watch a little porn?

These weren’t choices because they were obvious.

But this? This was hard. This actually involved giving something up. But what was I giving up, exactly? My manhood? Did I have much of that? Corey was my only girlfriend, and while we were each other’s firsts, she ended up breaking up with me so she could date Jake Proctor, who was the total opposite of me: tall, brunette, facial hair, lots of muscles, athletic, and very handsome. Jake already had lots of girls, and then he took mine. 

At that moment, staring into my own reflection in the mirror, all I could think about was Corey. Not that I missed her, because I had gotten over the breakup. But instead I was thinking about how she and I had seen The Shotgun Wedding Planners three times together, how she had gotten me to dance the second time towards the end, which made the third show the most fun. If I went through with this, would I think about her all night? What about if the band played “Power Up the Killswitch” tonight, which is the song they were playing when Corey reached into my pants and started discreetly playing with me, right in the club? Would I get hard again? Would it derail my night?

On the other hand, certain things needed to be mine again, not “ours.” There was no “ours.” This was my favorite band before her, it was my favorite band while we were together, and it is still my favorite band now that she’s moved on. It’s fine if things remind me of her, but I do need new memories, right? Things that happen to just me. Things that I make happen. 

Never mind that Allison is the one making this happen. Seeing my favorite band had to go through her.

By her rules.

And her rules were pretty clear: I needed to deceive my father, and wear a disguise. Deceiving Dad was fine; I could always apologize if I got caught, and it’s not like he’d ever stop being my father. But the disguise? A girly outfit? I didn’t even know what girly outfit she had in mind. 

I knew I couldn’t pretend to use the bathroom much longer, so I ran the sink, and hoped by the time I turned the faucet off, I’d know what my decision was. 

I didn’t. 

I hoped by the time I got to her doorway, I’d know my decision. 

I didn’t.

But when I got to her bedroom door, I could hear that, on the other side, she was playing some music.

She was playing The Shotgun Wedding Planners. 

Worse, she was playing “It’s Best If You Don’t Cry,” which was my favorite song. 

I knocked on the door. 

It took two knocks before she answered, and she turned up the volume between them. 

“Yes?” she asked cheerily when she finally opened her door. 

“Fine,” I said. “You win. Let’s do this.”
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It was almost 30 minutes to Greenfield from Northampton, straight up 91, and we didn’t say much to each other during the drive. I was half-focused on the road in front of me, and half-focused on the two backpacks of clothes in the backseat behind me. When I asked what was in them, Allison had just said “it’s a surprise,” and winked at me. 

I liked surprises, but I don’t know about this one. 

At the GCC campus, we just needed to hide my phone somewhere no one else would find it, that way my Dad’s tracking app would say I was there, studying. It wasn’t supposed to rain, so we settled on putting it in a plastic bag and hiding it under a rock in the woods just off College Drive, and this way we could get the phone even if we came back after the library closed. 

“If I’m not going to have my phone, then you’re taking pics of the show,” I told her as we walked back to the car.

“Of you, right?” she smirked. “You want to remember this night forever? Because I bet you might.” 

A few minutes later we had made our way down Colrain Street into town, and I stood as she unlocked the door to the Hawks & Reed Performing Arts Center.

“Remind me why they trust you with a key?” I said.

“Because most of us do something here for credit,” she said, shutting the door behind us and walking down the hallway to what I assumed were the dressing rooms. “Set design, lighting, costumes, whatever.”

“Is that what you do?” I asked. “The ‘whatever’? I couldn’t even tell you what about theater you like.”

“That’s because you never ask,” she said, opening a door and holding it open for me. 

It was a small room with a couch on one wall, a small desk with a mirror on it, and clothes hanging on movable racks. There wasn’t much room to walk between the racks, and she wheeled them out of our way. 

“Here’s the seat of honor,” she said, pulling the chair at the mirror out for me. 

I sat. She put the backpacks on the couch and faced me. “They do Drag Bingo here, and some of the girls leave their stuff behind. So we’re borrowing a blonde wig, a really nice one, and we need to return it. So don’t fuck it up, or we’re in trouble. But it’s real hair and will look great.” 

“How am I going to fuck it up?” 

“Who knows? You’ll probably find a way. Just don’t.” 

“Fine,” I said. “Thanks for the trust.” 

“Trust has nothing to do with it,” she said. “You’re here because of other people, and not everyone knows they’re helping you.”

She rummaged in one of the backpacks and took out two small zippered pouches, unzipped them both, and laid them down on the desk in front of me. They were full of makeup.

“Jesus,” I said, looking down at the spread of color-coded tubes and canisters.

“We’re not using all of it,” she laughed. “Didn’t you pay any attention to Corey?” 

“I mean, I knew she wore makeup, but it’s not like we lived together. She wouldn’t put it all on in front of me. What even is this stuff?”

“This is your night, buttercup,” she said. “Now sit back and let me get to work.” 

For the next few minutes, she went at my face with a razor, some tweezers, and what looked like baby wipes. Then she did something with a bottle of witch hazel–what even is witch hazel?–and then she got to work with eyeliner, eyeshadow, and some kind of powder on my face, neck, and even my chest. 

“It’s foundation,” she said, as if reading my mind. 

For the second time that day, I stared at myself in a mirror, only this time, I was being transformed at the same time.

First I looked like a pale blonde kid in a chair.

Then I looked like a pale blonde kid with a perfectly smooth face.

Then I had plucked, feminine eyebrows.

Then I had dark, outlined eyes.

Then I had purple-shaded eyes.

Then I had purple lipstick.

And by the time she lowered a blonde wig onto my head and stepped away, I had watched her, little by little, replace the Dylan I knew with one I didn’t.

Because this one would respond when I did something, so I knew it was me, but I didn’t recognize myself anywhere in the image that blinked back at me. 

Allison did not stop long enough to admire her work, or to ask me how I felt.

And how did I feel? I did look a little bit like Corey did when we saw The Shotgun Wedding Planners one time. Not exactly, but close enough. She had straight blonde hair, she was thin, and she looked completely different with and without makeup. 

I tried to remember what color eyeshadow she would wear. Blue? It definitely wasn’t purple. And her lipstick was always red. I looked a little cold with purple lipstick, yet there was something alluring about seeing me in uncommon colors. My eyes sparkled, and that was undeniable. 

“Now we’re doing club wear tonight, so put this on,” and she tossed me something black. I held it out in my hands but couldn’t figure out what direction I was supposed to be holding it.

“Is this a…what even is this?” I asked as she laughed.

“It’s a top,” she said. “Fishnet sleeves. It’ll look good with the skirt.”

The skirt. As if a completely feminine-looking face wasn’t enough, now it felt real. 

A skirt. A fishnet top. 

For me. 

Allison would prance around the house wearing stuff like this, clothing made of just a few threads. She’d walk around like it was no big deal at all. Her entire body on display, like it was totally normal. And now I had to do the same?

“I had a few ideas for outfits. I think you’ll be OK with this, and no one is going to recognize you. I have caught you staring at me in this skirt a few times, so let’s try this one first.”

“Oh my gosh, Allison, I’m not going to wear your clothes.”

“Dylan, whose clothes did you think you were going to wear? Mom’s?”

“No, but I thought it would be–”

“All new stuff? Right. Like I'm going to buy you new clothes just for this. No, you’re wearing this outfit. Leather skirt means no panty lines, so you can wear whatever you want underneath.”

“Thank God.” 

“I thought you’d like that. And you can’t wear your shoes, but I do have black ankle boots that will fit you. I can leave you here to change, and when I come back, we should be ready to go.” 

I stood in the center of the room, a fishnet top in one hand, an outfit on the couch that I could reach with the other. 

So I reached for it. The stockings were semi-opaque, not that I had much hair on my legs anyway. But I kept my boxers on under the skirt, which was short, but not so short that it showed the only thing on me that was for a man.

And thank goodness for that, because the top left nothing to the imagination. I would check out girls, Corey especially, but also, yes, I would check out Allison; how could I not? She was in my house. She was right there. She wore very little. But much of the time, I liked the clothing that concealed as much as it showed off. I liked seeing clothing that made Corey’s body stand out. As much as I liked fooling around with her, I couldn’t help but feel a little disappointment when I’d see her naked, only because there was nothing to imagine anymore.

And standing in the room wearing a leather skirt, a fishnet top, black stockings and black leather ankle boots made it clear that I wanted some imagination whether I was admiring Corey, or whether it was me. If I had seen Allison or Corey wearing this outfit, I think I’d have thought it was too much. My flat stomach was on display below the halter. The skirt rode low, and my legs looked…sexy? How could these have been my legs?

I was both attracted to myself, and repulsed at the idea of someone being attracted to me. 

I caught my reflection as I walked to the door. For as much as I looked punky, and hot, I also looked a little sad, which wasn’t the vibe I was going for. I made a kiss face at my own reflection, and slowly opened the door. 

“My God, you’re so small, even in heels,” she said, after she came back in. She had changed into a similar outfit, except with less makeup and more cleavage on display. “No wonder Corey thought she was going to break you!”

I pretended it didn’t bother me. 

But ouch. 

She looked me up and down, laughing.

“Are you enjoying this?” I asked.

“No, but it looks like you might be,” she said, pointing. I looked down at my crotch, and there, poking out ever so slightly, was the unmistakable bulge of an erection. I was more attracted to something than I thought. 

“Not very ladylike,” she grinned. 

“I’m…I’m not sure why…” I stammered, not knowing how to finish.

“Relax,” she said. “Luckily I came prepared. You just need smaller panties.”

“Smaller? No way!”

“You don’t want to be pitching a tent in your skirt, do you? You’re going to give people the wrong idea while you’re shaking your little ass around the club.”

“This is Northampton, Allison, no one will care.” 

“You’ll care if you give off the vibe that you want some action. Unless…you want some action?”

“Funny.”

“Then wear the smaller panties,” and she tossed me something. I looked at it in my hand. It was a very small, pink cotton thong. 

“There’s no way,” I said. 

“Tick tock,” he said, tapping where a watch would be on her wrist.

She was right; we didn’t have a ton of time to get back to Northampton before the concert. 

“Give me a second,” I said, sighing. 

“Gladly,” she squealed, and she went out into the hallway again. 

I dropped my boxers to the floor, and stood there, naked beneath a leather skirt. This was a bad deal, and it was getting worse. The thong I was supposed to wear looked like it would do the job, for two reasons. The first reason was because I didn’t feel well-endowed on a good day, and I wasn’t sure if this was a good day anyway.

But the second reason was that I could tell just by looking at it that the thong would fit, and that I wouldn’t have any room to get hard once I had it on.

It would do its job. 

I slipped into it, shimmied it up my legs and under my skirt, and tucked myself into it, feeling it fit snugly around my manhood, which both wanted to get hard, and couldn’t.

My boxers were the last part of my masculinity, and I was about to walk away from them for the night. They were sitting on the floor, replaced by a very small, very pink thong. 

“Knock, knock,” I heard from behind me, not having much time to process what I had just done to myself. “Dylan, we really do need to get going if we’re going to–”

She just stared at me. 

“What?” I said.

“You look cute,” she said, her face not lighting up. No smile. No twinkle in her eye. “You look…cute.” 

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” I laughed. 

She stared at me. The ferocious look in her eye was gone.

“Holy shit,” I said. “It is a bad thing. You only wanted me to go dressed as a girl so you’d look hotter, didn’t you? So we could stand next to each other and you’d be the hot one? I was supposed to look like a dude in a dress, and you’d look better. Then you’d hook up and I’d be humiliated.” 

She didn’t say anything, but I knew that I had pressed the right button. 

I stood up, wobbled in my boots a little bit, but steadied myself enough to grab my keys, and head for the door. 

“Hey! No, wait!” she called after me. 

I kept going.
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After echoing in my heels down the hallway, I opened the side door of the building and walked out into the alley. I didn’t even care that I was out dressed as a blonde club girl; who did I know who would be out in Greenfield now anyway? Who would recognize me? I didn’t even recognize me. 

I walked next door, past the City Hall building, and past a church. Next to the church was a giant stone bench, and I sat down. I hadn’t heard Allison open the door to chase after me, so I didn’t have to go far for some space to think. She couldn’t see me from the alley, and she’d likely head to the car first anyway, so she wouldn’t be left behind. 

I had discovered her plan. Her plan was to make sure I looked worse than her, then at the show she would be able to pick someone up, probably in the band. The band would see a hot girl and a dude in a skirt, and then they’d pick the hot girl.

Except before that could happen, I became the hot girl, and she knew it. 

Who does that?

Since I looked a little like Corey, is that why Allison was friends with Corey? 

Come to think of it, she hadn’t talked about Corey in a while. Did she move on from her and needed me to be her new Corey for a night? 

My head spun with all the events of the last few hours. I went from getting excited about the show, to being depressed about not going, to having to make peace with the fact that my only way to the show was to play along with Allison’s diabolical plan. 

She was a schemer. 

She had been scheming this whole time, and I only figured it out now. 

Except it had backfired, because apparently I made for a pretty hot little club girl. 

A guy in a long-sleeved, red plaid shirt walked past me on the sidewalk, which was a little below me. His baseball cap was so flecked with white paint that I couldn’t tell what logo was on the front. I could tell he was trying to look up my skirt and I realized I needed to sit with my legs crossed. 

With my legs crossed, I dangled one foot and bounced it in time to some music I was hearing in my head. 

What the hell was I going to do now? She was clearly not an ally here, we had not connected at all, and she was not doing me a favor. 

“Hey,” I heard from my right, which was the opposite direction as the theater. She must have gone through the parking lot and doubled back. 

I just stared at her. She slowly sat next to me on the big stone bench. 

“You know, for a second I thought you were actually trying to help,” I finally said. “That you were doing something good. Like, it was really weird the way you were doing it, but I did fall for it at first.” 

She stared ahead, across the street.

“Corey and I aren’t friends anymore,” she said calmly. 

I waited for her to tell me more, and she never did.

“We’re not dating anymore,” I said. “What do you want me to do, talk to her? We don’t talk.”

“No,” she said. “I don’t want you to fix anything, Dylan. I just wanted to tell you why–”

She cut herself off.

“You wanted to tell me why you needed someone to use tonight?” 

“I wanted to tell you why I had no one to go with to the concert.” 

“And you needed someone to make you look hotter.”

“Oh, get off of it, Dylan. Why do you care if you’re hot or not? I haven’t gotten laid in three months. I was desperate. Plus I was trying to make it so you got out of the house. You’ve been moping around a lot since you and Corey broke up.” 

“Wow, much better.”

“You never knew me when I was younger, did you?”

“No, but were you an orphan? Did you pull yourself up from poverty and help Tina land my Dad?”

“No, but I was 90 pounds heavier than I am now, and I never had anybody look twice at me.”

“Corey never told me that.”

“Corey didn’t know either,” she said. “This was like when I was 12 or 13.” 

“Was that before you moved here?”

“Yeah. Back in Chicopee.”

A car drove by. 

“I’m not really your therapist, Allison,” I said. 

“I am not trying to make excuses,” she snapped. “I’m just trying to explain that I was trying to help, kind of, and then at some point I realized that you really were trusting me, and I felt bad. OK? I felt bad.”

“I’m not your priest, either.” 

“Dylan, you’re not making this easy. I’m sorry, alright? I’m sorry. I’m sorry I misled you. My mind has been everywhere the last few hours. You took my friend, now she’s not even my friend. And I had to work to become hot, and you pull it off in like fifteen minutes.”

Another car drove by.

“And you need a dick,” I said. 

“I don’t need one,” she laughed. “It’s just been a while. I feel like I’ve gotten…restless.” 

“And so you decided to seduce someone from the band I happen to like, and you needed my help.” 

“Dylan, I don’t know what I wanted. If we weren’t here doing this, what would we be doing? I’d be with theater friends who are very good at acting like they like me. You’d be at home, not allowed to hear the band, growing even more bitter and angry. So can we just go? Even if we don’t know what we want, this is better than what we’d have.” 

I don’t know how many conversations happened on this bench in front of this church, but I cannot have imagined many were quite like this one. 

“I am dressed like an absolute whore, all to hear this band.”

“I know.”

“I trusted you.”

“I know.” 

“And yet you’re the horny one.” 

“I just need something to happen.” 

“Am I going to ruin your plans?” 

“Dylan, no. I’m not sure I even have plans anymore, first of all. But no, I’m not going to parade you around so I can feel good about myself, if that’s what you mean.”

“Now it’s my turn to not know what I mean.” 

It shouldn’t matter that she was using me. It shouldn’t matter that she wanted me to be one step up from “guy in a dress” but I ended up much hotter. That shouldn’t matter, but yet it did.

Why did it matter? Was I bothered that I was hot? Or was I bothered that I was hot for no reason? 

“Can we just go, Dylan? We’re honestly going to miss this because we’re sitting on this bench. It feels like a waste to get this far but no farther.”

I sighed, stood up, and felt the cooling night air on my legs, which felt nearly naked. 

“Let’s go before I change my mind,” I said. “But this can’t be about you at this point, OK?”

“What do you mean?”

“Meaning, I know you had plans and all, but just go and see what happens. This isn’t chess, I’m not a pawn. It’s a concert, and I’m going to try and enjoy myself, even though–” and I just indicated my whole body. 

“Fine,” she stood up. “But don’t act like me wanting some action is shameful. Maybe you don’t want things badly, but I do, and that’s the part I’m not going to apologize for. No one should.” 

“Then we agree. You can want whatever you want. You just can’t use me–or anyone else–to get it.” 

Two girls in short skirts shook hands in front of a church in Greenfield, Massachusetts, and then were on their way.


5

It was even cooler when we got to Pearl Street, and by the time it was our turn to go inside, I was doing the same self-hug that I used to see girls do when they wore too little clothing on their walk to or from a bar. Why doesn’t she wear more clothing? I used to sneer. 

Well, now it’s my turn. Wasn’t an option for me. Who knows what everyone else's story was. 

I could tell that guys waiting in line were staring at me, some sneaking glances so the girl they were with didn’t see them do it. Maybe they were staring at us? It’s not like I was the only one wearing clothing that barely concealed anything. 

Is this what it felt like when I’d sneak glances at Allison in the house? I did feel a little examined, but then again, it’s not like I had a lot of experience wearing a skirt to know how it was supposed to feel. 

“ID, please.”

The doorman stopped me in my tracks. Allison got out her license.

Oh, shit. My driver’s license still says my name on it, but it’ll look fake if I use it. Like I’m using some dude’s ID. Did I come all this way, and put up with all this, for nothing? 

He must have been able to read my face. 

“No ID?” he asked. 

“No,” I said, quietly, and shook my head. “I must have forgotten…”

Allison was right. It was a waste to get this far and no farther. I was in line, could hear the speakers of whatever was playing inside, and I’d have to turn around here. 

He held his hand up. “It’s fine, you have tickets, I just can’t verify you’re 21 with no ID, so I’ll have to give you a red wristband. You can’t be served.” 

“Oh,” I said, relieved, “that’s fine.” 

His gaze traveled down my whole body. “If someone buys you a drink,” he said, attaching my wristband to me, “just make sure you hold it out of view.”

“OK,” I said, and his eyes twinkled. 

“Let the record show that the doorman hit on you, and not me,” Allison deadpanned into my ear. 

“You’re just jealous,” I said as we walked in, a few minutes before the show started. 

After years of being the opening act for other bands, The Shotgun Wedding Planners decided to not have opening acts of their own. They were a high-energy band, and there were stories of bands asking them to tone it down so that they didn’t show up the headlining act. So if it said 8pm on the ticket, they’d take the stage right around then. 

We were only in the clubroom for a few minutes before the house lights went down and all five band members walked out on stage to cheering: Ed “Squid” Schiller, the drummer, who sometimes played so fast it looked like he had multiple arms; Dakota Fleming, bassist, whose Wikipedia page had no birth year and very little about his childhood, fueling all kinds of rumors that he had been incarcerated; lead singer Joss Hackley, whose gauged earlobes had gone up a size since last time I saw the band; rhythm guitarist Delaney Bemboom, who used to wear a wedding band and was rumored to be dating Dakoda Fleming; and finally, the most talented member of the band, lead guitarist Johnny Dill.

Who walked out onstage in black leather pants and a fishnet tanktop. 

Who picked up his guitar, faced the crowd, waved, and then locked eyes with me, four or five rows away from the stage. Allison saw it too. She grabbed my elbow. Johnny looked down at his own outfit, smiled, and gave me a thumb’s up. 

Then they launched right into “Hold On To the Survivors” just as Allison looked at me and yelled “that’s twice, you slut!” 

The room was loud. I felt the drums in my stomach, felt my ears pulse with each chord, and felt the bass in my…panties? 

What? It was like there was a sexual charge to the music that I never noticed before, or that never had access to me before. But tonight, since I was in a skirt, it could reach right up and do whatever it wanted. 

And I did whatever I wanted or whatever it wanted me to do, which was to move. Corey got me out of my shell a few shows ago, which made my last concert much more enjoyable. This time, I was moving almost immediately, not that I had much choice. 

This was unlike any other time I had gone to one of their shows. This was relentless. For almost an hour, each song blended right in with the next. There were no pauses for us to cheer, there was no downtime. Song after song, the band blending from one to the other in ways I had never heard before. Allison and I moved, dancing together, not as adversaries, not as mostly angry stepsiblings, but as two sexy bodies.

Was she feeling this? Could I ever admit to feeling this?

Could I ever go back to hearing them without feeling this? 

There’d be a steady beat and I would feel it between my legs, a hard, animal-like pulsing that distracted me from the lyrics. They could have been new for all I could tell. All I knew was that this band was playing music that entered my body, played with me like a doll, and made every inch of my skin crackle with want.

Is this why Corey reached her hand into my pants that one time? If she felt even a fraction of what I was feeling, I understood why she reached out. She was probably hoping I’d do it right back to her. 

I should have done it right back to her. I got it now. 

This was already a high energy show, and I was feeling it flow through everyone around me. Some dude in a Pantera t-shirt had his hands on my hips at one point as we danced. A guy in a black polo stood behind me, maybe hoping I’d grind into him, but he left when I didn’t. A huge guy with a stringy beard put his hands on my arms as we danced. Each time someone touched me or tried to dance with me, Allison would yank me away.

Would she have done that if the guy trying to dance with me was hot? Or would she have tried to move in and take him for herself? 

It didn’t matter; the music kept coming. For almost an hour. 

Until the outro to “The Boy Who Failed the Tribe” ended, Joss said they’d be back in a few minutes, and house lights came back on. 

I had been strung along on the edge of something that took hold of me and did not let go. It was a rollercoaster, a literal shaking of my body in time with the music, music I had listened to before but never felt. 

And for now, it was over. 

I still tingled from the first set. 

I throbbed.

I felt every nerve in my body and its connection to the pulse in my underwear. 

“That was great!” Allison yelled a little too loudly, and before I could reply, she yelled “I’ll be right back!”

I was left to feel the last of the music leave my body in the middle of the floor as people all around me started filing out the door, talking to one another. 

Now what? Allison didn’t say where she was going, and not only did I not know anyone here, I didn’t want to risk having someone think that standing by myself meant that I was interested in talking to someone.

I needed to get out of here, fast. 

A few people were going upstairs where the bar was, just outside the ballroom where bigger shows were usually played. The rumors on the message boards were that sales were so good, that next year the band would be playing even larger venues than this, and they’d skip the ballroom entirely. I’d probably never get to see them in a small, close setting like this again.

Tickets would be more expensive, the crowds would be larger. Even if they played close to Western Massachusetts, would I want to go see them as often?

Would I want to go see them at all? While they were a huge part of the last few years of my life, I had to admit that there really was something magical about listening to a great band before they got popular, and a lot of the allure disappeared once they were a lot more well-known. 

As much as I couldn’t picture myself not listening to these guys, I couldn’t rule anything out. 

I followed people up to the bar, hoping to catch my breath and make sense of what just happened. 

There were some people working in the ballroom, probably getting it ready for whatever show was going to be played next. 

“You waiting for someone, or are you here by yourself?” I heard behind me. It was the bartender, a guy in his mid-twenties with two full sleeves of what looked like Marvel tattoos. He was significantly better looking than any of the guys who tried to dance with me. 

Where was he twenty minutes ago? 

“No, just checking it out,” I said. 

“I can’t serve you,” he said, nodding with his chin towards my wristband.

“Oh, it’s fine,” I said. “I’m not here to drink.” 

“Oh?” he said, raising his eyebrows. “You like these guys then?”

“Yeah, they’re my favorite band,” I said. “I’ve seen them here before. I’ve also seen them in Worcester, and Albany, and Boston. Oh, and Providence.”

“Nice,” he said. “I hear them whenever they’re in town. And I saw them at Rage Fest last year.”

“You went to Rage Fest?” 

“Yeah,” he said. “I worked it, though.” 

“You like them too?”

“They’re OK,” he said. “It’s not really my thing. But the band is cool. Unlike their manager.” 

“I don’t know the manager.”

“Chadwick Dalgliesh. He’s right over there.”

The bartender pointed to a guy in a black dress shirt and dress pants, with an expensive-looking silver watch. His shirt was open a little at the top, and he was very tan, and very muscular. So that was the guy I needed to talk to to get backstage passes, and in my head, I was already figuring out what to say when I approached him.

Except there was one problem: Chadwick was talking to Dan Cherrington.
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Thank goodness that Dan was facing away from me, and so there was no risk–yet–that he’d recognize me in my disguise. 

“Next to Dan Cherrington?” I heard myself say. 

“Oh, you know Dan?”

Oh, shit. The other Dylan answered that question, not the me that was standing here.

“No, I don’t. I just know he does lighting here,” I lied. “I’ve seen him here before, and someone told me who he was.”

“Sound. He does sound here, not lighting. But Chadwick is probably throwing his weight around now that the band is getting bigger and they probably won’t play here any more. Demanding all kinds of shit. That’s how I met him. He only talks to me when he wants free drinks.” 

Allison was nowhere to be found. If I left to go back downstairs and find her, then there was no guarantee that Chadwick would still be there when I got back. Plus, how much longer was intermission going to be, anyway?

No, if someone was going to try and get backstage passes from Chadwick, it was going to have to be me. 

One problem: Dan Cherrington. There’s no way I could walk over and introduce myself to Chadwick with Dan standing there, and I didn’t want to look weird walking partway over and then hovering nearby, waiting for Dan to leave. That would probably attract his attention, the opposite of what I wanted to do. 

As I stood there and thought, I heard a sigh from behind me. 

It was the bartender.

“You owe me,” he said, filling a pint glass with beer from one of the taps. 

“I’m sorry?” I said.

“I said, you owe me. Here’s your shot. Hey Dan!” he called over, holding up the glass. Dan turned around and looked at him. “Got a beer for you.” 

Dan said his goodbyes to Chadwick and started to walk towards the bar. I spun and stared, wide-eyed, at the bartender. This was my chance, but why did he give it to me? 

“Go,” he said through his teeth as Dan got closer. “Be safe.” 

I spun off the bar so Dan wouldn’t see me and walked to where Chadwick was still standing. 

I hoped that by the time I got to him, I’d know what to say. 

I started talking before I knew if I did or not. 

“Excuse me,” I said. “Are you Chadwick?”

“Yeah?” he said, taking all of me in. He lingered on my legs, and wasn’t even trying to hide it. “Who’s asking?”

“I’m Dylan,” I said. “I heard you’re the band’s manager. I’m here with my sister, and we’re huge fans. I’ve been to a bunch of their shows, and they’re my favorite band.”

He laughed. “You and everyone else here, hon.” 

He looked around behind me, and that’s when I got a whiff of his cologne.

I don’t think it smelled great, but it did smell expensive. And there was a lot of it, like a cloud that stayed around him. 

“So, um, I was wondering, is there a way for me–us, really–to be able to meet the band? Like, are there backstage passes or something we could buy?”

“Buy?” He laughed. “Sweetie, they really aren’t for sale. I mean, yeah, I have ways of getting people backstage, but it’s not really about who can afford it, or who deserves it the most.”

“What’s it about then?”

“It’s about who you are, whether you look like you can hang with the band or not, that kind of thing.”

“And what do I look like?”

“What do you look like?” He leaned back a little, and took a long time to look at me. “Cute girl, nice body, no tits, dressed for action. So yeah, you look like you can hang with the band, but can you?”

“I think so.” 

“You think so?” he grinned.

“I know I can.”

“Look, you’re a cute girl and all, and I’m glad the band has your support, but that’s not really how this works. It’s not like fans get rewards points or something, like this is a department store.” He sniffed. 

“How does it work then?” 

“Well for one, it’s not really about what the band wants. Any backstage passes are in my pocket. So it’s about what I want.”

“And what do you want?”

“I like blondes,” he said, and he reached out and touched my hair, rubbing it between his fingers. 

What did Allison say to me earlier? If I get backstage passes and all I have to do is floss with some dude’s dick, you’d better believe I’m going to do it. And don’t act like you wouldn’t accept a backstage pass if I gave you one.

How could she be so cavalier about it? How could she act like the act of sucking someone off wasn’t intimate? Something that people do who actually like each other? 

“What about brunettes?” I asked.

“Not brunettes. Blondes. And I’ve seen a couple nice ones here tonight, which got me a little worked up, if you know what I mean.”

“I do know what you mean. And I know a brunette who can give you what you want if you just wait a second.”

Why did she have to leave me and go off on her own? 

“You’re maybe not hearing me,” he said, sniffing again. “I said I like blondes. Cute ones in skirts, in fact. You know anyone like that, you come back and let me know. But I have brunettes all over. What I don’t have are blondes. They don’t even have to be natural blondes. As long as they’re blondes, like, tonight.” 

Allison wasn’t going to save me. 

But maybe her attitude might. 

No one was going to recognize me, right? And these guys were going to leave town, never to return, ready to play better and bigger venues? And next time I’d see them–if there was a next time–I’d be regular old me, right? And all I’d need to do with this guy was suck him off, and I’d get what I wanted? And he wasn’t ever going to come chasing after me for a relationship or find out who I am without the skirt and makeup? 

So what the fuck was stopping me from doing something where there were no real consequences for having an adventure? 

“Where?” I said, eyebrows raised. 

“Yeah? You feel like getting that purple lipstick a little messy? Good girl. Right down here,” and he nodded towards the ballroom. 

We walked towards the stage, and I walked in front of him. I figured if he thought I looked good in the skirt, why not give him a show?

He held a door open for me–what a gentleman–and we found ourselves in a small sound room just off the stage. It felt strange to have no background noise. 

“Much better,” he said. The cloud of cologne followed us to the soundroom. 

I loved it when Corey would do this to me; I could probably figure it out. I knew what I liked, and if I assumed all guys would like it, then I was fine getting a few backstage passes out of it. 

I dropped to my knees, and he backed up against the door he had just closed. 

“Go ahead, baby,” he said, unbuckling his belt and opening the front of his pants. “Let’s see what you’ve got.” 

I didn’t know what I had yet, but I could tell what he had. And what he had was a giant cock, already sticking almost straight out of his pants. It was as big around as a beer can, and once it sprang to attention from his pants, I could tell that it was heavy enough to leave a bruise if it hit me in the face. 

I definitely wasn’t packing something like this in my pants. And speaking of, as soon as I wrapped my hand around the warmth of Chadwick’s cock, I felt my own jump a little in the confines of my pink panties. 

The part of me that was deep inside, that opened up once the music started playing? That part was still there. 

I gave the tip a little lick and watched it flex. 

I licked the underside of his shaft, slowly, the whole length, and watched the tip bounce again as it flexed once more. 

All I had to do was follow Corey’s playbook, and these were her first two plays. Which meant I was onto the third, and I closed my eyes, taking the whole, massive head into my mouth and sliding it in as far as it would go. 

Chadwick let out a low groan, and I felt a little squirt hit my tongue; I had already coaxed a drop of pre cum out of him. This guy wasn’t kidding: he really was ready for a blonde. 

And he got one. And part of me was still shocked that it was me he got, but I was just trying to keep up with where my body wanted to go. 

My body was still alive with the electric charge from the music of the first set, and it was easy to bob my head in time with the music that I still felt all over. One, two, three, four…onnnnnnnneeeeee, ttttwwwooooo, one, two, three, four, onnnnnnnneeeeee, ttttwwwooooo, and that pattern was enough to keep me going in the otherwise silent room. 

He was arching his back against the wall, sticking himself straight into me, straining to get as much of himself into my throat. 

And I let him. 

I cupped his balls the way Corey had done, gently pulling downward as I sucked. I slowed the pattern but kept it the same, swirling my tongue around his head when I needed to give my jaw a break. 

“Jesus fuck,” he breathed as I started to speed up again. 

I badly wanted to let my own little dick out of my skirt, but I couldn’t risk anything. Whatever I did to Chadwick, I felt myself. I wasn’t just driving him up the wall he tried to brace himself against; I was bringing myself back to the edge and keeping myself there. 

With every bob of my head, I felt his legs get more and more tense. With every bob of my head I felt myself get closer to the top of the rollercoaster, and I knew that somewhere up ahead the bottom would fall out and I’d crash into the unknown. 

I reached it first. I jackhammered my head and felt him stiffen, just as I felt a jolt of pleasure radiate out from between my legs, and I helplessly spasmed an orgasm that couldn’t do anything but fill my panties. A few spasms into my own climax, I felt Chadwick go slack and the first blast of his cum hit me in the back of the throat. 

I pumped my head until he stopped cumming, and I rode out my own orgasm. 

“God damn,” he said, running his hands through his hair as I popped his head out of my mouth and looked up at him from my purple, sparkly eyes. “Maybe you are ready to party with the band,” he said, catching his breath. 

Detaching myself to get what I wanted was surprisingly easy. It helped, of course, that it seemed my body had a mind of its own, and that I clearly enjoyed what I was doing. Enjoyed it enough where I knelt through the most explosive orgasm I had ever had, and at no point did I touch myself, nor did I get hard.

What kind of orgasm was that? What kind of guy came in his pants–excuse me, his panties–without touching himself and without getting hard? 

It was just a body. Just two bodies. There was no spark, there was no nothing. It was a transaction, right out of Allison’s life. It was quick, it was me.

And why did I climax? Why did I finish, smooth my skirt, take my backstage passes, wink at him, and feel what I felt? 

I walked down the stairs back to the clubroom, feeling myself squish in my cum-soaked panties as I took each step. 

Allison was waiting by the door back to the clubroom. 

I held up the two passes.

“Shut up!” she shrieked, taking one from me and looking at it up close. “How did you get these?”

“Oh, you know,” I said, trying to make it seem like I negotiated for them instead of what I actually did. 

“At first I thought that the strong cologne smell was someone near me,” she sniffed. “But that’s you, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, well, I had to get close enough to someone where now I smell like them.” 

“I’ll bet,” she grinned, tilting her head to one side. “Do I want to smell your breath too?” 

Hopefully it was too dark for her to see me blushing, because I felt like I was.
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I had made a mess between my own legs, and while it gave me physical release, it did not seem to give me emotional release, because once Johnny launched into the opening riff of “A Bomb for Every Island,” I was right back in the middle of the electric state that I was in after the first set. 

I already wanted more. 

With Corey, I’d have to wait a while after I climaxed before I was ready again. But this? This was immediate. I was ready again as soon as the lights went down and I felt the music make its way through me once more. 

After the first set, I thought nothing of taking Chadwick in the sound room and earning my backstage passes. What was the second set going to bring? 

So far it was bringing a song that wasn’t my favorite, but that I could now appreciate as having a great beat. They repeated the first verse, though, so already something was different in a night full of differences. 

Somewhere in the second verse, Allison grabbed my hand and shouted “scraggly beard guy is back. Let’s go!” and she dragged me forward, towards the stage. I don’t know how she found space to get closer, but she did, and before I knew what had happened, we were next to each other, leaning up against the railing that created a little bit of distance between the stage and the crowd. 

Johnny was right above me as his solo was about to start. 

One reason this wasn’t my favorite song was that they played it every show, and when they did, the song was exactly the same as the album version. Note-for-note, the solo was the same. On the album it was four minutes and thirty-four seconds long, and that’s how it seemed every time I saw a show. 

Except tonight. They had already been playing it for five or six minutes before the solo started, and I looked up in awe at Johnny’s hands moving over the fretboard of the guitar. 

This solo was completely new. Every note of it was brand-new. I looked over at Allison, but of course, she wouldn’t have known what was happening since she wasn’t a fan already. Plus, she was leaning down over the railing, obviously making sure Johnny saw her cleavage. 

Again I figured out her reason for helping me: her dragging me up here had nothing to do with scraggly beard guy and it had everything to do with her trying to get Johnny Dill to stare at her breasts. 

Which you couldn’t miss. 

And which I did not have. 

I turned and looked back at Johnny, basically performing a solo right in front of me. Allison was cheering, but I was enthralled. I could almost feel the thrum of the guitar on my body as I stood just a few feet away from where the music was coming from. 

This solo was one of the fastest solos I’d ever heard, from any band. I couldn’t believe how off-script this was from every other show I’d been to. Suddenly the song was completely different, almost like it was a new song. 

During a slight slowdown in the solo, I glanced up at Johnny. 

He was staring directly at me. As he played. 

What? How long had he been doing that? How much of this solo was being played with him looking at me and me having no idea? And why was he even looking at me if Allison and her cleavage were right next to me? 

The rest of the song soared, and by the end it was no longer a song about having someone get rid of the land behind you as you venture farther out to sea to drown, but rather a song about going somewhere new and never needing to use the path behind you again. Joss even seemed to be improvising another verse to the song about how there were never any islands, and how did he get out in the ocean, and what does he do now that he can swim in any direction and ride any wave? 

And then things moved instantly into the next song, and the next, and the next, and the second set was the same as the first: an hour of near-continuous music, and I felt every note of it, only this time I was so close to the band I wondered if I’d ever feel a drop of someone’s sweat hit my body. Because they were sweaty, and I had a lot of skin showing. 

When the opening riff of “Power Up the Killswitch” began, we all felt we were reaching the end, and I zoned out during the guitar solo to close my eyes and feel the swells within me that turned my barely-dressed body into a metronome that only I could feel. 

This experience went from something I didn’t want to miss, to something I couldn’t do, to something I needed to compromise on, to something I didn’t want to end. 

I was thrilled, I was worked up, I was exhausted.  

The ending of “Power Up the Killswitch” has the line “There ain’t no money in bein’ niiiiiiiiice.” and when they reached that point of the song, the band slowly put down their instruments, one by one, until it was just the crowd singing that line, over and over again. Even Allison sang, though it was likely the only lyrics she knew. 

Who cares?  

It was a perfect way to end the show. For as much as I loved this band, and for as much as I wanted the night to keep going, there was something magical about the way that song ended, and part of me knew, deep down, that no encore could top it. The band stood on stage, waving as we cheered, and some people started shouting “more! More!” for an encore, and I held my breath.

I wanted the sounds of the crowd singing the chorus to be in my ears forever as the last thing I heard at the show. 

The band seemed to agree with me, because they left the stage to cheers, taking their instruments with them, and they ran out the clubroom door, then up the stairs. 

The house lights came on again. That was it. The show was over. 

The crowd noise quieted down almost instantly as everyone realized that there wouldn’t be an encore, but no one seemed disappointed; they just started moving around and heading outside, maybe to cool off, maybe for a cigarette. 

And I felt like a mess. Not because I looked bad, but because I felt like I had just sat through two hours of foreplay and even had an orgasm that didn’t satisfy me in the slightest because I was ready to burst. 

But it did get me two backstage passes.

“Do we go upstairs now?” Allison asked, as if reading my mind. 

We darted out the door and up the stairs. I wanted to thank the bartender for his favor earlier, but no one was at the bar, so we walked into the ballroom, and up to the stage. The band was probably in the rooms behind the stage, and so that’s where we headed, our passes in hand. 

They were precious, they were important, and when the overweight guy at the door unceremoniously tore them in half and kept them in his massive, oversized palm, we felt a little let down. 

But we were in. 

I knew Allison was on the prowl, and she disappeared as soon as we walked to where the dressing rooms were, four of them, right in a row, all with doors closed. There was an open, well-lit area beyond them, and I could make out the edge of a couch and a pair of men’s shoes.

I knew the shoes. I had drooled on them earlier with the owner’s dick in my mouth. 

I did not want to follow Allison back there, and did not want to see Chadwick again, despite how I felt. 

How did I feel?

I felt like I had a sopping-wet crotch of cum. 

I felt like I had a throbbing ball of desire thrust inside me that needed to be destroyed from the inside out. 

I felt like I had been cranked to the point that my gears couldn’t take another turn, and I was waiting for something to nudge me just far enough where I’d unwind, uncontrollably. 

If I went back there, would I unwind with Chadwick again? Would he think that’s why I was there? As much as I didn’t want his cologne on me again, I’m not sure I would have stopped him. 

I did have another choice, though: did I see what’s behind Door Number One? 

“Hey!” I heard behind me. I spun around.

Walking towards me from down the hallway was Johnny Dill.
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“Glad to run into you here. Nice outfit.” He held up his hand for a high-five, which  did. His hands were huge. “What’s your name?”

“Dylan,” I said quietly.

“Dylan,” he said, grabbing my hand and twirling me around. “You got a tight little body, Dylan. I saw you down there. Glad I was making you move like that. It’s why I play, to make people feel it.”

My God did I feel it is what I thought. 

“Didn’t think you noticed me,” is what I said. 

“Oh, because of your chesty friend?” He laughed, then lowered his voice.  “She was trying a little too hard, don't you think?” 

“A little, yeah,” I laughed back. 

“Sometimes people try too hard. You get used to it when you do stuff like this. It’s the quiet ones that always get you, though.”

“She was kind of on a mission.” 

“She’s back there,” and he nodded his head towards the room I couldn’t see at the end of the hallway. “When you didn’t come back with her, I decided to see if you were here. Happy I did.” 

“That was a great show.”

“Oh, thanks. It was a lot of fun. You guys were great.” 

Even though I had just spent two hours in the same room as him, including one hour standing beneath him as he played on stage, he seemed bigger now that I was standing right next to him. He had twirled me around like I was nothing. 

“How…long were you playing that solo while looking at me?”

God, Dylan, you’re an idiot. 

“I don’t know. The whole time? I don’t really pay attention to that stuff. I really just was looking around, playing what I felt.”

“Don’t you normally play the solo from the album? That’s what I remember from the other times I’ve seen you guys.”

“Yeah, actually. So you’ve seen us before?”

“A few times,” I said. I could tell I was beaming. 

“Cool!” he said. “Yeah, I really liked the way that solo came out on the album, so I usually play it that way. Tonight just seemed…different.”

“It felt different,” I said. “Like, how you blended all the songs together, too.”

He laughed. “We didn’t plan that! Swear to God. It just happened after the first couple songs, and I think everyone just thought ‘let’s keep doing this.’”  

We stood around awkwardly for a second that felt like an hour. 

“Listen,” he said. “We’re hitting the bus to Albany in a little bit, but I was going to chill in my room before our manager shoved us off. You’re welcome to join me.”

I had three thoughts all at the same time:

The first was that Chadwick gave me backstage passes he knew I wasn’t going to be able to use. Asshole. 

The second was that I almost said “Oh, Chadwick?” when he mentioned their manager, which would have been bad because then Johnny would wonder how I knew that.

And third was that yes, I did want to hang out in the dressing room, even for just a few minutes. My gears were still stuck. I didn’t know if I wanted men, but I was in awe of this one. 

Those three thoughts got jumbled up and came out of my mouth as “wwwhhhyeah.” 

Was I adding “turn into a bumbling idiot in front of Johnny Dill” to my list of accomplishments tonight?

Luckily he laughed, and that set me a little at ease as he opened his dressing room door and held it open for me. 

It looked nothing like the dressing room at Hawks & Reed earlier that night. Johnny’s dressing room was…empty. 

Or close to empty. There was a worn black leather couch on one wall, a couple guitar cases on the floor, a folding table with a mirror on it, and a small Army-green duffel bag on the couch. 

“We don’t stay at the Ritz,” he said. “But hey, maybe we will soon? Here, have a seat,” and he moved the duffel bag onto the floor. 

I sat my leather skirt on the leather couch, and he paced back and forth, drumming his fingers on his leg.

“Sorry,” he said. “I always need to come down a little after a show. Sometimes it takes a while to stop moving and I don’t know what to do with my energy.” 

I could think of something, came out of my brain before I could control it. 

Who the hell was I anymore?

“It’s OK,”  said, crossing my legs and squeezing my package tight between my thighs. “I haven’t stopped moving since the show started. It feels good to sit.” 

My body has to let go of this tension, my brain said again. 

“I could use a drink,” he said. “Was the bar still running when you came up?”

“No, it’s shut down.”

“Shit,” he said. “OK, hang on. I’m going next door to Dakota and Delaney’s room.”

He ducked out of the room and I heard a door open, leaving me sitting alone on a couch in a bare dressing room. If Dakota and Delaney shared a dressing room, they probably were together. How many fans knew that? Not many. 

I got up and walked to the folding table to look at myself in the mirror. Still a worked-up, purple-eyed, blonde club chick, though I could tell there was something behind my own eyes now. What was that? I felt like the music had stopped but the throbbing within me was still going. 

I wasn’t hearing any talking from down the hall, so what was Allison up to? I could probably guess. This whole night was amazing, all thanks to her scheming. I had her voice echoing in my head as I got down on my knees for Chadwick earlier, and now, standing in Johnny’s dressing room, pulsing from within and craving some kind of release, I could only think about her saying that girls can want things, that she won’t apologize for it. 

She was probably off with someone, not apologizing for it right now. 

Then it hit me. That’s what was behind my eyes: want. Allison was a girl who wanted things. She said so herself: she just wanted something to happen. At that moment, I was a girl who wanted something to happen. Who needed something to happen. And who cares if it was “want” or “need”? I had followed its lead for hours and it hadn’t steered me wrong. In fact, it was a voice I had never listened to before, but it was in charge of the most magical night of my life. 

I may not have wanted to be an engineer, or to live with my stepmother, but I was allowed to want something else. Like whatever this was. 

And right then I wanted to have whatever had built up in my body, whatever was stored up and making me tingle all over, to be let out. However it took to get it out. 

Suddenly I felt a hand on my ass, then saw Johnny’s face join mine in the mirror. 

“Sorry to startle you,” he said, slowly rubbing his hand and giving my ass a squeeze. “You were giving me a show. I was wondering what you were doing.” 

I pushed back into him. 

He set a backpack down on the table and grabbed my hips with both hands. 

“I grabbed what they call their Road Kit,” he said. “I thought I saw an airplane bottle of vodka earlier, but you know what it was? Lube.”

“We shouldn’t drink that,” I whispered as his hand slipped down my leg, then started working its way up my inner thigh. He locked eyes with me in the mirror the whole time. I wondered who would blink first. 

“Well look at that, you little minx,” he said, rubbing my inner thigh all the way up to where my legs met. “Looks like you got a little action already, huh? You’ve got cum literally dripping out of you right now.” 

I could see my reflection, and how much I blushed. 

I blinked first. 

“I don’t really do sloppy seconds,” he said, still rubbing my smooth inner thigh, tantalizingly close to where I had been throbbing for hours. “Unless…”

“Unless what?” I was so close to getting off, and I knew it, and yet it could all go wrong here…

“Unless there’s another way you like working that body of yours.” 

Thanks to Dakota and Delaney’s Road Kit, we found that way. 

Before I knew it, my legs were spread apart, my skirt was over my hips, my thong was tugged off to one side, and Johnny was behind me, managing to tease my entire body simply by rubbing the head of his slick erection between my cheeks. 

With Chadwick I needed music in my head to give me the rhythm I needed; with Johnny I just let it happen, and did whatever felt right. With Chadwick I had to do what Corey had done; with Johnny I had no guide. But really, I didn’t have to do much, because he bent me over the table, and slowly pressed himself into me, and as soon as he did, the built-up desire inside of me knew it finally, after hours of agony, had an escape just within reach. 

My whole body fluttered when he entered. I clenched when he pressed himself further in. 

I gasped when he reached as far as he was going to go, and I shuddered when he started to withdraw and do it all over again. 

He went slowly at first, maybe aware that as he slid in I tensed up, bracing myself for what it was going to do as it worked its way in. Maybe he could tell that I didn’t need to be played fast yet and needed to be warmed up. But whatever the reason, he waited until he could feel me relax and lower myself from my tiptoes, and only then did he start going faster. 

Anyone walking into the room at that moment would have seen me, bent over, with Johnny fucking me from behind. They would have seen my face in the mirror from where they stood. There would have been no doubt that it was me. 

Me. It was my mouth that was stuck open, gasping as he worked his whole length in and out of me, hitting something deep inside that was triggering unimaginable pleasure. 

And that something needed only five of Johnny’s strokes before it started giving me the unmistakable signs that I was getting close to climaxing and was not going to be able to stop the floodgates once they opened. Five. 

“I am…so close,” I whispered, standing straighter and feeling his hand slide to my stomach, where he braced himself. I raised my arms and put them behind his neck as he quickened his pace. “Don’t stop, God don’t stop.”

“You were so ready for me, huh?” he breathed as he kept going, now hitting a completely different spot inside me.

For the second time that night, I hit the point of no return without needing to touch myself. I felt myself get wound up tighter and tighter, and as he slammed into me with each long, fast stroke, I felt something give out, and behind my closed eyes, I saw a fireworks show. In my body, I felt a wave crest and explode, and my entire body went slack, and I helplessly felt myself spasm in my panties again, pulse after pulse of my orgasm re-filling my panties with warm cum.

“Oh God,” I whimpered.

“Keep going, girl,” he breathed, as he pumped faster and faster, using me for his pleasure now. With a hand on my shoulder he more aggressively pumped, and I felt another wave rise within me, and grow bigger, and more swollen, until it too burst everywhere and my thighs crackled with energy as I again pulsed inside the crotch of my pink thong, only this time nothing came out. 

“I’m gonna cum,” he whispered, and pumped harder, and I clenched as tight as I could, feeling myself close around his thickness, and a third wave began to grow, and grow some more, and I felt him straighten his arms and tense his arms as I felt him spasm, and the first spurt of his orgasm hit me somewhere deep inside. A third warm wave broke over me as he began to cum, and my legs couldn’t take it anymore. My hips bucked, my legs gave out, and I had to lean down on the table as my lower body shook uncontrollably through my third orgasm.

I would not survive a fourth, and I lowered myself to the floor. 

He stood above me, bracing himself on the table with his hands, his cock above me, dripping cum, drops of it landing in my hair. 

“Oh my God,” he said, holding out his hand to help me up off the floor. 

Before I could take his hand, there were three sharp knocks on the door. 

“Johnny! Bus is going to leave. Let’s go.”

“Fucking Chadwick,” Johnny said, fixing his pants as fast as he could, then grabbing me by the arm and lifting me to my feet. 

I wouldn’t have been able to stand if he hadn’t been holding me.

He held me in his arms and kissed me on the forehead, and I felt his heart pounding in his chest. My own heart was pounding to its own rhythm, not the rhythm of any song. 

I don’t know how long he held me, but he did it until three more knocks made him stop.   

“Albany’s not far,” he said, pulling something out of his duffel bag and leaving it on the table.

It was two tickets. 

“Maybe I’ll see you tomorrow?” 

“I’d like that,” I said, and he walked off down the hall to get on the bus, leaving me behind to lower my skirt, fix my thong, and catch my breath. 

Just like that, the want inside me was gone, replaced with exhaustion, with contentment, and with something that felt final. 

So what would happen now that I could swim in any direction and ride any wave?

***

“Pssst!” I heard from the bushes as I wobbled my way to where I parked the car.

Allison stepped into the moonlight from between two cars. 

“Hey,” I said. “I’m sorry, I tried waiting, but…”

“It’s fine,” and she held her hand up. “I remembered you had no phone. I got…held up anyway.”

Her hair was a mess. 

“You look like you had…a time.” 

“I did,” she said, rubbing her ass. “But Squid likes to spank.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but decided against it. Whether I did worse, or she did worse, we didn’t need to debate it. 

I held up the tickets to the show in Albany. 

“As long as you don’t ask how I got these,” I said, “I do have tickets to their show in Albany if you want to take a little road trip.” 

She laughed and held up two tickets of her own. 

“Albany?” I asked.

She nodded. 

“Let’s just say I found them,” she said. 

“I found mine too.”

“What are we going to do with four tickets to tomorrow’s show?”

“We could sell two, make a little money.” 

“It’s almost midnight,” she said. “We should go get your phone, or else your Dad is going to realize you’re scamming him.”

I started the car and put on my blinker, though the street was empty. I had the taste of one man’s cum in my mouth, my own in my panties, and someone else’s in my hair. 

At that moment, Allison grabbed my hair and lifted it closer to her face.

“Why is this clumping?” she asked. “Do I want to know what this is?” 

“Probably not,” I said, as I turned into the street. 

“Eh,” she shrugged. “It’s a drag queen’s wig. Probably not the only time someone had to wash cum out of it.” 

She said it so matter-of-factly, and I felt my crotch purr with the still-fresh memory of how the last few hours went. 

“Well,” Allison said, turning to me as I drove off. “What do you want to wear to tomorrow’s concert?”
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