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THE RIGHT WRONG GIRL



THE RIGHT WRONG GIRL


“Danielle? Is that you?” 

My goodness that made me jump. I was not expecting to talk to anyone, and it took me a second to regain my composure. I set my phone down. 

“No,” I said. “Sorry, you’ve got the wrong…person.”

He was tall, freckled, with close-cropped reddish hair. He was wearing a white dress shirt, dress slacks, very nice shoes, and had a leather messenger bag slung over one shoulder. It was a Saturday morning and he looked like he was off to work. 

I was sitting outside the coffee shop, scrolling on my phone, having a cup of coffee. He had just come from inside and was holding a cup just like mine. 

“Sorry,” he said. “You look exactly like a girl I know.”

“No, I’m not Danielle,” I said. 

“You even sound like her,” he said, cocking his head as if to look at me from a different angle that only he could appreciate. “This is so weird. Well, just a head’s up: you have a twin. Sorry to bother you.”

“No problem,” I smiled, and I watched him walk away. He turned back once to look, sipping from his cup as he did it. Then he turned the corner and was gone. 

I looked exactly like a girl he knew. 

By itself, that wasn’t remarkable. People look like other people. People have twins they don’t know and never meet. People get confused for other people all the time. 

But this? I looked like a girl he knew, and I could feel myself smiling the broadest smile my face ever made. 

Because I couldn’t look like a girl he knew. That wasn’t possible. And for a very good reason: I’m not really a girl. I mean, I looked like one at that moment, sure. I had long, brown hair. I had long, smooth legs with black high heels at one end and mystery at the other. 

I had on a sundress, yellow, a cute denim purse in the chair next to me, a coffee cup with red lipstick left on the table in front of me, that I would occasionally pick up with my bright red, shiny fingernails. 

I would forgive you if you thought I was a girl. 

I would also hug you. Or worse. Because I was definitely not a real girl. 

I felt like one, sure, and I looked like one. I acted like one. I wanted to be one, but maybe not all the time. Or not yet. 

But that hair? It was a wig. My smooth legs didn’t stay shaved all the time, my underwear was usually boxer briefs and not pink, high-cut bikini briefs, and most people weren’t trying to hide what I was trying to hide between my legs. 

The nail polish was brand-new, I had never worn the shoes out of my house before, and that sundress had tags on it until that very morning, when I snipped them off, said to hell with it, and walked outside to do errands. 

Errands that I wanted to run forever, especially if strangers–let’s be honest: handsome strangers–confused me for girls they knew. 

I hadn’t had much luck going out dressed as Samantha, and for an embarrassing reason. 

When I said I was trying to hide something that was between my legs, I wasn’t kidding. I was blessed, or cursed, with a pretty big dick. 

Not that it did me much good, especially now. 

I tried going out wearing little biking shorts so I could walk by the river near my townhouse, but I couldn’t tuck; I looked like a girl with a dick. 

Jeans? Jeans were no better. I had nowhere to tuck anything, and walking was uncomfortable. So I couldn’t easily wear jeans. And I bought a really nice maxi dress for when the weather got a little warmer, but it was form-fitting at the hips and couldn’t hide the bulge in my panties. 

Leggings or yoga pants were fine around the house, but not out in public. And I didn’t tend to wear them around the house all that often because I simply didn’t feel girly in them. Sure, I did if I turned around and checked out my own ass in the mirror, but once I turned around, there was no mistaking it: Samantha wasn’t really a Samantha. 

But a billowy sundress? Yes, please. And today was one of the first days that I wore one outside, and it was worth it.

For a guy to confuse me with a girl? Absolutely worth it, and in my head as I got up from my table at the cafe, I was mentally picking out which of the other two dozen colors I’d order as soon as I got home. 

By the time I walked the ten or so blocks back to the River Landing Townhouses, I decided on five: red, navy, white, pink, and the white one with red polka dots. 

I didn’t have to worry about my neighbors seeing me, or wondering why a strange girl would leave the house when no one saw her go in. I didn’t have neighbors. I mean, I did, but not permanent ones.

My townhouse was 282 River Landing, right in between 280 and 284. It was a unit of three, all in a row, at the end of a cul de sac. Both 280 and 284 were weekly rental properties, and no one stayed there for more than a few days at a time. When they did stay there, they tended to keep to themselves. 

Which meant that I could go to my little back porch and be mostly out of view of my neighbors thanks to the privacy walls that extended out past our patios a little. If I went to my upstairs balcony off the bedroom, then I’d be in full view of the balconies on either side of me. 

So I tended to stick with the patio if I was going to be girly. I called it the Girl’s Porch. I didn’t use the Boy’s Porch very much. 

Since the weekend was going to be gorgeous, I wanted to have at least some of my Saturday be Bikini Time. 

I know what I said about my tucking problem.

I get it. I know it sounds weird to say that I didn’t like being in some kinds of clothing at home because I didn’t feel feminine thanks to my impossible-to-hide third leg, and then turn around and say how much I liked bikinis

But a bikini was different. I didn’t mind the bulge that I had in that. I would have loved to have less, sure. But it was a real turn-on to walk around in skimpy bathing suits, feeling almost-but-not-quite naked. I loved the feeling of my bare feet on the tile floor in my kitchen as I padded in and out, back and forth off of the Girl’s Porch. 

I loved the coconut smell of sunscreen, the feeling of my wig in a long braid, or a ponytail. I loved sipping some fruity, refreshing drink, feeling myself trying to swell in my bikini bottoms and not being able to. 

I may not have felt feminine in everything, but in a bikini? I felt like a real girl. My nipples would even show through the bikini top, and it would get even worse. 

Or better? 

I don’t know how this started. It was something that I never did, and then one day, I did. I did the same thing everyone else seemed to do: found the internet, and then found a more secret corner, then another, and then one more. 

Pretty soon I was getting off and “doing research” pretty often, and making sure that I always had extra money around for new clothes. 

Yes, I said “doing research.” It was research. To see how I could look. Looking at real girls was misleading; I’d never be able to pull that look off, no matter what it was. But people like me? I wanted to see what they did. How they managed to do their makeup, how they looked while walking, or sitting, or getting off. 

All those pretty little femboys online with their tiny nubs. They’d call them a “clitty” in their video descriptions, and it wasn’t far from the truth. They wouldn’t jerk themselves off like a guy and they could still get hard. Or even better, they didn’t need to touch themselves and they’d dribble cum anyway. 

I envied them. Because I was packing so much between my legs that I may have looked feminine to that guy, but the sexier and sluttier things got with myself, the less feminine I felt. It was purely fantasy for me, as I was pretty sure if I ever got with a guy who thought I was a sexy girl, he’d change his mind real fast when he took my pants off and he saw I was carrying more around than he was. 

So not only did I not feel feminine with what I had, how could a guy feel masculine if he compared himself to me?

I know, I know. Loads of guys would kill for what I had and I shouldn’t wish it away. 

But it’s true: I didn’t want it. So any outfit that made me conscious of it was bad, and any outfit that made me not even think about it was good. 

Bikinis: good. 

I had a brand-new leopard print one that I wanted to wear, although given the compliment I got from Mr. Handsome, I almost didn’t want to change out of my sundress. 

There would be other days, other sundresses, and other Mr. Handsomes, even if I only talked to them at coffee shops. 

I slipped the sundress over my head and stood in my bedroom in front of my full-length mirror. I loved watching myself change. At first I loved watching myself transform from someone I recognized into someone I didn’t know.

Slowly, I got more comfortable as Samantha, and eventually I think I liked watching myself change because Samantha didn’t resemble Samuel. Not even a little. 

Well, there was one thing they had in common, and it was dangling between my legs like a dumb elephant’s trunk. I swung it around, then put an end to it all by pulling up my bikini bottom and snapping the waistband with my thumbs after it went on.

It fit perfectly. High-cut, slightly ruched backside, and the leopard pattern hid the bulge much better than the white bikini did. 

I tied my top on, and modeled for myself. 

I had picked Samantha because it was close to my real name, but I don’t know. “Danielle” sounded pretty fierce. Did Danielle wear leopard print bikinis? 
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My timer went off, and it was time to flip over. I was out on the patio, getting a little sun in my new bikini. I set a timer when I did my back because I can’t read a book or look at my phone without holding my neck in a weird position and hurting it, so I would just lie there. Except I fell asleep once, got completely sunburned and was miserable for three days until it started to peel off.

That was the only time I made that mistake. Ever since then, I have used a timer. 

I moved my reclining chair so it was more in the sun, and the metal loudly scraped across my stone patio. 

I laid back, got comfortable, and held my book up so it would block the sun. 

It was a smutty romance book called “Touched By the Right Man.” The main character, Alicia, caught her fiance cheating with her old college roommate, then went to rough it in order to find herself. She did manual labor on a ranch in Montana and did an awful job until one of the ranch hands, Bradley, took pity on her and taught her everything. She was a fast learner, and after a couple of weeks was able to do almost everything unsupervised. She spent a lot of time learning the history of the ranch, which was Bradley’s family. . 

She also spent a lot of time falling for Bradley, which was fine until his girlfriend Kate came to visit. Alicia backed off, remembering how terrible it felt to lose her fiance to someone else, and she packed up her stuff.

Well, Bradley followed her back to Los Angeles a few days later and told her he broke up with Kate. Then they passionately shagged in her apartment with the curtains open, and the author spent two pages describing her orgasm. 

But what an orgasm. 

What would I give to have something thunder through my body like that?

Alicia’s fiance must have learned how to make love from a book. The way he did it was almost clinical. Timid. She felt like he was afraid of hurting her, and so they didn’t really form much of a connection. 

Bradley, on the other hand, was rough. After telling her that he broke up with Kate, Alicia knew what was coming next. She melted, and she wanted him and finally got to have him, and he was not timid at all. 

His hands were rough, he was strong, he was not afraid to sweat while making love, and was not afraid to make her sweat. It was passionate, it was raw, and it was aggressive. They clawed at one another, she felt alive, and her whole body exploded, and she was so sore the next day that she treated her body the way she did when she would run a 5k race. 

That was fucking. 

I don’t know when I started reading smutty Romance books. Last year? Last Summer? Whenever it was, I read a lot of them. It was something I really enjoyed when I got girled up, because even if the outfit I was weaning didn’t completely work, the book sort of took things the rest of the way. 

I felt better while reading this stuff. It was fun to feel good. Why hadn’t I done this sooner? Why did I spend most of my life reading horror? 

I reread the last few pages, and felt myself swell in my bikini bottoms. It was undeniable how reading this stuff turned me on, but what about it was getting me worked up? Was I imagining myself as Alicia, or Bradley? I had Bradley’s equipment, but I wanted Alicia’s reaction. Her world appeared to change forever, and I wanted that, for sure. 

I seriously doubted anyone would ever manhandle someone like me, though. If Alicia dropped her pants and had a bigger dick than Bradley, how would that story end? 

I had no idea. No one wrote those stories. 

I was left to read about real girls and watch girly boys get off online. 

When I closed the book I couldn’t smell my own sunscreen anymore, and I wondered how long I had been lost in the book. I probably should have set a timer for both sides.

Right when I put my book down, I caught some movement out of the corner of my eye, above me. 

Someone was on the balcony of 284. 

Someone walked gently from the edge of the balcony and walked back towards the house. I could see them through the cracks between the floorboards as they cast shadows on the patio beneath them. 

Someone could have been watching me this whole time and I had no idea. And what did they see?

I looked down at my glistening, wet-looking naked body, barely covered by a bikini that left very little to the imagination. 

Which was the point, of course. But how confident was I that the bikini bottoms hid my not-so-little secret? 

Once I saw the person walk back to the balcony and watched a head slowly peek out over the railing, I decided that I wasn’t very confident about it at all, and I went back inside. 
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There was a knock at the door.

There was almost never a knock at the door. Still, it was Saturday, there was usually some kind of package in the mail, and did I forget about something I ordered that I might need to sign for? A new outfit? Sometimes it was fun to buy things and forget about them, and then a few days later, new sexy clothes show up in the mail. 

Was that it?

Just to be safe, I grabbed a big pink beach towel and wrapped it around my waist to cover myself. No sense giving the mailman a show. 

When I opened the door, it was not a delivery guy at all. It was a young man in his mid-twenties I had never seen before. He was about my height, well-built, nice haircut, a little scruffy in the face, and had friendly-looking greenish-gray eyes that stood out in the sunlight. 

He opened his mouth and cocked his head.

“Um, Danielle? I thought that was you.” 

Again? Who was Danielle? 

I must have looked startled, because he backed up a little bit and held his hands up.

“Sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to scare you, it’s that I’m renting the place next door, and what are the odds that it’s right next to the one you’re renting?”

“I’m not Danielle,” I said.

He looked confused. “You’re…not? You look just like her.”

“I’m not Danielle,” I said again.

He pointed at the mailbox and said “so you’re actually S. Herlihy?” A wide package was stuffed in my mailbox, forcing the lid open. Because it was open, you could read the label on the inside. I grabbed my mail. 

“I am,” I said, closing the lid of the mailbox. “And you’re the second person today to ask if I was Danielle, believe it or not. Is this a practical joke?” 

Suddenly the compliment that the other handsome young man paid me didn’t feel as good. Like there was some conspiracy to build me up and knock me down again. 

“No?” he said. “No, it’s not a joke. You look exactly like my friend’s ex-girlfriend.”

“Tall red-haired guy with freckles?”  

He looked at me like he was confused. “Yeah, Jared? Do you know him?” 

“No,” I shook my head. “He was the guy who confused me with Danielle this morning. You’re the second guy to ask if I’m Danielle.” 

“Man, you really do look like her. Yeah, so that guy Jared? Danielle is his ex. He was probably floored when he saw you.” 

“He looked surprised,” I said. 

“Well, me too. But that’s not the only reason I knocked.”

“It isn’t?” 

Uh-oh. 

“So this might sound weird, but the guy I rented this place from said there would be towels and stuff, and there’s just nothing here. I spilled a little coffee this morning on the counter and it’s still there because there are no paper towels or napkins or anything. I thought if you were Danielle, I could borrow something from you, but you’re not, so never mind.”

“You just need paper towels and a towel?”

“Yes, but don’t worry about it,” and he backed off the front stoop. 

“I mean,” I looked down at what I had wrapped around my waist. “It might be pink.” 

“Please don’t worry yourself,” he laughed. “It’s my mistake, I thought you were someone else, someone I knew, and it’s totally fine. I’ll run out to the store.” 

“Wait right here,” I said. 

Why was I doing this? Because I was nice? Because it was an easy problem to fix? 

No, deep down it was because I wanted to know something about Danielle. I wanted to know something about this twin I never knew I had. Maybe if I did him a favor, he’d do me a favor. 

I came back to the front a minute later with a roll of paper towels and a blue towel I had never used. They had come in pink/blue pairs, and I only used the pink one. 

I held them out to him and instantly wanted to die.

My towel got caught on the doorknob of my front door and dropped right to the floor at my feet. 

I was standing in front of a stranger, completely exposed in a small, tight, bikini that was absolutely broadcasting what I had between my legs. I hoped I had gotten enough sun where he could not see me blushing.

If he saw, he did not let on. As soon as my hands were free, I bent down and pulled my towel back up. I wanted this to be over, but I hadn’t learned anything about Danielle yet. 

And he didn’t seem to be spooked. 

“I can absolutely have this back to you tomorrow,” he said. “I’ll even wash it. I promise you I will not forget to give this back.” 

Before I knew it, “I know Francis” came mumbling out of my mouth, but as soon as it did, I regretted it. I needed to be careful. Samuel had met Francis, the landlord of 284. Samantha never did. 

“So who is this Danielle person?” I said as he turned to go. 

“Excuse me?”

“Well, twice I’ve been confused for her, and I don’t know anything about her. Does Jared live here?”

“Yeah, a few of us flew in to celebrate his promotion. Dinner out tonight, lake party tomorrow. College friends. So, uh, I guess you could say Danielle broke his heart.”

“So he wasn’t happy to see me.” 

“I think he was happy you weren’t actually Danielle,” he laughed. “They didn’t end on good terms.” 

“Did she cheat?” I asked as he started to step over to his stoop. 

“Ouch,” I said. “Please tell me it wasn’t with his old roommate.” I was thinking of my book for some reason. 

“With quite a few people,” he said. “And honestly: I’m glad you’re not her. Thanks for the towel, S. Herlihy.”

“Samantha,” I called after him. “Call me Samantha.”

“Dustin,” he nodded at me. “Thank you for helping out. I’m going to clean up my mess now.” 

Did he see me? All of me? 

I shut my front door and instantly got busy trying to figure out why he left so quickly. The only explanation I could think of was that he saw my bulge and was horrified. That he was going inside to text his buddies about the obvious transgirl next door with the massive thing between her legs, the one who is fooling nobody, who looks like Danielle except as a dude. 

I imagined him telling the story over his celebratory dinner tonight, that everyone would have a good laugh.

They’d ask him to tell the story again tomorrow, and he would, and it would be funny. And then they’d all be drunk because Jared earns a lot of money now, and they’d ask to come over to his rental place and stand on the balcony and sneak looks at the girlboy next door. 

They’d borrow salt. 

They’d ask for butter.

They’d come back for another towel, and they’d snap it at me over and over until I was naked and my clothes fell off and I couldn’t cover myself with my hands and they’d be laughing. 

No, they wouldn’t. 

I was being ridiculous. Sam, Samantha, it didn’t matter. It could even be Danielle. It was my fucking house and I could walk around however I wanted. And even if that guy saw what I was packing, so what? He was going out to dinner tonight, he said he had a lake party tomorrow, he was in town for probably 48 hours and then he’d be gone forever and it didn’t matter. None of it mattered. 

I let the towel fall from my waist again and looked at my little bump.

It wasn’t bad, really. I mean, it was noticeable, but not massive. The pattern really did hide things, and the tightness of the material did keep things in check. 

I was overthinking things, and it was perfectly OK to walk around your own house on an early Summer day by yourself, feeling alive, and sexy, and complete. 

I walked past where I had set the mail, and remembered the package. 

I opened it and got excited partway through. I had ordered something and forgotten about it. It was backordered, it was from the Spring, and it was a little black cocktail dress that I wanted to wear. Not that I went to cocktail parties, but every girl needed a little black cocktail dress, and now I had one. 

My last one had the same problem as my maxi dress: it showed too much. This one was a little looser in front, and stood a better chance of keeping secrets. 

I couldn’t wait to try it on, and I had the perfect pair of strappy black heels to go with it. 

The only problem was that I had a lot of day to kill before I could wear a black cocktail dress around, even if it was my own house. There was something elegant, classy, and cosmopolitan about it. It meant “night life,” and right now it was early afternoon. 

I decided to head down to the basement, where I had a workout area set up. I couldn’t work out in a bikini–I guess I could, but what are workout outfits for?–so I changed into an outfit I dreaded.

The outfit was a total fail. A tight, light purple workout romper. 

It looked awesome online.

The model looked gorgeous. 

Her muscles were toned, she had a great ass, and everything was smooth all over. 

Did I look like that?

Uh, not really. 

Although I still remember the first time I put it on. I felt sexy. I felt like I was tight, and fit, and had energy. I looked at myself in the mirror not long after I tore it out of the package and put it on, loving the way my ass looked. 

And then?

And then I turned around. And there was a massive sausage right in plain view. There was nowhere for it to go. I remember laughing–honest to God, laughing–when I saw myself in it. 

But now? I put it on and felt more feminine. I felt sexy, like I could turn heads in the gym. Like people would look at me and think “God, Danielle is sexy,” and they’d have a hard time concentrating when I did squats. 

I don’t know why Danielle was in my head, but she was. Somehow this whole day gave me permission to wear something I had written off, and I was fine with it, and we don’t always fantasize about what we want to fantasize about, right? 

I stared at myself in the mirror after I put the romper on, and I could see the outline of my dick. Instead of getting mad about it, though, I traced the outline of it with a finger. It was slightly ticklish as I made it up and down, and I started to get hard. It stuck up from my crotch towards my belly at a slight angle. 

I kept going. I was giving it a feminine touch, and I didn’t feel remotely boy-like while doing it. It was just a good feeling and a light, sexy touch while feeling the tightness of a cute workout romper.

The light purple color meant that it didn’t hide much, and after a few minutes of tracing around myself, I could see a dark spot form at the tip of my girldick. I looked down at my belly and could see the clear fluid squeezing through the fabric. 

I did not want to go further. I mean, I wanted to, but I did not want to be the one to do it. And to get my mind off of it all, I went downstairs and started my workout.

With an absolutely throbbing erection, I did my four sets of bodyweight squats. Each time I lowered myself to the floor I felt the tug of the fabric against my body, felt the lighter-than-light touch of the clothing as it dragged past the head of my cock. 

I did my four sets of fire hydrants, and felt the same thing. 

I did my crunches and still felt it.

Same with my planks. I raised myself up on my arms and looked back down along my body, seeing my unhideable bulge pointing at the floor, pulsating as my body strained. 

My body shook as I counted down my very last plank, and then I collapsed on the floor. I still had a lot of afternoon left before my cocktail dress date with myself, and I ended up spending it in the bathtub, then shaving my legs, then self-waxing, then brushing out my wigs, then digging through my underwear drawer for a pair of panties I hadn’t work in a long time, but that would come in handy if I was going to attempt the cocktail dress.

It was a pair of pink, seamless briefs. I had no idea what they were made of, but they were stretchy. They really had no seams, and I had no clue how they were even made. It almost felt like a balloon, but it was definitely cloth; you could see the fibers. 

I could wear the dress without feeling like a panty line would show, not that there would be anyone around to see it. And I could stuff myself into them and be squeezed tight, but not too tight. I’d still be able to walk and I’d still feel girly. 

I made a smoothie for dinner, then sat in the living room and tried to get into a new smutty book, but I couldn’t. I ended up reading the last two chapters of “Touched By The Right Man” again, and stopped when I was aware the sun was going down. 

It was time. Time for my new cocktail dress, time for my new shoes, and time for my plan of watching the sun go down out on my Boy Porch. Except I wouldn’t be a boy. 

I knew as soon as I slipped the dress over my head that it was a winner. I knew before I even smoothed it down in front of me that it would make me feel just as secure as the sundress did, and I mentally decided to purchase the white cocktail dress, the pink one, and the red one, and I hoped I’d forget that I did so I’d get another surprise like today’s. 

I looked stunning as I looked myself up and down in the mirror. The heels were elegant, the dress was form-fitting in all the right places, it concealed what I wanted it to conceal, and it stayed up without straps, no small feat for a dress that didn’t have boobs to cling to. 

It was perfect. 

Though I knew better, I looked like I was about to go out on a first date. Or maybe just a hot date. But I looked like I was about to go out and get lucky, and that whoever I was with was worth it, and that I was worth it. 

From head to toe, I looked hot. My legs disappeared into my dress and revealed just enough where even I wondered what was up there. My heels were worth every penny, and made my legs–and ass–tight. I was sexy. I felt sexy. 

And since I knew my new neighbor was out to dinner with his friends, and was spooked by me anyway, I could use my own balcony. You know, the one normally for boys only. 

The sun was low enough on the horizon that I knew I’d only be out there for twenty minutes or so before it set, but I also didn’t want to stay inside until dark and miss the transformation. That would be the safe thing to do: to hide in my townhouse until no one could see how cute I looked. 

But “the safe thing” and “the fun thing” were different, at least tonight. And the fun thing even had some safety built in since I had no neighbors. 

I slid my door open and stepped out onto my balcony. The Boy Porch. And my heels made a sound on the deck that made it clear it was not a boy walking around. 

I knew there was no one below me, but if there was, they would see right up my dress. I also knew there was no one to my left or my right; if there was, they would have seen a suddenly confident young woman in a sexy dress walk all the way to the balcony, lean over it with her shoulders, stick her ass out, and look like she could be taken from behind.

Good God, where was my mind? I was performing for an audience that wasn’t there because it felt good. It felt amazing to be outside, watching the sky turn red, pink, and purple, all at the same time. It felt amazing to feel the cool evening air touch whatever fabric my panties were made out of, because the air went right through them and I felt just as exposed as I was in the bikini earlier. 

I shifted my hips until I found a comfortable way to lean, and I felt myself charge up as the sun got lower and lower in the sky. 

Soon it was just a bright wink right at the horizon, and then it was gone. 

I was standing outside on a suddenly chilly night, dressed for a hot date, and the closest I could come was by myself, in the house, with some kind of toy and some videos I’d find online. 

Some cute femboy with her hung friend. Some hottie in lingerie riding a dildo while her dick flopped all over. Some anime cosplay transgirl with a mask on, rolling her eyes as some guy wearing a GoPro plowed into her and she moaned out a climax. 

I’d be by myself, but I’d imagine myself feeling what she was feeling, whoever “she” ended up being. 

And before I could do anything, before I could move back towards the house, the lights turned on in 284. 

I froze. 

I shouldn’t have done that. I probably only had a few seconds, but a few seconds would have been plenty of time to run–even in heels–back to my own door. But instead, I froze. 

Then the sliding glass door of 284 behind me opened, and it was too late. 

I was afraid to turn around, but I didn’t hear voices, so I figured Dustin was by himself. But the problem was that I was leaning on my balcony, basically showing my ass to whoever was behind me. This wasn’t a problem when no one was behind me, but it was a big problem when there was. 

“Samantha? Is that you?”

I shouldn’t have been nervous, but I was. I had already talked to the guy. He knew me as Samantha already. And I was actually wearing less clothing when I first talked to him. But for some reason, I felt nervous. 

“Back from dinner already?” I said, half turning around.

“Ah, kind of. I never went.”

Shit. Had he been inside this whole time, watching me through the window? 

“No? You look dressed for it.” 

He was in a dress shirt, nice pants, and very expensive-looking brown leather boots. 

“I was the only one without a date,” he said, shutting the door behind him and walking out to the end of his balcony. “I didn’t feel like being a seventh wheel. It’s fine. I’ll catch up with everyone tomorrow.”

“At the lake.”

“Yes, at the lake. You know my schedule better than I do, considering we only met a few hours ago.” 

He leaned on his balcony the same way I was leaning on mine. I never liked how the upstairs balconies flared out on the sides; yes, it meant people could put grills and potted plants and tiki torches out of the main sitting area, but there wasn’t a ton of space between everyone’s balconies. In fact, you could reach out and touch someone on the next balcony, and it was entirely possible to jump between them safely if you were athletic enough. 

“You only had two things on your schedule,” I said. “I didn’t have any on mine. Remembering two things is easy.”

“Well, nice night,” he said. “Looks like we’re both dressed up for something we’re not going to.”

“Um, yeah. Guess so. I was out here just to watch the sunset. I was about to call it a night.”

“Already?” He looked at his wrist. “I thought you said you didn’t have anything on your schedule?” 

“Plans change. I’ve got to get up early tomorrow.” 

I wasn’t lying. I could go inside and set my alarm early. I had nothing to do after that, but he didn’t need to know that. I was kicking myself for not ducking back inside after his lights turned on. 

It was much more fun pretending I had an audience. Actually having one was nerve wracking. 

But why? He was easy enough to talk to, and I was comfortable enough with my sexuality to admit he was good looking. But that was as far as it needed to go: he thought he was talking to a girl, not someone who could lift their skirt and then outduel him. Girls couldn’t do that. 

“Enjoy the lake,” I said, turning around and enjoying the sound my heels made as I walked away.

“Night, Samantha,” he said, and I slid my door shut. 

Back in the relative safety of my place, I needed to come up with something to do where I could keep my skirt on. I didn’t want to still be thinking about him, and I didn’t want to go to bed early. Although I could go to bed and spend a little quality time with myself to work off the sexual tension that I built up all fucking day, I’d probably be doing it with a cluttered mind. Dustin would be in there, right next door. I had already realized he had probably been looking when I didn’t know it; would he be listening without me knowing too? Would I be getting myself off with an audience who had his ear pressed against the wall?

I needed a clearer head, and by the time I got to the kitchen and saw my little bluetooth speaker on my kitchen counter, I knew how I was going to spend my time.

I picked a slow jazz playlist, and slinked around downstairs. The dress, the heels, the all-day validation that I looked the girliest I’d ever looked: all of it seemed classy and…right. The jazz seemed to fit. Classy girls listen to jazz, don’t they? Don’t they go out to jazz clubs when they wear a dress like mine? 

I ran my legs against each other as the piano played. I ran my hands down my thighs as the rumbly bass finished its solo. I felt the drum rhythm in my entire body, especially the places that stuck out a little. 

My nipples tingled. 

My crotch quivered. 

I sat at the kitchen island in a high stool, drumming my fingers on the counter in beat with the drums. I knew the song but couldn’t place it: piano, bass, drums, trumpet, and…I couldn’t place the other percussion instrument. It wasn’t always in time with the rest of the piece, and it was occasionally offbeat enough to be distracting. 

Then the song ended, but the beat went on. 

Wait. So that wasn’t a beat. It was something from upstairs. A tapping sound. On glass?

I cautiously went upstairs, and when I got to my sliding glass door, there was Dustin, looking a little embarrassed. 

“Hi,” he said sheepishly when I slid the door open. “So it looks like I may have locked myself out earlier. I have the keycode to get in the front, but can I go through your place?”

“Of course,” I said. “Did…you jump across the balconies?”

“I had to,” he said, stepping into my townhouse. “It’s too far to jump down, but I didn’t have any other choice.” 

I led him downstairs, and the music got louder, until we were in my kitchen and he was looking around, trying to make it look like he wasn’t looking around. 

“Nice,” he said. “You like jazz? I love it.”

“It’s good,” I said. “I felt like listening to it tonight for some reason.” 

Because it made me feel like a classy young lady, is what I didn’t say. 

“The place we were going to go tonight for dinner apparently had a country band playing downstairs,” he said, making a disappointed face. “I’m glad I skipped it.” He looked at me as if there was more. 

He did not say more. 

“Here, I’ve got an idea,” he said, holding out his hand. “One dance, then I’ll leave you alone for the night since you have to get up early.” 

“Wait, what?”

Did he just ask me to dance? In my own house? 

“One dance,” he said. “Why not? We’re both dressed for it. You look great, I look passable. It’d be a shame to waste it. We’ll pretend we went out.”

I did not want to dance with him. 

Actually, that was a lie. I did, but I didn’t want to admit it, even to myself. And he did say that I looked great…

The song ended and we stared at one another awkwardly as he waited for my answer. 

The answer I didn’t want to say. 

Please don’t be a slow song, please don’t be a slow song, please don’t be a slow song…

It was a slow song. He held out his hand again, and this time I took it. 

He held my left hand with his right, then put the other hand on my waist. I put my free hand on his shoulder. 

Was that right? 

Before long, he was swaying me. His hand was pressed firmly against my hip, the hip that my dress exaggerated. 

The hip that I pressed into him. 

“There you go!” he said, and he dipped me without warning.

“Oh!” was all I could think to say, and then I was back up again, head spinning. 

Was I even a dancer? I could move my body, and I could definitely move it if someone else was leading, and Dustin was easy to follow. 

And he smelled pretty good. 

And he was holding me tighter…

And we were definitely closer than we were a moment ago. 

I wasn’t even hearing the music anymore. I was feeling it, and all I could think was “if only.” 

If only this could happen. 

If only something like this could always happen. 

If only I could know ahead of time who would want someone like me, before unleashing the surprise that gave me away.

If only…

My panties may have been doing a good job keeping me constrained, and my dress may have been good at hiding a little bulge, but if he pulled me any closer, he’d have to notice that he was dancing with someone who brought a little extra. There was no way to keep someone from feeling an erection pressing into their body. I had to hope he didn’t pull me closer.  

Then he pulled me closer.

I felt myself melt against him, and I felt our bodies crash together…

…and I felt him stiffen.

I don’t mean “down there.” I mean, his arms and body stiffened up. Like he had just learned something he wasn’t expecting to learn and it made him suddenly tense. 

It was done. I could feel it. 

If only.

I backed away and looked at him. “I’m sorry,” I said. “You have to go.” 

“I do?” he said. “May I ask why?”

“You know why,” I said. “This…can’t happen.” 

“The rest of the song? We can pick a new one.” 

“No,” I sighed. “This. All of this. It can’t go anywhere.” 

“Of course it can,” he said. “I felt you. I thought you wanted it.”

“You…felt me?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Pressing into me while we danced. You know. You were…I could feel you.” 

“I’m so embarrassed,” I said. This time I knew I wasn’t red enough to cover my blushing. 

“I thought that meant you wanted it too,” he said.  

What did he mean, wanted it too?

“So you wanted it? Wanted me?”

“Um, yes,” he said, like it was obvious. “I did get to see you in a bikini earlier. Which, great bikini, by the way.” 

“You’ve known this whole time?”

“I’ve known this whole time.”

“And you didn’t run screaming?”

“Why would I do that?” 

“I…don’t know. Because it’s…different.” 

“So what?” 

He asked it like he wanted an answer. And I didn’t have one. 

“You saw all of me earlier, and you still wanted me? Not because I’m some exotic version of Danielle?”

He laughed and took me as if we were going to dance again. He clasped my hands. I couldn’t hide that I was trembling. 

“You are not some exotic version of Danielle,” he said. “You look like her. She was gorgeous. You’re gorgeous. But she was a bitch, and you’re not.” 

“So I’m a less bitchy version of Danielle with a little extra?”

“If you say so.” 

Another slow song began to play, and then his lips were on mine, and I let them stay there. 

If only. 

I don’t know how long we were like that, faces pressed together, him holding me around the waist. Our lips were parted, and we worked our tongues against one another. And then he pulled his face away but not his body.

“We don’t have to do anything else,” he said. “If you’re not…oh, hey, what’s happening here?”

At that moment, the underwear that I was so proud of, the underwear that had kept me from bursting out of my own body and giving everything away, decided to let me down. 

I started to get hard, and I stabbed him right in the groin with my semi-hard…I didn’t even want to think about it. The whole day I had been hiding from my horniness, and there was nowhere left to hide; it took over and made it very clear that one thing was on my mind. One very obvious thing. 

He looked down between us at the way my dress was sticking out a little. 

His pants looked the same way. 

He was hard too. Even being stabbed with a girldick, he was still turned on. 

If only? 

It was. 

We kissed the whole way up the stairs, leaving his shirt halfway up. One heel came off in the upstairs hallway, the other at my bedroom door. He lifted my dress over my head as I worked his belt buckle, and his pants fell to the floor as he flung my dress into the corner. 

Both of us stood there in the moonlight, standing in our underwear, and then at the same time, we reached for one another’s waistbands and down they went. 

We were completely naked. Totally exposed to one another.

In the darkness I could not tell how big he was, but it didn’t matter: he grabbed me and gave me a long stroke up my whole shaft, and he didn’t stop. 

I reached down and did the same to him. 

He was already stiff, and he had every inch between his legs that I had between mine. There was nothing to be self-conscious about at all. And soon we were passionately kissing, stroking one another off with our hands, and it was perfect. 

I grabbed him by his cock and led him to my desk, where I kept my lube that I used during my “research” sessions. I pressed it into his hand and he quickly squeezed some into his hand, working some over his shaft while he teased me with one lubed finger. 

I had never had anyone do that before. Never in my life had someone else gotten to touch me like that, and my head was reeling, like he had just dipped me again while dancing. I felt myself tense up as he worked his finger inside me just a little, and heard him whisper “relax,” and I melted again. 

I braced myself on my desk as he worked a finger in and out of me, making me weak in the knees, feeling myself get harder and harder as he stroked himself in time with what he was doing to me. 

He worked a second finger inside of me and I gasped, hearing myself start to breathe heavily, almost in time with his thrusts. 

He was working magic inside of me, coaxing moans out of me that I never knew I could make. I was completely lost to how good it felt, to how there was a building pleasure inside of me that did not seem to ever end. It just grew and grew and had nowhere to go, so it grew some more. 

I could barely stand, and Dustin sensed it, because just like when dancing, he was easy to follow. He withdrew his fingers and spun me around so I faced away from him, and then I felt him working the tip of his erection right where his fingers just were, and I wanted him to just let it go; I wanted him to just let me have it. I felt empty without his fingers doing what they had done, and I was shaking. 

I could feel my girldick, heavy and ready, bouncing between my legs as he got my hips into position, and then slid in. 

I gasped as the head went in. It was thicker than his fingers, thicker than anything that had ever been inside of me, and it surprised me with a shock of pain, but that initial burst of pain went away almost instantly and was replaced by the swelling feeling again, and he slowly brought his whole length in and out, dragging it out in a teasing way, making me feel completely full and ready to lose my mind. 

It was agony. Beautiful, wonderful agony, and I was so lost in it that I became aware I was moaning again and had no idea when I had started.

“This is so damn hot,” he breathed in my ear, and he put his hands on my hips, and began going faster.

No, he put a hand on my hip, and with his other hand he reached around and began stroking me.

The very thing I was afraid of, to have someone so terrified of what I had between my legs, that they wouldn’t be able to have sex, and yet here we were: I was being fucked from behind by a guy who thought I was hot, lead me in a dance, and was now leading me in other ways and wasn’t the least bit intimidated by it. 

I did not want him to stop.

He began pumping more, and stroking harder, and that swelling feeling inside of me started to feel different. It started to feel familiar, like I was about to go as far as I was capable of going, and it would only end one way.

And for as much as I wanted to cum, badly needed it the whole day, I did not want this to end, and I reached down and held his hand still. 

“Not yet,” I breathed, trying to catch my breath.

He nodded and kissed my neck, then did it again, and then he walked me to my bed, where he laid me down on my back.

He spread my legs open, and worked himself back in, and this time I was as helpless as I’ve ever been, laying on my back with my legs wide open, taking a big dick and watching my own hard cock bounce in time with his thrusts. 

I stayed hard the whole time, and he stopped stroking me, instead grabbing my knees and holding me wide open for him.

I wanted it to keep going, and I bought us a few minutes, but I was too close to the edge, and I think Dustin knew it. He was bringing me to the brink, and it was torture because I didn’t want it to end, but I wanted what I was feeling to go where it needed to go, and he was going faster, and faster, and faster…

…and I couldn’t take it any longer, and I watched as I started to spurt while he fucked me. I didn’t even touch myself, and I was gushing over and over and over again, spraying cum on my chest, on my nipples, and in my belly button. I must have spurted a dozen times before it started to slow down, and once it did, my cock fell against my abdomen and stayed there, immediately starting to get soft.

Dustin pumped me for another minute, then gasped “I’m cumming too!” and pulled out right before he started cumming all over my cock.

I was spent. 

I looked down at the mess all over me, and then my gaze went up to meet his. He was rubbing my knees, my legs still spread open, and he was smiling. 

“You are way hotter than Danielle,” he grinned. 

“I don’t think I can walk for a while,” I said.

We stayed like that, the two of us, and I felt him running his hands all over my legs as our breathing calmed. Eventually everything was back how it was, only there was some electricity to the way we were looking at each other.  

“Well Samantha,” he said, settling down next to me on my bed. “If I told you there was a lake party tomorrow and you could wear a bikini, and I didn’t feel like being the only one without a date again, what would you say?” 

“Are you asking me out, Dustin?” 

He reached between my legs and started working our cum all over me, using it as lube, and I could feel myself start to get hard right away.

He wasn’t intimidated by it at all. He wasn’t intimidated by me at all. It was the most normal thing in the world to reach between your new lover’s legs and jerk their pretty dick off. It was normal. I was normal.

I wanted to cry, but it was starting to feel too good, and I knew what I wanted to focus on.

“Um, what are you doing?” I teased, but I kept my legs open for him.

“I’m influencing your answer,” he said.

It took another hour for me to answer him. It was an answer I always wanted to give, yet one I didn’t think I’d ever give.

Which was ‘yes,’ by the way. Eventually.

But first it was ‘oh God,’ ‘just like that,’ ‘faster,’ and ‘don’t stop.’
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If I got fifteen minutes of work done the entire day, I’d be shocked. 

Not just because it was Friday. Most Fridays, I’d get at least three reports done, even if I had to go chase after people for their data. But not this Friday. And it wasn’t because the sales team was offsite and no one expected their report. It wasn’t because the quarterly results were way above projections and a lot of other people were out of the office celebrating the bonuses they assumed they’d get.

No, I got nothing done because I was too busy concentrating on Evan. 

Evan, my neighbor, who lived in one of the upstairs apartments. 

Evan, the big black linebacker who worked in IT.

Evan the hot linebacker who said I was pretty. Who spun me in a circle in the hallway on his way to the airport and said he’d see me Friday. 

Evan who saw me at four in the morning in a little schoolgirl outfit and who kissed me right on the lips. 

You know. That Evan. The one who wanted me and the one who I suddenly wanted because he wanted me. 

He wanted the me that he saw, at least. The one in the skirt. Not the one at work on a Friday with short brown hair, black Guy Pants, a white dress shirt, and the same clunky black shoes I wore all week.

No, the one in the long, brown wig. The one in the short, short (short) skirt, the one in the thigh-high socks, the one who smelled like mango. Not the one who went by “Brian” at work, but the one who went by “Brielle” whenever he could. 

I relived the story so many times per day, ever since it happened on Tuesday morning. But sure, I’ll go over it again. It’s worth it. 

I had a hard time falling asleep on Monday night, mainly because my air conditioner broke and I had wanted to sleep like a girl. So that meant leaving my wig on, except it was hot. So that was the first night I tried a little experiment: I did my nails–fingers and toes–and then slipped into a pink cami and a pair of pink satin panties. Maybe I wasn’t fully Brielle because I wasn’t sleeping in long, luxurious hair, but I sure as hell wasn’t Brian. 

I had slept badly. It was hot, my window fan did nothing, and I kept waking up with erections because of the satin panties. So partway through the night I changed into cotton panties and that worked well enough for me to at least sleep for a few hours at a time. 

Eventually, at 4:08 in the morning, the city noise became too distracting, the humidity wasn’t going away, and the pulsating want between my legs was too much to ignore. I got out of bed, slipped my favorite wig over my head, put on the skimpiest schoolgirl outfit I had, and sat in front of my fan while I did my makeup. 

By 4:30 I was pacing around my apartment and needing to get something out of my system. I was stir-crazy. I felt like I had been cooped up for too long, felt like I needed to let out a girly, primal scream, and none of it was possible. I couldn’t even wear heels without waking my downstairs neighbors. So I did what any desperately horny, girled-up sissy would do, and I walked out on my little balcony that overlooked 29th Street. 

It wasn’t a total exhibitionist thing. Across the street was a warehouse, and unless someone was awake in 5A and sitting on their balcony, no one could see me. So it was safe. 

After poking my head out to confirm that the older guy in 5A wasn’t out on his balcony, I stepped outside, put on my heels, and pranced around in the heat wearing practically nothing. 

I could feel the sweat dripping down my neck, down my spine, and right between my cheeks. But I did not want to stop. I leaned over the balcony to see the street below. I leaned over the side to see what was happening on Frederick Avenue. I sat in my chair and crossed my legs, then got up, and then I did everything all over again. 

At one point I grabbed the metal support pole in the center of my balcony and I straddled it while standing. Despite the heat, the metal pole felt cool on my inner thighs. Then I held on and gently rode up and down against the pole, feeling myself swell in my underwear. 

I had fought a full-on erection the whole night and was past the point of horniness, but the problem was that if I took care of myself, if I gave myself a few tugs and climaxed and cleaned myself up, that was pretty much it for dressing like a girl. Once I orgasmed, I found it hard to stay in girl clothes. 

So rather than grind myself against the metal pole because I was going to go all the way with it, I did it because it felt good. 

And that’s when I heard the very discreet, almost silent cough somewhere near me. 

Not from someone’s bedroom, but near me. As in, not far from where I was, outside. 

I froze, and looked to my right. 5A was not on his balcony, but when I slightly raised my head to look at 6A, I felt my stomach give out. 

Evan. Evan lived in 6A, and he was out on his balcony, drinking a mug of coffee (how had I not smelled that?) and was leaning over.

With a view of me grinding against a metal support pole that held my balcony up. 

Here were the thoughts I remember thinking when I saw that he could see me:

My life is over.

Can he actually see me? Yes, he can. 

Is he going to say anything? 

What are the odds he thinks I have a girl over? 

And by the time I had all of those thoughts, he glanced down in my direction again, and took a long, loud slurp of coffee. As if he wanted me to notice that he was looking. 

I did not take the bait. Instead, I backed away from the metal pole and slung my leg through my open bedroom window, throwing myself the rest of the way. I landed on the floor and quickly unstrapped my heels. 

Well, that was it. My secret was out. I could no longer look at him in the stairwell, or in the mailroom. I could no longer say “what’s up?” in the laundry room, as he’d wonder if the basket I carried with me was full of panties and skirts. He’d never take me seriously again. He knew I was a sissy. 

He’d out me to his friends, he’d out me to the other tenants, and this is how I’d discover my landlord Earl was a big transphobe and homophobe and lifephobe, and he’d throw me out, and I’d have to live on the streets and suck dick for food. 

So it was over. Like, really over. I’d never have an excuse good enough to explain it. My little hobby. The second life I led in my free time, and had since my last year of college. Three years of playing a perfect game of hide-and-seek where I was never found, and then this had to happen. 

As I sat on my bedroom floor feeling sorry for myself, there was a knock on my apartment door. 

A soft knock, but it was there. 

And unless there were multiple people in the building who were also awake before sunrise, that knock was from the hand of one person, and one person only. 

Of course I didn’t answer it. I sat on my floor and sweated. From heat, from nervousness, from fear. Whatever. I was a sweaty mess and could feel my body winding down, going from “horny enough to hump a support pole in full view of the public” to “please don’t ruin my life” in about thirty seconds. 

The knocks did not stop, and I could swear I heard a voice, but I couldn’t make out what it was saying. And from my open bedroom door, I could see something slip under my door. Like a letter or something. 

With my heels off, I could tiptoe to the front door and see what it was. It wasn’t a letter, just an ordinary piece of paper that someone had written on. I picked it up, hoping that whoever was knocking couldn’t see my shadow from under the door. On it was written:

I saw you, girlie. 

Trust me. I won’t say anything.

Evan

And then under that he had scribbled his phone number. 

Was my life not over? Was there a disaster cloud looming, ready to hit me with its lightning, but then everything cleared like fog and things were normal again? 

I read the note over again and flipped the paper, expecting to see something written on the other side. There was nothing. Except…

…why did he include his phone number? Did he want to talk about it? Or did he want to blackmail me? Why was my mind working overtime on the worst possible circumstances? I paced around my apartment, still in my tiniest schoolgirl getup, only this time I could do it silently since I was in bare feet. I had lost about three or four inches in the process, and I felt small, even though I was at my normal height. I felt fragile. I felt like I was at the mercy of whoever was pacing outside my apartment door, because I could absolutely see a shadow every now and then as I stared at the crack under my front door. 

And that’s when another piece of paper slipped under. 

For the second time that morning–and it wasn’t even officially morning yet, not how people normally think of it–I couldn’t move. I didn’t have to. I could read it from where I stood:

We should talk. 

And then underneath he had written his phone number again. 

Since I wasn’t answering the door, he clearly he wanted me to write him. But why? Was he into people like me? What even was I? And why was I not instantly flattered that someone wanted me? 

When you had two identities and it was clear no one wanted to date the first, wouldn’t you be thrilled someone wanted the second one? 

And yet I was hesitant. Scared. Because no matter how I was dressed, I felt like a fraud. Maybe as Brielle I was a sexy-feeling fraud, but I don’t know that I was sexy looking unless I had…well, someone else’s approval. Someone saying something positive, or doing something positive. 

But that was this. Maybe.

It could have been, and all I needed to do to find out was open the door. Where there was a big, strong guy who had seen me dry-humping a pole in a tiny skirt a few minutes earlier. 

So I did what anyone who was still thinking with what was between their legs.

I walked silently to the door, and I put my hand on the doorknob, and I opened it. 

I had stood near Evan a few times in the building: getting mail, in the laundry room, or just coincidentally getting home around the same time from wherever we had been. And like I said, I felt smaller since taking off my heels. But I felt really small without my heels while standing near Evan. 

He smiled a huge smile when I opened the door. 

“I don’t know why you’re up this early,” he said, “but I like it.” 

I felt myself blush, badly. 

“I didn’t know I had a hot neighbor,” he said.

“I’m...not sure you do,” I said. Did he recognize me? Did he know what he was doing?

“Sure I do,” he said, looking me up and down. “You never know what people are into, amirite?”

He probably did know. He knew and didn’t seem to care. 

“No,” I said, almost whispering. “You don’t know what they’re into.” 

“You can have people live right on top of each other and never know what they have in common. Can I get a good look at you?” 

I stepped out of my doorway and into the hallway. He held out his hand, and I don’t know why, but I took it. He spun me around, effortlessly, right there. I could feel him inspecting me, looking at my body, and I could almost feel what he was thinking. 

What I knew he was thinking. 

What I hoped he was thinking. 

“You got a name?”

“Bri…Brielle,” I said.

“Brielle. Nice.” 

He pulled me close, and I smelled him. He smelled clean, musky, like he just got out of the woods. He held me to him and I felt my legs start to shake.

“Careful, girlie,” he said in a deep voice that rumbled through my whole body. “I got you.”

And I heard myself yelp, and I gulped, and I felt myself twitch in my panties, and as soon as I did, he reached one hand between my legs and gave me a little playful pinch. 

And with one hand giving my little girly nub a pinch, he leaned down and kissed me, right on the lips. 

I almost came right in the hallway. It wouldn’t have gone anywhere, as it would have made a mess in my panties and that was it. But still, I almost lost control of my body and came. 

“How about you and I spend Friday together, when I get back?” he said. “Would you like that, Brielle?” 

“Yes,” I had whispered. “Yes.” 

“Good,” he said, pushing me away. He held me at arm’s length and looked me up and down, giving the hem of my skirt a little playful flick. “I’d like that too. But now,” and he grabbed his backpack from the floor and slung it over one shoulder, “now I have to get to the airport.”

And with a pat on the backside that made my entire body vibrate, he walked to the staircase, and was gone.  

And that was all I had thought about ever since. All day Tuesday. All day Wednesday. All day and all night Thursday. And now all day Friday. That smell, that spin, that feeling of being examined, and my God, that pinch. 

Like I said, if I got fifteen minutes of work done, I’d be cocked.

Shocked. I’d be shocked.

Oh, man. 5 o’clock could not come fast enough. 

Come fast enough? 

Yikes. I was in rough shape.   
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The elevator was hot. The street was hot. The subway was Hell. The sidewalk was shimmering. The building’s door was stuck, the stairwell was sweltering, and my apartment felt like I could grill a hot dog right on my stovetop without turning it on. 

You’d think that would be enough to get me out of the mood, but no. It was worse. Because in the elevator there were three young women in skirts, and I wanted the skirts. On the street there were some young men going to play basketball and they had already taken their shirts off, and their abs were defined and glistening and I wanted to drag my fingers across them. On the subway the guy across from me had his legs spread a little bit and he must have been packing a mammoth cock in there, and that made me think of hot, sweaty dick the whole ride.

Ride.

By the time I got home I was throbbing in my pants, and I was in terrible, terrible shape. I was dripping with sweat when I shut my door behind me, and while I was glad to read the note that Nick the building superintendent fixed the air conditioner, he was also too cheap to turn it on and have it run when I wasn’t there. I would have at least 45 minutes until the living room would be cooled down enough. 

And I also knew I needed to keep myself in check. Hot day behind me? Hot night ahead of me? I needed a cold bath, which I started on as soon as I set my AC for High Cool, Level 7. 

The bathroom felt like a sauna when I first got in, but after the tub filled with cool water and I had taken all of my clothes off, it started to feel comfortable. 

I stared down between my legs at my little semi-soft dick. I could almost detect my pulse in it, as it seemed to bounce, ever so slightly, in time with my heartbeat. Which was rapid at first, and by the time the bath water was high enough, it had slowed.

And I knew as soon as I got into the tub, it would shrivel and get small. It would stop feeling so hot, and I wouldn’t be dripping any more precum.

Good.

I reached down to my tip and gathered a little bit of precum, which I brought to my lips. It was slick, and a little sweet. I had never had real cum in my mouth before; this was as close as I’d ever gotten. 

Would I ever get closer? Would I get closer tonight? Wasn’t that the plan? Evan had pinched my little bulge and patted me on the ass. He kissed me, and I was too shocked to do anything about it; you don’t do that unless you want the person you do it to. Or you do it to torture them and lead them on, and I was most definitely lead on.

I slipped my feet into the cold water and gasped. I lowered myself down to my knees and was already shivering, and tried to work up the courage to go all the way in.

Turned out that I didn’t have to, because my knee slipped on a little bit of shower curtain and I fell forward, splashing my whole body and sending water everywhere. 

I felt myself shrivel in defense of the icy cold water, and went in the rest of the way, sitting with my back to the wall and my legs straight out in front of me. 

I was freezing, my balls had been pulled almost all the way into my body, and my penis, which had been twitching with want moments earlier, was as small as I’d ever seen it.

I needed that. Not only to cool myself down and stop the raging horniness, but I needed everything to get as small as possible so I could feel as girly as I could. 

Three years of secretly dressing in college, a year of being able to do it on my own in my very own apartment, and even though I was far too scared to involve other people, Evan somehow enters my life and takes care of everything for me. 

When I couldn’t take the cold water any more, and when I felt that I was able to walk around and get ready without losing my mind with the need to cum, I pulled myself out of the tub. I stayed small.

Good. 

I sat on the edge of my tub, drained some of the cold water out, and ran the warm water. I needed to shave my legs.

Well, no I didn’t. I had shaved them every night that week. I had needed something to do that was fun, and flirty, and feminine, and I settled on shaving my legs. 

It worked all week; I felt like I was doing this for real, whatever “this” ended up being. I ran my hands over my legs, and they felt covered in goosebumps. But was I also feeling some leg fuzz? Was I also feeling some prickly hair? I couldn’t risk it. Who knows what Evan would want to touch, but whatever it was, it needed to be smooth. 

It shouldn’t have mattered that I was using a pink razor, but somehow it did. I tried doing my legs with a men’s sport razor (three blades! Triple action!) but it made me feel like I was cheating. I smelled too much like a men’s gym bag when I was done, and I needed to shower again. That was the last time I made that mistake, so it was pink razors all the way.

I had no idea how much time I had to get ready. I didn’t even know what we were doing. Was Evan taking me out? Was he coming down to my place? Was I going up to his? How do I even get dressed for this? How do you choose an outfit if you’re only thinking with one body part, and it’s not a body part you even feel is necessary for the kind of night you want?

I let the water drain all the way out of the tub and ran my hands over my once-again smooth legs. I thought about him admiring my legs, grabbing my ass. I thought of all the outfits I could wear, all the different signals that each one could send. 

I decided it might be fun to flirt a little bit. I did my fingernails and toenails in a bright pink, and waited for them to dry. I still didn’t know what to wear, but I could tease Evan a little, keep my good feelings going, and try and get a little information out of him for what he had in mind for the night.

On went my nice long, brown wig. I slipped into a pair of black lace panties that hugged my cheeks and hips, really accentuating the bottom of my ass. And I slid into a pair of semi-opaque black thigh high stockings, put on a lacy black tank top, and stood in front of a mirror to snap a few body-length photos that I could send to him.  

It was the classic mirror selfie. I held my phone to the mirror, turned around to show off my ass, and took a few photos. I picked the best-looking one, and sent it off to him. Trying to pick out what to wear, I said to him. 

Before I could delete the unused photos from my phone, he replied with a fire emoji. Then he wrote Just wear that. 

But then it got worse. 

I’m about to disappoint you, he wrote.

Oh, no. 

He was kidding. Right? He wasn’t actually turned on by this. It was all a joke. A big joke only he was in on. I let myself get excited for a whole week for nothing.

Or worse. He was still in whatever city he flew to, wasn’t going to be around tonight at all, and was going to leave me on my own after I built this up the whole week.

I spent all this time, and for what? I had my worst week at work, I couldn’t focus on anything, and now, after bathing, shaving, and starting to get sexy, I would get hit with something that would end my night before it began and I’d go right back to tiptoeing around my own apartment before cumming on my own. I’d never move on from humping a pole. 

I am going to be late getting home. New software. It’s not going well. 

Oh. 

So I didn’t humiliate myself and get myself worked up for nothing?

That was a fun photo, he wrote. Send me another one? From the front this time. Let me know what I’m missing.

My heart pounded as I read it. He did want me. He did want to see me. He may be late, but he was serious. He is serious. 

I needed an idea. 

I grabbed a stool from my kitchen and parked it right in front of the mirror. I sat on it and let my legs drop to the side, revealing the alluring V of my crotch. There was something hidden in the lacy bulge of my panties, and I placed my pink-nailed hand right on my abdomen, pointing down to my crotch with one finger. 

I got another few fire emojis back. 

I’m not going to be able to concentrate on my work if you keep sending me these kinds of photos, he wrote. 

I sent him the shrugging emoji back. 

I have to get to the server room for a little while, he wrote. Why don’t you find something sexy to wear and send me something a little spicier? It’ll help me work faster…

How spicy? I wrote. 

How about you show me what that pretty mouth of yours is going to do to me later on? You have a dildo? Put on something hot and show me how far you can get something in your mouth…. 

I don’t have one, I wrote back.

You don’t? he wrote. Well then go get one. That’s your first job. And I want a photo of you doing it. 

Oh, no. This night was going to be very different than I first thought. 

So why was I still turned on by it? 

Where do I even go? I wrote back. 

Bad Kitty, on Third Ave, he wrote back. Gotta go, and then he sent the blowing kiss emoji. 

And that’s how, fifteen minutes later, I found myself on the street, dressed as a girl in a black skater skirt and a black halter top, walking to sex store to buy a dildo. 
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Of course I had a dildo. What kind of sissy didn’t have a dildo? The problem was…

…it was black. And, uh, large.

Too large for my throat.

And too large for any part of me, as I had never been able to see if I could ride it without needing to stop because of the pain. I just wasn’t experienced enough. 

I couldn’t send Evan a picture of me struggling to suck off a thick, black dildo. Could I? No, I couldn’t. 

Did I want to let him know I already had a curiosity for giant dicks? For big, thick, swinging dicks that were way bigger than mine? 

I could not do that. And so I had lied. 

Except how bad could this be? Bad Kitty was only a short walk from my place, our building. And if he was stuck at work, I couldn’t just sit in my apartment and risk getting hornier than I had been, and I couldn’t risk being so bored and so desperate that I just played with myself and came. Not if I was this close to having a real encounter with a real man who wanted a real…whatever I was. 

No, an errand dressed all girly before it got dark was fine with me. Especially because it was still light enough outside for me to hide behind a pair of sunglasses, and I could still wear a mask from COVID to cover my face. 

It was a cute mask, at least. All black, with a little baby blue butterfly to one side of my chin. It totally did not match the rest of my outfit, but that didn’t matter; I could go outside in stealth mode and do my slutty little errand. 

Which started off pretty fun, if I was being honest. The walk down my street was just that: a walk. Nothing was out of the ordinary, and nothing bad happened. 

When I turned onto Frederick Avenue, I was aware that I was getting some stares. Mostly from guys in suits walking around after working late at the office, though  got a few sideways glances from women. And I did catch a large Latino guy poking his friend so he could watch me as I walked by them. They both exaggeratedly fanned themselves with their hands and I pretended not to notice. 

It was nice to be noticed, though, even if they only saw my body and not my face. But that was a good sign if someone other than Evan wanted me, right?

The same thing played out on every block I walked. On Monroe Avenue I walked right by some people having an early dinner at a cafe’s outdoor seating area, right on the sidewalk. And that blonde girl totally smacked her boyfriend on the arm after he tried to secretly watch me walk by but failed miserably. 

When I got to Third Avenue, I felt lighter on my feet, since I had gotten attention, it made me feel good, and I stayed safe the whole time. 

There wouldn’t be any more attention, though, for a little while at least. I had gotten to Bad Kitty and stared at the pink sign above the dark door. There were no windows, and I didn’t know what would be waiting for me inside. 
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Bad Kitty was loud. Pulsing, loud music with a bass that you could feel through your whole body. Like it was shaking sense into you. I was hoping I could get in and get out quickly, but it was bright. Garishly bright. Overlit? Was that a thing? 

The front of the store was all outfits, mostly for strippers. I ran my hands through one of the racks just so I could have something to do while figuring out where the sex toys were, and I felt overdressed compared to everything on the hangers. 

Blue glittery bikinis that covered almost nothing. A black club dress that was almost totally see-through. A yellow cocktail dress with no sides, and a long string that I couldn’t figure out how to use. Did it even go with that dress? I felt almost elegant compared to what I was seeing. 

“Can I help you, hun?” a sweet-sounding voice said right next to me. The music was so loud I never heard her sneak up on me. She was maybe in her fifties, with very tanned, leathery skin, a fake blonde wig, and she was wearing a tight dress that was a shimmery blue/gold, like a mermaid. 

“Um, just browsing, thanks,” I said.

“Just browsing?” she repeated. 

“Yes,” I said. 

She put a few things back on the rack in front of me, in no order that I could figure out. Just randomly hung some things back up, one white, and one pink. 

“Toys are off to the right, DVDs to the left, and the video booths are in the back,” she said, and she walked off. 

She was barefoot. Maybe that was why I didn’t hear her. But who goes barefoot in a sex store? 

There were a couple people keeping to themselves throughout the store; does everyone who goes to a sex store have to pretend to be looking at something else? 

I had a job, though. Evan told me to get a dildo and take a pic, and I did not want this job to take too long. If he got off work, I did not want him waiting. 

I stopped pretending to look at stripper clothes and I walked to where the woman told me the toys were. 

There were handcuffs, fake mouths, fake asses, fake pussies, but no dildos. There were handcuffs, little pink vibrators, leather bikinis, chokers, masks, and nothing that looked like a penis.

Until I got to the next aisle, where there were cocks everywhere. Little, huge, pink, red, vibrating, non-vibrating. Ones that looked like popsicles, big black ones, clear ones, ones that were realistic, ones that looked like they were molded from a horse, or a dragon, or a dog. 

There was an older guy at the end of the aisle who stiffened up when I walked near him, and he was pretending to not be looking at giant black dildos. 

I grabbed a sensibly-sized realistic dildo made from lifelike silicone. It was no more than 6 or 7 inches long, so longer than mine. And it wasn’t the girthiest thing I had ever seen, but it was girthier than what I carried around with me. It looked like something I could get into my mouth, and at the same, it looked like something that would not send the message to Evan that I was already quaking at the thought of a giant black dick pounding away inside of me. 

And that thought made me squirm a little in the aisle, which meant it was time to go. 

Although Evan did ask for a picture. Fuck it, I thought, and I pulled down my mask, propped my sunglasses on top of my head, and held up the dildo to my face as I took a photo of me puckering my lips next to it. 

At that moment, the front door opened, and in walked a young couple, the guy looking happy and the girl looking a little nervous. She had brown hair, exactly like mine, and was wearing a cute blue sundress. They were holding hands. 

She stared down at the floor as he whispered something into her ear, and he led her through the middle of the store towards the back, where the video booths were. It was subtle, but I saw the girl bite her lip as they walked past me and then they disappeared into the back.

What were they going to do? Were they going to sit in a booth and have sex by themselves? Were there other people back there who would watch them? Were there other people back there who would join in? Was it the boyfriend who would be watching? 

My body buzzed in anticipation of whatever they’d be doing. Of whatever she’d be feeling. Of whatever she’d learn about herself that was new, and exciting. 

People had secret lives all over the place. Sometimes they let those lives out in public a little, and it certainly looked like this was one of those times for that couple. 

And as soon as I got home, it was one of those times for me. Or Brielle. 

“You want the one with batteries?” the lady at the counter asked when I gently set it down between us.

“Excuse me?” 

“There’s one with batteries that’s only a few dollars more. Didn’t know if you wanted that one instead.”

“No,” I said. “This one’s fine.” 

I didn’t need batteries if this was going in my mouth, and it only needed to be a photo prop.

A sexy photo prop, but still. All it needed to do was get me out of the apartment and not pace around waiting for Evan. All it needed to be was a modest dildo, if that was even such a thing. 

She proceeded to ring up the sale as if I were buying a cutting board. Like it was the most normal thing in the world to be scanning a dildo and swiping a credit card, and then putting it in a plastic bag with a Bad Kitty logo on it. 

“Have fun tonight, sweetie,” she said. 
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How many people on my walk home knew what the “BK” logo meant? How many people wondered what the secret item was in my bag, and pictured me, sexy and naked and vulnerable, getting off in their daydreams? How many people wondered about the girl in the black skirt speed-walking a few blocks around dinnertime through the neighborhood, wondering “why haven’t I seen her before?” 

I’d bet at least one. Maybe more. 

And they’d all be wondering wrong. Because I was probably wrong about that couple at Bad Kitty: who knows what they were up to? And I’d never know. Maybe my imagination wasn’t depraved enough to figure out what they were doing. 

Was anyone else out there able to predict that I was going to go home with my leaky little girldick, suck on a dildo for a guy who was telling me what to do, and then hopefully I’d finally get off after a torturous week of waiting for him to get back from a work trip? Didn’t that sound insane? Why was the truth always stranger than fiction? 

Back at the apartment, I carefully peeled the plastic shell away from the dildo (I did not want to chip a nail) and gave it a quick rinse under the sink. 

It felt hefty in my hands, even though it wasn’t as big as my other one. It felt more realistic, though; my other one was big, and black, but also very fake-looking, which was part of why I got it. 

Because…well, did I like dick if what I played with didn’t look realistic? Wasn’t it safer? 

Things were not safe now, as I held a perfectly real-looking one in my hands, and I traced one finger along the underside of the hard cock, almost feeling the ticklish sensation on my own. I rubbed my fingers along the edge of its head, knowing exactly what it would feel like if someone were doing that to me. 

Which, of course, no one ever did. And now I was supposed to do it to a fake one in preparation to do it to a real one... 

I kneeled down on the floor and stuck the suction cup against the wall, and made sure holding my phone at arm’s length made it clear what I was doing. 

It did. 

I let the tip of the dildo rest against my lips, and I took a picture.

I put the head of it in my mouth, and took another picture. It felt…real? A little? The temperature of it wasn’t right, but it felt real enough that I felt myself swell in my lace panties as the ridge of the head went in my mouth and slid past my teeth. 

I took another picture with it most of the way into my mouth, and I felt a little drop form in my panties. 

I got as much of it in my mouth as I could, tucking my hair behind my ear so the photo could see my face and my mouth more clearly. 

I could not get it in any more, as I felt it hit the back of my throat and then I had to cough. 

I dripped drool down my front and onto the floor as I caught my breath. 

That’s when I realized I was stroking the dildo as it stuck out from the wall. 

Just absent-mindedly jerking off a fake dick as I composed myself after trying to deepthroat it and send photographic proof to someone who would–hopefully–ravish me in ways I couldn’t imagine.

I cleared my throat and sent the first photo.

Then the second. 

Then the third. 

Did I want to send the last one? The one of me struggling to take the whole thing in my mouth? The one where he’d probably think “she can take the whole thing like a good girl, let me go over there and she can prove it”? 

I fell into my sofa and stared at the cock sticking out from the wall, waiting for Evan to write back, and I felt myself trying to get hard. For the first time, I was aware that I wasn’t just trying to get hard; there was also a feeling inside me of…emptiness? It was hard to describe. I stared at the head of the cock that was just in my mouth, and I imagined what it would do to other parts of me…
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It took ten minutes for Evan to get back to me, and by then, you could tell the sun was getting a lot lower in the sky. I had spent the week getting worked up for Friday night, and Friday night was starting to vanish right in front of me.

Oh God, he wrote. Still working here, but now I want to quit on the spot and come home. 

I responded by sending a photo of what I could see, which was my skirt and legs stretching away from me on the couch, and the dildo sticking to the wall beyond my feet. 

You’d better be wearing a shorter skirt than that when I get there, he wrote. 

Oh, I wrote back. So you’re coming here? 

Girl, I’m not even going to my apartment. 

I sent a blushing emoji. 

Put on a shorter skirt, he wrote. The one from the other morning. 

How long was this going to go on? How long was I going to send him photos? How late did he have to work? I dropped my black skirt to the floor, and shimmied into the red plaid one that I wore the other day when he saw me on the balcony. 

It was getting harder to hold myself off. I felt the cloth of the skirt brush past my bulge as I put the skirt on, and I shivered. 

I wanted touch. I needed touch, even my own. It had been a long week, a hard week, and now I was so close to the end, and I was taking photos of myself in sexy and compromising conditions, all to please a man that I wanted to get me off. 

I took a photo of myself in the skirt with one leg raised behind me, playfully, and off it went. 

Now do one from behind where you’re reaching for something, he wrote. 

Reaching for something? I set the phone on my counter and took photos of me reaching for nothing on the top shelf of my cupboards. 

You could see up my skirt a little, and I knew what was up there. 

Now bend down to pick something up, he wrote. 

I put the phone on my couch, threw my TV remote on the floor, and bent over to get it. 

After I sent it to him, I looked at the photo more closely. 

You couldn’t tell it was me, for one. It just looked like a sexy girl bent over, showing off part of her ass, and there was, maybe, right there, a little bump in her crotch where there maybe shouldn’t have been anything.

But there was something there. Something that I was feeling intensely, something that Evan had already felt physically when he gave me a little pinch, and something that had driven every decision of mine during the week. 

I was having a hard time waiting. I needed to wait more.

Now why don’t you go out and get some lube, he wrote.

Lube? I had lube. I didn’t need to go out for lube. 

Are you even coming? I wrote.

The sky was darkening. The day was almost over. There was no indication this would end any time soon, and I needed it to end, and I needed it to end one way.

This is taking a long time, he wrote. I might be back later than I thought.

Did I need him? I could go out and let someone pick me up. Right? There were lots of people who noticed me. The whole walk, people noticed me, and I’m sure someone wanted me. 

Or I could go back to Bad Kitty and do what that couple did, and just go in the back and see what happens. I’d get off that way too. 

I was a mess. Still. The whole week was a mess. I started the week a hot, sweaty mess, I was a distracted mess at work all week, and I was ending the week as a horny, frustrated mess. 

He wasn’t even home. He was still at work, making me go out dressed as a girl and…what? Earn it? Earn him? He said it was to have fun, but who was having fun here? Me or him?

I wasn’t sure this was fun anymore, at least not for me. I was too worked up, I felt myself throbbing in my panties as I stared at his text, and I was done waiting. I had no more patience. I needed release in a bad way, and I had to have it now. 

I tossed my phone onto the couch, where it landed face up. 

I stood in my living room and dropped my panties to the floor, stepping out of them and kicking them to the side. They landed on my couch, slightly draped off the arm, dangling towards the floor. 

I felt immediate relief as the air of my apartment snuck its way up my skirt and cooled my hot, aching little girldick. 

I lifted the hem of my schoolgirl skirt and looked down between my legs. I could see it twitch in time with my heartbeat again. Everything was connected, right? I could see a little drop of clear fluid at the tip, and I knew what it was. I knew it was sticky, I knew it was sweet, I knew I could rub it between my fingers and it would be slippery. 

And as I looked down at the little drop, I felt myself clench, and a gush of fluid came out the tip. It was a giant drop, it came out all at once, and I couldn’t stop myself from gasping as I saw it form. With both hands holding up my hem, I watched as it got heavier and heavier, and then started to drip all the way down between my legs. 

It stopped about a foot down, and I could sway my hips and move it like a pendulum. Just a long strand of precum, dangling between my legs. 

And then my phone buzzed. 

I could see from where I was standing that Evan had texted. Did I want to read it? Was it another excuse? Was he going to have me go to another store and do another slutty errand, instead of doing what I spent the whole week thinking I’d be doing? Did I even want to read his text? I needed to cum badly, and I was already starting to leak like a faucet. 

My phone buzzed again. 

Then there was a knock at the door. 

I stared, wide-eyed, at nothing. I sidestepped to the couch to pick up the phone, feeling the dangling strand of precum between my legs. 

Evan’s first text was a selfie of him sitting at a desk. But it wasn’t a desk at an office. It looked like an apartment. 

Was it upstairs? Was he home?

The second photo was way more obvious. It was him, right outside my door.

My apartment door. 

I had been standing in my apartment, horny and ready for anything, and here he was, sitting at home, teasing me to be…cruel? Dirty? 

Not only was I horny, and not only was I tired, but I was mad. Mad. I spent the whole night running errands for him, and was he just playing with me? Why? 

I threw my phone back to the couch and there was a knock at the door again.

I stomped to my door, again aware that the precum was swinging between my legs. I didn’t care. 

I opened the door and Evan was standing there.

“Hi,” he said with a big grin on his face. Then he stopped and looked my body up and down, right as I felt what had been leaking out of my girldick stick to my inner thigh. “Damn, girl,” he said. 

“Were you home this whole time?” I asked.

He laughed and ran his hand over his head. 

“Maaaaayyyyybe,” he said. “I was just having some fun. And from the looks of it, you had a lot of fun.” He reached down between my legs, but instead of giving me a little pinch, he gently brought the long strand of precum to his fingertip, then brought it up between us, and we watched it, shimmering from his hand. Then he put the tip of it between my lips, and lowered it all in. 

I sucked the rest from his fingertip, and my eyes were closed, and that’s when he pinched me between my legs again. 

Except this time he stayed. He squeezed the tip of m dick between his thumb and finger, and I closed my eyes. 

It shouldn’t have felt good, but it did. It shouldn’t have done anything for me, but it did. 

With his fingers still pinching me, he backed me into my apartment, shut the door behind him, backed us past my kitchen, and past my couch, then stopped.

He reached down and grabbed the dildo off the wall and looked it over, then placed it right on my lips.

“Give it a kiss,” he whispered.

I kissed it. 

“Give it a nice, long lick,” he said.

I licked along the whole bottom of the shaft, and then gave the tip a flick with my tongue. 

“Show me what you’ve got,” he said, and he started putting it into my mouth. 

He did not force it in. Just like before, I put the head in my mouth and sucked it, exactly like a lollipop. 

“Good girl,” he breathed, working it in and out of my mouth. “Just like that. Now try more.”

Instead of forcing it in my mouth, he held still, waiting for me to do it. Which I did, almost hungrily. I worked my mouth down the shaft until I had the fake balls hitting me right on the chin.

Was it the angle he was holding it at? Was it that he was here? Why was I able to take this all the way in now, but couldn’t earlier when I tried? 

I could hear him breathing next to me, could feel him breathing in and out, and his breathing was getting faster as I held my head where I did. I backed off a little and then went right back all the way, and felt some more drool come out of my mouth, dropping down my chin and dripping to the floor.

“Good girl,” he said. “I’m a little bigger than this toy, though. Do you think you can do as good of a job on me?”

I nodded and wiped my chin with my arm as he stuck the dildo back onto the wall, then he dropped his pants to the floor.

He was in jet-black boxer briefs, and the bulge that showed through his underwear put my own bulge to shame, not that I was wearing panties anymore. I just had a hot, twitching little dicklet, worn out and desperate after a week of anticipation. 

Of anticipating this. Him. 

I got down on my knees and ran my hands over his front, and I felt another little bit squirt out of me. 

He wasn’t hard, but a few more times rubbing my hand on him and I could feel him start to get that way. 

He stepped out of his underwear and a giant dick sprang out of his shorts.

There was no way I was getting that thing in my mouth the same way I did with the dildo. No way. 

I must have looked scared, but I wrapped my hand around it and he looked down at me and smiled. “Go for it, girl,” he said.

I had a pattern at this point, right? 

First, I licked the whole shaft, and I could feel him shiver when I did it, so I did it again.

A real cock felt very different than a fake one, even one that was realistic-looking and real-feeling. 

I had to open my mouth a lot wider to fit the head in. Evan was massive; he was an IT guy? How many times did I go out and get help on a car, or a laptop, or a phone, and the guy helping me was carrying around something like that in his pants? How many secrets were out there, and how many would I learn? 

His soft head filled my mouth, and I could feel its warmth. I could also feel a little bit of precum squeeze from him and land on my tongue. I knew the feel, the texture, even the taste. 

I kept sucking him like a lollipop and got another drop. He moaned above me and he ran his hands around my hair, down the side of my head, and he was able to give my nipple a pinch as I worked on him. 

This time it was my turn to squeeze out a little drop. 

Just his head was enough to fill my mouth, and I wasn’t sure how much of his shaft I could work in without gagging, but it was time to try. 

Almost on cue, he brought his hand to the back of my head and slowly, together, we got more of him inside my mouth. 

He was not all the way in, but it was the biggest thing I had ever had in my mouth, and I felt even more full than I did with the dildo. I could feel myself drool uncontrollably, down my chin, down my neck, and down my stomach, where it disappeared below. 

I pulled myself off with a gasp and tried jerking him off, which was easy given how much saliva I had left behind.

“Work that, girl,” he said from above, lifting his shirt over his head. 

Oh God, his abs. This was no ordinary IT guy. This was a former star athlete who decided on a career change. This was something magical. No IT guy at my office looked like this, and they certainly didn’t act like this. 

“Get back on there,” he said, leading his hard cock back to my lips. 

I took it again, and got even more into my mouth. 

I heard myself gag, making a helpless, wet sound as he held my head in place and he guided himself in and out, hitting the back of my throat and making me tear up. 

Oh, my makeup. Like the drool down my front, I could feel my makeup running down my face as I teared up. I felt frightful, but somehow like I needed to prove to him that I could take it. 

He held my head in place and before too long my eyes were too watery, the feeling in my throat was too much, and I needed to breathe. I gasped again and pulled myself off of him, trying to catch my breath.

“Good girl,” he said, slapping his cock on my face. “We got a problem, though.”

“What’s that?” I said quietly, not ready to take him back in my mouth again. 

“I’m not sure I believe you when you said you didn’t own a dildo,” he smiled. “What kind of eager girl like you hasn’t been practicing with their own dildo?” 

I blushed, but if he could see it through my tear-streaked messy makeup face, who knows. 

“Right?” He placed the tip of his cock back onto my lips. 

“Maybe,” I said. 

“I loved those pics of you bending over,” he said. “I can’t wait to get inside that ass.” 

I could feel myself jump in my underwear. I had been down on my knees for a while and my legs were starting to burn. He put his hand under my chin and started to guide me up. 

I stood, and he looked in my eyes. I tried meeting his gaze, but I was still in awe of how much of him fit in my mouth, and still unsure of where the night would go, and whether I’d be able to keep up or not. 

I wanted to keep up. I wanted more. What that “more” was, I hadn’t a clue. But I wanted it. 

“And if you have a dildo,” he said, rubbing my nipples through my shirt, “then I bet you have lube too. Right?”

“Yes,” I whispered, wiping more drool off my face. 

“Then why don’t you show me?” 

I walked down the short hallway to the bedroom, and he followed me, slapping me on the ass through my skirt the whole way. I opened my bedside table drawer and hoped it was too dark for him to see the big black dildo in there. 

He saw it.

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “I knew what kind of girl you were.” 

Oh? And what kind of girl was that? 

I grabbed the lube and quickly shut the drawer. I already deep-throated one dildo; I didn’t want another. 

No, I wanted something real. Not something that felt real, not something that looked real. Something that was actually real. Evan was real. His cock may have been oversized, but I knew I could fit it in my mouth, something that I wasn’t able to do with the fake black one. And while I was never able to get the fake black one up inside me when I tried to ride it, I trusted he would know what to do. 

He took the lube from me, and spun me around, bending me over the bed. 

I never saw him work behind me, but I heard it. I could hear him open the cap of the lube, I could hear him squirt something out, and I could feel him move behind me.

He lifted my skirt over my hips and tugged my panties to one side, leaving my cock trapped in front. 

I felt something slick and warm right on my hole, and it immediately felt amazing. I felt like I was about to do something forbidden, something that was forever unavailable to me but that would change my life forever. Something that I thought all week about, something I wanted without knowing exactly why.

I felt his warm, soft head slip part way in, and I gasped in surprise. 

It was bigger than I thought. 

“Hold your cheeks open for me,” he said. “Just like that.”

I held myself open, exposed, ready for him to plunge in and take my virginity, ready for him to do what I could never do on my own with my dildo. 

I felt the soft head slip further in, and I wondered how much more there was of his shaft. How long was he? Eight inches? Ten? More? 

I held myself open and clenched my eyes, gasping as he slid himself in more. I was stretching out to accommodate him, feeling incredibly full. 

A good full. I felt like he was filling an emptiness in me that I never knew was there, that I never knew how to fill.

Until now. 

He put his arms on either side of me and held still, making a gentle shushing sound. 

“You’re doing great,” he whispered. “You can take the whole thing.”

Then I felt him slide all the way in, and he proved I could take the whole thing, and I felt fireworks. 

That’s the only way to describe it: fireworks. I felt an explosion of pleasure that radiated through my whole body. It started behind me, with what I was allowing him to do, and it shot through my whole body. My stomach fluttered, my legs shook, my little cock was overwhelmed and didn’t know what to do.

I felt another little squirt in my panties when he got all the way in, and then I was lost. 

I was floating. My mouth was open but no sound came out. I held my ass open for him and time seemed to stop. 

I shuddered and the room started to spin.

I don’t know how much time passed, but when the floating sensation stopped, he was working his way in and out of me, and I got the feeling he had been doing that for a little bit already. I was overwhelmed by the feeling of him working his whole length in me and then backing out, only to do it again.

It was slow, it was sensual, and it was agony. I had no idea what was happening. I felt like he was stroking the hidden part of my cock, the part that was inside me, the part that was right behind the external part. I badly wanted to cum, but what was that feeling I already had? What made me shudder and shake, and almost pass out from a pleasure overload? Was that cumming too?

If it was, I wanted more, and he gave it to me, because not even a minute later, not even a minute after he started fucking me from behind, I felt that same sense of overwhelm return. I was losing myself for a second time, and I wanted it even more. I could pass out if I had to. I just wanted these feelings to stay forever, to take over my body and leave me spent.

Evan grabbed my hips and quickened his pace, and instead of working his whole length in and out, he shortened his strokes and kept pummeling something that felt amazing. 

“Don’t stop,” I whimpered from below him.

“What’s that?” he asked, and he grabbed my hair to get my face off of the bed.

“Don’t stop,” I said again. “Just like that.”

“I knew you could take it,” he said, and then he went even faster. 

I was close. I was being pumped from behind, my body unable to process what was happening, so I lost myself in how it felt. 

It was a wave. A warm wave that started in my panties and spread out in little pulses until they covered my entire body. I stretched my arms across my bed and grabbed my sheets while he went even faster. 

Was that his sweat that was hitting my back? 

He pushed me down into the bed and started to groan, which made me think he was getting close. 

I wanted more. I wanted this to keep going. I did not want him to stop, as I was getting close and wanted to get there. I opened my mouth to tell him to slow down, that we had all night, that there was no rush, but nothing came out of my mouth but a slow whimper. 

The warm wave that was crashing around my body built into a pulsing drum that he was pounding over, and over, and over again. I was now lost to the rhythm of his thrusts, and my body gave out before I could tell him a single word. 

I squirted once in my panties, feeling the warmth fill my crotch, and then I couldn’t stop it any longer. 

My soft little cock filled my panties with the warm cum that I had been saving all week. I spasmed and squirted again and again, unable to control myself, and I felt it start to run down my legs. 

“Oh God!” I heard myself gasp as I finally was able to form words.

“I’m cumming!” he groaned. “Hold yourself open!” And he pulled himself out of me.   

I brought my hands behind me to hold my cheeks open for him, exposing my stretched-out asshole that had just taken his massive manhood inside me. I felt the first warm blast of cum go right in my exposed backside. His hot cum went in me, and I clenched, trapping it inside me. His next blast hit me right on my closed, puckered hole. 

Spurt after spurt hit me and I felt it drip down into my crotch that I had already filled. Now both of our cum dripped down my legs, landing somewhere below me on the floor. 

I heard him trying to catch his breath above me, and I slowly moved my hands away from my ass. I felt my panties slide back into place, keeping everything between my legs.

I was shaking, and the room was swimming.

What had we just done? What did I turn my life into? 

I fell down onto the floor with a wet thud, and I sat where our cum had fallen. Evan stood above me, his massive cock in one hand, and I watched it get soft. He stroked himself a few times and shook a few drops of cum onto my face, onto my chin, and down my front. 

I reached my hand to my bulge and worked myself in slow circles, feeling the slick mess of cum dripping out through the lace. 

He joined me on the floor, and he held me. 

I let him hold me. 

“That was so good,” he rumbled, stroking my hair. 

I must have looked terrible. My face still had tears on it from the blowjob, my chest was wet with drool, my panties were wet with cum, and my ass was wet with lube and cum. 

And yet still he held me. Still he wanted me, even though it was over, and I couldn’t possibly have looked hot. 

I was spent. 

He put his hand to my chin and forced me to look up at him. “That was worth the wait,” he said. “You have no idea how hard it was to be away and think about this all week.”

“I bet I can guess,” I said, letting him stroke my cheek. 

I closed my eyes. He slipped a finger into the cum that was on my face and brought it to my lips. I sucked it off eagerly, and I reached down between his legs, where I felt his soft, slippery cock.

Which started to get hard again in my hand. 

“Ready for more?” he teased. 

I smiled, and he had me suck more cum off his fingers.

My cum, his cum. It didn’t matter: I was ready for more. 


LIFE OF THE PARTY



CHAPTER 1


Halfway to the train station, I regretted my outfit choice.

The skirt really was too short. It didn’t feel too short when I was in my apartment, spinning in front of the mirror. It didn’t seem too short when I stood in front of the window, feeling the breeze tickle my freshly-shaved legs. And it didn’t feel too short when I floated down the stairs from my second-floor apartment to Leland Avenue, feeling, for the first time ever, eyes on all sides of me. 

It didn’t feel too short in my head, when I imagined myself confidently walking to the train station and going to Courtney’s ridiculous sex toy party. 

But a few blocks from the safety of my apartment, walking past all kinds of men staring at me, and having more than one car honk at me as I walked by, I felt like it was maybe a little bit too short.

Maybe. 

Probably. 

I tossed my hair defiantly as someone whistled from their car as I waited to cross at a corner. I clutched my white leather purse even tighter as I took little steps up the stairs to get to the elevated train platform (and I even pretended not to notice the guys beneath me sneaking a look up my skirt). And I tried to look bored and unapproachable on the platform, waiting for the 6 Train, checking my phone for nothing. 

I was just a girl in a short white skirt and denim jacket with better things to do.

Except I wasn’t. Most of that wasn’t even true. 

I didn’t have better things to do, for one. I was going to Courtney’s sex toy party. She had begged me. 

“Pleeeeease, Dee,” she had said in the park. “You don’t even have to buy anything, but there are all kinds of games we can play, and it’ll be fun, and I need more girls there because a few people can’t make it.”  

I was in a denim jacket, so that was true. And I’ve already told you about the skirt. The heels? They were one of my first real Big Girl purchases. Just black heels, but they were stylish, with exposed toes, and they showed off my dark maroon nail polish, sort of my send-off to summer as pretty soon I’d be covered by twenty-seven layers to fight the cold. 

My purse was real leather, or at least, the guy I bought it from said it was. It felt real. 

But that was the last real thing about me. Because I may have looked like a girl with better things to do, but I wasn’t a girl. 

I was David. “Dee” was short for David. 

The fact that I wasn’t a girl didn’t stop Courtney from inviting me to her Girls Party. 

“You’ll be fine, David. I mean, Dee,” she said. “I’ve seen you dressed up and you’re sexier than some of the ladies who will be there.”

“Please,” I had said. “This is weird.”

“It’s not weird, and I mean it,” she had said, tossing her hair as she reclined on the picnic blanket. I noted how she tossed her hair. I needed mentors for things like that. It was sexy, and it was using her body, and it was using her body to distract me, I was sure of it, and I wanted that power. 

What I’d use that power for, who knows. But I wanted it. 

“Please come.”

“I don’t want to come,” I said.

“You don’t have to come at the party,” she giggled. “But please come to the party.” 

I tried telling her I wasn’t comfortable in public. Yet. I tried telling her I didn’t know why I dressed, I tried telling her that still, after more than a year since she had caught me in my college apartment wearing her outfit, that no one else knew my girly little secret. I tried telling her all of it. 

She wasn’t listening. She had told me that it would be good for me to get out as Dee. That Dee was just as much a part of me as David was. 

That I needed to get more interaction with girls, especially girls who were confident in their sexuality. The type of girls who would go to a sex toy party. The type of girls who would welcome me even if they figured out what I was hiding from them. 

“It’s a safe space, Dee,” she had said. “A sexy, safe space.”

I didn’t need a safe space; my apartment was a safe space. I didn’t need a sexy space, either. Was my apartment a sexy space? It was a place I felt sexy, at least sometimes. Did I need a second location? 

Courtney seemed to think so. She had spent the rest of senior year of college trying to get me to go out. To go to a bar, even though my ID would have been all wrong. “Silly, you get a guy to buy you a drink.” 

Did I want that? Did I want guys hitting on me?

She also spent time trying to get me to go with her to her yoga class. “There are loads of hot girls in tight clothing,” she had said. “You know, since you’re not into guys.” 

But if yoga was a place for hot girls in tight clothing, what was I going to wear? If I got turned on, wouldn’t tight clothing kind of give me away?

So I never went there, either. No bar to be hit on by guys, no yoga to stare at women whose outfits I’d be jealous of.

No gym, no pool, no hiking, no movie, no walking around the school track, no dance studio, no class, no lecture, no sports game.

But apparently a sex toy party was fine? 

I crossed my legs tightly on the 6 Train, and I rattled off towards Manhattan, where Courtney lived. I kept up my bored attitude by staring at my phone, even though I could tell the Indian guy was looking up my skirt, where he probably hoped to see me flash him some panties. 

Mine were very light pink, by the way. A seamless thong that was invisible beneath my white skirt. 

I could also tell the couple next to me was uncomfortable. She was uncomfortable because I was a lot thinner than she was, and hotter. He was uncomfortable because he was trying not to stare and she was trying to get between us so he wouldn’t.

Was this what it was like for Courtney all the time? Was this what it was like for the women I was about to meet at the party? 

I was pretending to stare at my phone so intently that I almost missed my stop, and had to jump up before the doors closed. In my head, I could picture myself from everyone else’s viewpoint: the girl with blonde hair springing up from her seat so fast that her skirt flew up and flashed everyone a narrow crotch of pink fabric, hiding a secret that was not-so-secret to everyone who stayed on the train. 

I don’t know if I actually did flash an upskirt to everyone.

Part of me wishes I did.

What part of me would wish that? 


CHAPTER 2


The woman who answered Courtney’s door was shorter than me, squatter than me, had braces, and long, straight brown hair. She glowed. She was in royal blue leggings and a white tanktop. She was heavily made up, so while she looked like she just came from the gym from the neck down, from the neck up she looked like she was dolled up for a party. I felt overdressed even though I had more skin showing than she did.

“Cute blonde?” she called back into the apartment while keeping eye contact with me.

Did she mean me?

“That’s Dee!” Courtney’s voice called from somewhere inside.

“Come on in, Dee,” the woman said in a normal voice. “I’m Amanda.”

I shook her hand and smiled. Before I could say anything, she turned and was gone, back down the hallway where I couldn’t help but stare at her round, full ass the whole walk. Then she disappeared around the corner and into a babble of indistinct women’s voices. 

I had been to Courtney’s apartment many times, but always as David. Always dressed as…myself? I was still myself, so maybe “dressed like usual” is a better way to put it. I was still myself when I was Dee. Just…different. 

I sucked in a deep breath since it was just me in the hallway and I needed all the strength I could muster if I was going to turn and face these women, for this reason. 

Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw when I turned the corner. It was a lot of women.

A lot. 

Blondes, brunettes, one Asian in skin-tight leather pants. A redhead wearing a denim skirt and a lace top. Yoga pants, skirts, jeans, one pink romper, one billowy pair of harem pants. 

“Hello.” 

“Hi there!”

“Hey!”

“Welcome!”

I gave a little half-wave and looked for Courtney, who must have been in the kitchen or the bedroom, as she was nowhere to be found. I clutched the strap of my purse and froze, not knowing where to go. Were there seats? Could I start chatting people up? Could I keep this charade going a little bit longer.

Was I even keeping the charade up now?

Luckily, a few people rose to their feet and came my way. 

Was it lucky? It didn’t feel lucky. 

Pam from work. Suzie from Bayonne. Gracie from back home. They just kept coming. Ella from yoga. Kelsie from her old job at the hospital. 

It was a lot. Too many people.

What happened to “I need more girls there because a few people can’t make it”? I thought I was there because she needed to boost some numbers? Because there weren’t enough people to play whatever games she had in mind? But no, then I met Amanda in the blue leggings again, and someone named Zarah, and Sam showed me her engagement ring right away, and I had to oooh and aaahhh over it like I knew what I was looking at, and I really, really needed to sit down. 

I felt a bead of sweat form on my neck and drip the whole length of my spine. I felt prickly and hot. My skin–all of it that showed, which was a lot of it–felt hot. I wondered if I was turning into a tomato right in front of them. I needed to take my jacket off, but that would expose even more of me to the world. 

My head swam. Laurie. The Asian was Maya. Courtney still hadn’t showed herself, but her apartment smelled like her, plus the lotions and perfumes of what felt like a whole sorority. 

I needed to sit down. This was sensory overload, like all of my nerve endings were being plucked at the same time. 

Why was I here? 

The only open chair was next to the young woman I hadn’t met yet. White newsboy cap. Wavy blonde hair. Red lips. White button-down top. Slimming jeans. Long, lean legs. Gorgeous red pumps. 

“Love the shoes,” I said, walking over to her. “This seat taken?”

She gave me a little smile with no teeth and said “thanks,” then shimmied in her chair as if to give me more room. She was thin. She was nowhere near the chair I was going to sit in. I didn’t need the room. 

“They’re Louboutins,” the girl said almost inaudibly as I sat down.

“The shoes?”

She nodded and tucked her hair behind her ear. I caught myself staring, and then caught her catching me staring. We both pretended to check our phones. I searched for “Louboutin pumps” to see if I should have been impressed by them.

Yes, I should have been. 

“I can’t believe that's how he asked you!” someone screeched from the other side of the room. Sam was showing someone else her engagement ring. Laurie? Gretchen? Was there a Gretchen? 

The girl in jeans and Louboutins went back to her phone. 

“I’m Dee,” I said. 

“Tasha,” she said.

“Nice to meet you,” we both said at the same time, and then we laughed. This time she showed some teeth. It was a nice smile. 

“Is everybody ready?” came Courtney’s voice from the bedroom. From somewhere in the apartment, some exaggerated 70s porno music started playing, and all the women started clapping and shaking their hips. 

I was glad to be sitting. Tasha looked nervous. 

“What did I get myself into?” I muttered.

“Seriously,” she whispered to me. 

Just then, Courtney emerged from her bedroom to a loud chorus of “woooo!” and “hey girl!” She was dressed unlike I had ever seen her before. She was in thigh-high black boots, fishnet stockings, a very narrow teddy that made it clear there wasn’t a single pubic hair on her body, and her large breasts were being held in–barely–by a lace top that had bows all up the side. A black choker rounded it out, along with dangly earrings that almost reached her shoulders. She wore long black lace gloves, and carried a suitcase with her. 

She looked…

…slutty? I don’t know if that was the word I’d use, but it was the first word that popped into my head. She was showing way more skin than I was, and I felt nearly naked. I’d felt that way since I first stepped onto the street earlier. She was showing off a lot of crotch. Her cleavage was bigger than I remembered. Her ass was firm, tight, and I imagined myself swatting it. That when I did, it wouldn’t be jiggly like Amanda’s was, but that it would be firm, like…

…mine. I had never thought of Courtney this sexually before, and I had never known how much our bodies were similar. Was this why she wanted me here as a girl? Did I remind her of her? Was she trying to show me what I could be, too?

Or was she just trying to get a roomful of women to buy whatever was in her suitcase and needed to look the part? 

Maybe “slutty” wasn’t the right word, but “sexual” was. I knew she had dated people before. I knew Preston, her college ex. I saw pictures of Nathan, her boyfriend from high school. I even saw the guy in the dining hall she tried to hide from, who she apparently had hooked up with the night before. All of those guys had seen her like this. They had seen her as a sexual person, rather than as a friend who knew a secret. 

She was a friend who knew a secret about me, and now it seemed I knew a secret about her. 

Although so did Pam from work, and everyone else in the room. 

The music died down, and she grinned at everyone. Amanda beamed. Sam sat forward with her ring facing everyone. Maya in tight pants had her hands on her knees and sat very tall in her chair.

“Is everyone ready to get started?” Courtney asked, and she opened the clasps of her suitcase. 

“Oh no,” I heard Tasha say under her breath, and she crossed her legs very tightly, dangling one of her gorgeous red pumps off of her foot. 


CHAPTER 3


The first item to make its way around the room was a pair of edible underwear. They were panties that looked–and felt–like they were made out of what my mother used to call Fruit Leather. Everyone held them up as they made their way around the circle of women, and only Maya was thin enough to actually get them on. She wiggled into them and posed seductively on her chair, sticking her tight ass out into the room. 

From nowhere, several hands gave her ass a smack, someone rubbed one of Maya’s ass cheeks, and Pam from the office got down on her knees, opened her mouth wide, and made like she was going to take a big bite out of Maya, who played along by making a surprised “O” face and fake-covered her lips. 

These women were already into it, and I was very glad that the edible panties never made it all the way around the circle. They tore in half somewhere to my right, and by the time they made it to me, people were just ripping pieces off to eat them.

Strawberry. 

Tasha took a taste too. Maybe it was her shoes, but she seemed like she’d taste like strawberry. 

The next toy to come out of the suitcase was a pair of fuzzy pink handcuffs that Courtney dangled off of her finger. 

Apparently Gracie was the only woman there who had been arrested, which came back in high school when she tried to use a fake ID to get into a bar. Courtney told the story and embellished everything, including the reason why she’d used the fake ID in the first place, which was to try and hook up with someone’s roommate, home from college and looking for a good time. She assumed that meant her. 

“That is one dedicated little slut,” someone said, and Gracie bowed.

“Did you ever get him?” someone screeched.

“No!” Gracie cried out, then fake cried. 

Then she stood and modeled the handcuffs for everyone, posing for mugshot photos where she held up a sign that read “Town Slut.” 

This party was not what I expected. 

The next toy to come out was a vibrator, and then it was my turn to cross my legs tightly. 

It was pink, and got a lot of applause as Courtney pulled it out of a top hat, like a magician. She turned it on and I swear I could feel the vibrations right then and there, through Courtney’s legs, through the floorboards, up my leg, and all over my body. 

Maybe it was just the sound. Maybe it was the way everyone acted like it was the most normal thing in the world to comment on a pink vibrator. 

“I like how it has the bump for my clit.”

“I can’t cum without someone doing something to my clit.”

“Can anyone here cum without this? That’s who I want to meet.” Then everyone laughed. 

Except me. 

And Tasha.

I was smiling politely, and maybe she was too. But what kinds of jokes could I tell about my clit? None. 

Well, the joke might be that what I had between my legs felt no bigger than a clit sometimes. It was nothing compared to the dicks I’d see in porn. Hell, it might have even been smaller than the insertable part of the vibrator. 

I ran my hand over the vibrator when it came around to me, and verified that, yes, this was slightly bigger than what I had between my legs. 

And since I was holding a buzzing vibrator, what was between my legs was coming alive even if I was trying hard to squeeze the life out of it. 

Tasha watched as I fondled the vibrator. Yes, it was definitely bigger than me.

“Dee wants one!” I heard from across the room. It was Amanda, and I turned red instantly. 

I quickly turned and handed it to Tasha. Was that sweat I saw on her upper lip? 

She gave it a wiggle and handed it to her left, and then folded her hands in her lap. Amanda kept going.

“I saw you,” she said. “You’re in a skirt. You could give it a test drive and no one would even know!” 

Courtney smirked from where she stood. “That thing can get anyone off,” she said. 

“I’ll be the judge of that,” came a voice across the room. Maya in her tight pants stood up and motioned for Tasha to toss her the vibrator. “I need a nuclear-powered jackhammer to get off sometimes,” she said proudly.

Everyone cheered.

“Me too,” someone said.

“Not me,” someone said. “I came on the subway once when we went around a bumpy curve.” 

“OK, how does this work?” Maya said, examining it in her hands. 

It took a minute for her and Amanda to get everything buzzing at maximum power, and Maya, very casually, cleared her throat, and then placed the vibrator between her legs, squeezing it tightly as she stood.

Now there were three of us squeezing our legs tightly, for very different reasons. 

“Oh my God!” Maya shrieked, and started laughing. Everyone cheered. She could not control her laughter, and started to fall to the floor. She steadied herself on Amanda’s shoulder and shrieked. 

Just a normal party, right? Just watching my friend pass sex toys around a room, watching some girl I just met test out the power of a vibrator.

“This is intense!” Maya cried, still laughing, barely held up off the floor by Amanda. “OK, OK, I give up!” she laughed, and then her legs opened and the vibrator dropped to the floor. It was buzzing so loudly and so strongly that it did a little dance on the floor and evaded everyone’s grasp for a few seconds until Pam finally picked it up.

“How do you turn this off!” she shrieked. 

“What is happening here?” Tasha said in my ear. 

What was happening? Maya was picking herself up off the floor and giving little waves with both hands in a way to mockingly cool herself off. 

Was it mocking? Or was it real?

I could still feel the vibrations in my body. The little clit stimulator on the vibrator was wiggling up and down in a blur, and I felt how much it would tickle if it was touching me between my legs. Even from across the room, I felt the pulse of the throbbing shaft of the vibrator that was gently moving up and down, and though I had never had anything inside of me before, I felt what it would feel like if I did. 

I felt a vacancy in my body that made me feel hot again, only it wasn’t a prickly heat like it was when I walked in the room at first. No, it was an overall warm feeling, a contentment, a feeling that was spreading through my body, like walking through a house and turning on every light switch, making everything come alive. 

Everything was coming alive. My skin was aware of every shift in the room, every small shift of body weight that Tasha made next to me. I felt the concentration of energy in my panties, as my body wanted to get hard, yet couldn’t. 

I was surrounded by confident femininity, women unafraid to be sexual beings. Courtney, Maya, Amanda. Even Gracie was unafraid to admit she got arrested for chasing a guy, and everyone here had fun with it. 

My goodness, Maya even had a vibrator between her legs in a roomful of women. The room pulsed with sex. 

Like Maya, I needed to fan myself. 

Unlike Maya, my fanning was not for show, and it did nothing. 

I needed to excuse myself. 

I stood, leaving my purse behind on my chair, and walked to the bathroom, which was down a small hallway off the living room. 

With the door closed behind me, I leaned over the ink and took some deep breaths. I still felt electric, like there was a hum just beneath my skin. My thighs tingled.

Then they tingled some more.

Then it got stronger.

And stronger.

I stared at myself in the mirror wide-eyed, watching myself make an “O” face as my thighs and my little panty bulge tingled more and more, until my thighs felt like they were weightless. I felt a wave come over my body like I just went down a steep hill on a rollercoaster. 

And I watched it all happen, in the mirror. 

Holy fuck. What was that? 

Did I just have an orgasm? What the hell just happened? 

One of the girls back in the living room said she came on the subway, and while I wasn’t in motion, my body sure acted like it was. 

I lifted the hem of my skirt and looked between my legs, where a dime-sized wet spot looked back at me from the hot little bulge in my panties. 

My God. Maybe I did have an orgasm. But nothing came out of me, did it? Why was I just as horny as I would be if I didn’t climax? What was this humming level of sexual awareness that I was feeling? 

I tugged the crotch of my panties to the side and saw the clear liquid that had squeezed out of me. So no. No orgasm, at least not the way I was used to having them.

No, something else happened. 

Something that was distracting, and strange, and wonderful. 

I heard a cheer from the living room. I knew I could only stay in here for so long before people would get the wrong idea about what I was doing, or why I was here. 

I tucked my hot little girldick back into my panties and smoothed my skirt down over my thighs.  

It took a few deep breaths to calm myself, and I opened the bathroom door to find Tasha in the hallway, waiting for me. 

“Sorry,” I said. “Just needed a breather.”

“You’re not going to like this,” she said, looking at me apologetically. 

I walked back to the living room and was greeted by Amanda saying “Dee’s here! The game can start!”

What game?

I looked at the coffee table and three dildos were standing up, all in a row. Maya knelt by one of them. Pam knelt by another. 

The third, apparently, was for me. 


CHAPTER 4


Everyone was applauding. Courtney looked…apologetic? Embarrassed? What was that look? 

I could feel all eyes in the room on me as I stood there. 

I also felt a little drip come out of me and join the sticky dampness that was already between my legs. 

“We drew names,” Courtney said. “We drew yours. Sorry.”

“What game?” I asked, deadpan.

“Suck for the Prize?” Courtney cringed. 

“Suck for the what?” 

Everyone laughed. 

“Everyone gets down on their knees, and I start to push some yogurt through this tube,” Courtney said, walking in her giant boot heels towards me. “The tube splits three ways here,” and she lifted up the clear plastic tube that was on the floor, “and then the tubes lead to these three dildos. It’ll only come out one dildo. Maybe yours!”

“You said ‘everyone,’” I said.

“I’m sorry?” Courtney said. 

“It’s not everyone,” I said. “It’s just the three of us. Do the rest of you…watch?”

“Oooh! That’s the fun part! We all bet who is going to win,” she said. 

A few ladies held up some pink fake dollar bills and waved them around. 

This was all covered while I was in the bathroom having some kind of crazy orgasm? 

“My fake money is on Dee,” said Laurie. “She might be quiet and polite, but she looks like she’s the life of the party, deep down.” 

Courtney laughed. We were maybe the only two people in the room who knew I wasn’t the life of the party, whether I was in a skirt or not. 

“Fifty fake bucks on Dee,” said another voice. 

“Twenty on Maya, thirty on Pam.”

Pink money flew everywhere. 

“I’m out of practice,” Pam said from her knees. She gave the fake penis two firm strokes. “Don’t put money on me. My husband hasn’t gotten this in a few years.” 

“All fifty on Dee.”

“Dee.”

“Fifty on Dee.”

Oh no. This wasn’t going well. I needed to…what? Suck real yogurt out of a fake dick? 

Everyone started chanting “Dee! Dee! Dee! Dee!” 

Talk about peer pressure. 

Except some lady I hadn’t seen before was sitting in my chair, my purse over the back of Tasha’s chair. And I had a throbbing problem in my panties, and if I knelt on the floor, would it absolutely stay out of view? Would giving head to a fake dick cause my erection to go away? I felt like I could easily have another orgasm; if I was sitting there and had one, could I hide it? Or could I at least play it off if I was giving a fake blowjob? I could say I was acting, right? 

“Fine,” I sighed, and everyone cheered. 

I assumed the position on the end of the coffee table, and looked down at the dildo that was suction cupped onto the table surface. A single clear plastic tube came out the end of it, then disappeared to my right and then wandered off somewhere behind me. 

I’d be sucking yogurt through that tube. Or trying to. 

Everyone placed their bets, and then Pam, who was in the middle, put her arms around both me and Maya.

“You both suck, ladies,” she said, and everyone cheered. 

“We all suck,” said Maya. 

Tasha was looking at the floor. 

“On your mark,” Courtney started.

What did I say yes to this for?

“Get set,” she continued.

Could I even fit this in my mouth? 

“Go!” she yelled, and then it was a loud chorus of cheers, immediately, as the three of us bobbed our heads down and got to work. 

It felt…real.

Not that I knew what that felt like, but it immediately made me think I had a real dick in my mouth. It was soft-skinned, firm, and warm. It was girthy, filling my whole mouth, and as I ran my tongue over it inside my mouth to feel it out, I forgot that my job was to suck. 

So I started sucking.

“Lube it up, ladies,” someone yelled. How could I see who? I needed to change my angle, so I spread my knees a little wider on the floor, exposing my entire bulge more than I wanted to. 

No one could see it, obviously, but it was no longer something I could squeeze between my legs to control. For the duration of the game, it was uncontrollable. I could only hope I did not find this hot, and that I could keep myself composed.

If I actually came this time, and actually dripped to the floor, how do I play that off? 

I was overthinking. Instead, I sucked. 

Hard. 

My mouth was creating a lot of saliva, and I felt like it was helpful to create a tight seal. I didn’t want to be sucking air in; I wanted that yogurt.

For some reason. 

I never even asked what the prize was. But it was too late, because my mouth was full of cock, the whole room was cheering us on, and I was only slightly distracted by the growing pressure building up between my legs.

Uh-oh. 

I had hoped that my level of horniness would subside after my surprise climax in the bathroom. I was hoping that having a thick cock in my mouth, fake or not, would bring me further away from being turned on. Instead, it was bringing me hurtling towards it with no brakes. 

I sucked harder. How long was this game supposed to last? And if Pam was as bad as she said she was, shouldn’t Maya have won already? 

I wondered what it would be like to have a cock in my mouth that was throbbing, rather than still. 

I wondered what it was like to have a cock in my mouth that someone was thrusting into me.

I felt another little squirt.

I wondered what it would be like to have a vibrator inside of me, rumbling away, pushing whatever magic buttons women had in there that let them climax on a subway. 

I wondered what it would feel like to have someone grab my hair as I was doing this, instead of the lifeless bobbing motion of my head, up and down, up and down, slurping on a wet shaft that would maybe, eventually, possibly, result in a stream of yogurt.

And then it did.

It erupted into my mouth with such force that I gagged, and it exploded out of my mouth. I felt it hit me in the eyebrow, and it shot onto my chin.

The room cheered, and I pulled my skirt down as far as it would go as I felt another small dribble down there. 

I sat back on my knees on the floor, kneeling in front of my winning dildo, and wiped the yogurt off my chin. Someone handed me a paper towel, and I dabbed at my eyebrow while people collected their winnings.

“Told you I sucked at sucking,” Pam proudly said, getting up off the floor.  

“Mmmmhhmmm!” Maya said, giving me a sultry little grin.

I sucked some yogurt off my finger with a pop. 

My body was buzzing again. 

Maybe I wasn’t the life of the party, but I had a sign of life. 

I got a high-five from Laurie, a fist bump from Gracie, and some lady I don’t think I had seen before jokingly told me to stay away from her husband. 

“Let’s take a little break here, ladies. If someone can help me with the yogurt, I’d appreciate it!” Courtney said, and people wandered off to the kitchen or the bathroom. 

Courtney gave me a pat on the butt as she walked by, then gave me an evil-looking wink. 

I couldn’t help but look at her ass in that outfit as she walked past to the kitchen. I was revved up, I was ready for anything, and I was very aware of how sexualized my friend had become in about an hour. 

And when my gaze went back from her ass to my chair, who did I see looking at me but Tasha, tightly crossing her legs, tapping one of her red heels in the air, and looking me up and down. 

Then she patted the now empty chair beside her. 


CHAPTER 5


“Well, well, well,” she said as I sat back down. “I was going to ask how you fit in with all of this, but you seem to fit in just fine after all.” 

“Whatever do you mean?” I asked innocently. 

She leaned in close to me. She still smelled like edible strawberry underwear. “You have yogurt cum on your cheek,” she said. 

I wiped it off with the back of my hand. 

“I felt a little ambushed by that,” I said. “It’s not like I knew that was going to happen, and I felt like I couldn’t say no.” 

“You didn’t look like you wanted to say no,” she said.

“Did Courtney really draw names?”

“From her magic top hat,” she said. “Three names. That part is true.”

“What part isn’t true?” 

“I never saw the names. No one did. She could have made it up.” 

“Oh goodie.” 

What kind of a sick joke was this? Was this true? Did she do this to make fun of me? Did she do it to make me uncomfortable? Or was she doing it to force me all the way to being a woman? What the hell was going on? 

I had to pretend I wasn’t bothered, which was doubly hard because I was still buzzing with excitement from my successful blowjob. 

I had never even received a successful blowjob much less given one. 

Tasha helped me dab away all the stray yogurt. I let her get awfully close to me while she did it, but I handled the yogurt in my hair on my own; I did not want her feeling my hair and discovering it was a wig. 

After a few minutes of cleanup, I sort of wanted the party to be over, though a part of me wanted to go someplace just with Tasha. She seemed nice, and quiet, and more proper than I was. She didn’t cheer much, had no stories to tell, and wasn’t nearly as confident or outgoing as a lot of the other guests.

What gives? 

“Let’s get back to it, ladies!” Courtney called as she walked from the kitchen back to her suitcase. This time both Tasha and I stared at her ass, and we shared a little smirk. 

Maybe Tasha was more outgoing than I thought. 

The second half of the party went about the same as the first half. More toys were passed around: nipple vibrators, nipple clamps, vibrating panties, a riding crop, and a dildo shaped like a giant pickle. They played a guessing game with different blindfolds, and there was a very energetic game of Pin the Cock on the Fireman that only resulted in two big holes in Courtney’s living room wall. Maya tried to pin the cock into nothing and fell over, flashing everyone a little bit of her red thong as she stood back up. 

One of the ladies who came late handed out some lube packets, people got to sample the warming lube and the regular lube, and then everyone pretended to play a foreplay dice game that would tell you what part of the body on your partner you should pinch, suck, kiss, rub, pat, or bite. 

Then we all got out shortbread cookies shaped like people and we drew bikinis on them with icing. 

I had to admit, that part was fun. Tasha and I made pretty slutty cookies, and we even licked frosting off of one another’s fingers. I wondered if she felt me shiver when she did it to me. She had come out of her shell a little over the course of the party, and so had I. 

I would never say that frosting cookies made me horny, but everything we did had an undertone of sex to it, so it kept me at the same level I was at since the vibrator demonstration. 

Which, to be honest, was the longest I had ever spent being consistently horny. 

Did other guests feel the same way? Were other women here feeling a sexual ache between their legs that they needed to take care of, and people were only staying out of politeness? Were the single girls going to go home and masturbate with their new toys, and were the married ladies going to go jump their husbands? Was Pam’s husband about to get a huge surprise? 

Before too long, people started to leave, placing orders for things before they did, and once Courtney came out of her bedroom in a hoodie and pajama pants, I knew it was time to go. 

I grabbed my purse from where it still hung on Tasha’s chair, and said my goodbyes. 

“Oh,” Courtney said. “I thought you were leaving with Tasha.”

“No,” I said, looking around and not seeing her. “She might be gone already.”

“Darn,” she pouted. “I was hoping you two would get along.” 

“I think we did, just not enough to be besties,” I said, a little disappointed. 

Courtney leaned in for a hug, then whispered into my ear. “You did great. And I have to come clean. I didn’t draw your name for that game.”

I pulled back and stared at her, wide-eyed. 

“You didn’t?”

“No,” she said. “I drew Tasha’s name. I’m sorry. But I panicked. There’s no way she would have done it, and it would have been super awkward.”

“But I would have done it?” 

Courtney shrugged, and held her arms out. I took her hands. “I thought you might do it, and it would maybe be good for her.”

“That makes no sense,” I said. 

“I have to say goodbye to Pam,” she said. “I’ll text you later. We’ll have a lot to talk about.” 

Is that what girls did? Talk about this stuff? Like, debrief? Did I have that now? Were we now Girl Buddies who would dissect and deconstruct the whole night? Courtney said she didn’t want me to buy anything, and my only souvenirs were some yogurt in my hair, some sticky fingers from frosting, and a few free samples of lube in my purse. 

I knew I needed to take care of myself when I got home, but it didn’t seem right to lube up and do it like a guy.

How then? 

I had a whole subway ride to think it over, and if I got really lucky, maybe I’d get off right there in my underwear as the train went around a bumpy curve. 

Why not? Apparently I had a little orgasm in the bathroom. 

A girl could dream. 

I hit the street with some new confidence. I felt it immediately. It was not the same walk to the station as it was when I left my place earlier. Then, a few hours earlier, I wanted to disappear into myself as soon as I had spectators. 

But now? 

I radiated from within. I felt that same heat from my breakthrough. Not the uncomfortable, embarrassed overheating that came from humiliation, but that same, warm hum that I maybe never paid attention to until now. There was so much to be attracted to. There was so much to feel. There was so much to look forward to, back in my safe space.  

That’s when I heard a small voice behind me.

“Dee?” 

I turned around. It was Tasha, rushing towards me, red heels clicking on the sidewalk. “Wait up.” 

I stopped and waited for her.

“Oh, I thought you had left,” I said. 

“Sorry,” she said, slightly breathless. “Courtney told me we lived in the same neighborhood. Are you going to the 6 train? I thought we could ride together.” 

Oh, that was the secret. 

“Sure,” I said. 

We started walking towards the station. It was silent, and I decided I needed to re-break the ice. Was I still in party mode?

“Did you have fun?” I asked her.

“Sure,” she said. “Some of those ladies really need to get laid though.”

“The married ones most of all,” I said.

Tasha giggled. 

“I have to say,” she said as we waited at a crosswalk for the signal to change. “I really admire your confidence.”

“My what?” 

She smiled. 

“Your confidence,” she said. “It probably wasn’t easy to do that, right?” She inched a little closer to me so our shoulders touched. 

Courtney did say that Tasha never would have done the yogurt game.

“Well,” I said, watching a couple across the street looking at their phones. “I figured, people were taking slut mugshots and testing out vibrators. The vibe was supposed to be fun. I’ve never sucked yogurt like that before.”

“That’s not what I meant,” she said. “I mean–” 

The signal changed, and we walked across the street. We clicked our heels through the crosswalk and kept going towards the station.

“I mean,” she said when we got to the next corner, “that I admire your confidence to, you know, dress up and be yourself. Not just the yogurt.” 

The signal changed to let us cross, but neither of us moved.

“What…do you mean?” I asked. I wanted an answer, but didn’t.

“Courtney asked me to try and guess the other trans girl,” she said shyly. 

There it was. The real reason Courtney invited me. It wasn’t because people couldn’t come; there were plenty of people there. It wasn’t even for my own confidence. It partly was, but not totally. No, it was to meet Tasha. Or for Tasha to meet me. I’d find out later.

“How…did you know?”

We still hadn’t moved to cross the street even though the signal had changed. People were slipping by us on their way to wherever they were going.

“I didn’t. Not at first. But after a little bit, I felt that you felt the same way I did.” 

“What way was that?”

“Electric. Like I found a frequency. My whole body was tingling. It felt more alive than ever.”

Mine still did. I still hadn’t figured out how I was going to deal with that when I got home, a place I’d never get to unless we actually crossed the street. “I just looked around until I found the other woman who looked the way I felt. And since you were sitting next to me, I didn’t have to look far.” 

There was so much to say. That I didn’t know what I was. That I was turned on practically the whole day. That I was intrigued by her, and I thought she was cute. That I loved the tiny bikini she made on her cookie, and that I imagined her wearing it.

That I imagined me wearing it, and someone licking it off of me the way she licked my finger. 

“It…was hard to stay composed,” I said. “Very hard.”

She nodded and bit her lip. 

“You seemed so at ease.”

“I didn’t feel that way. Not the whole time.”

“You looked like you had done that before.”

“Done what?”

“All of it. You know.” She was blushing and looking away from me. 

We needed to wait for the signal to change again. We had a lot of time to talk some more. 

“I had never done any of that. At all.” 

“I was the only one there who could imagine that you were doing that to me,” she said quietly, as if testing the air. 

No, this was why Courtney invited me. Why she invited both of us. 

She leaned in close, grabbed my denim jacket with both hands, and whispered “I’m so horny I could fuck a fire hydrant.” 


CHAPTER 6


We held hands on the subway and didn't mind the looks. I was too distracted anyway by how she was running her fingers up and down the inside of my arm. It kept my arousal level up, my whole body on high alert. 

We didn’t say a word. We didn’t have to. 

I don’t remember the walk to my place. I remember we got off at St. Lawrence instead of Parkchester, and the walk back to Leland was a blur. 

Did anyone honk at us? Did it matter?

If anyone saw us, and I’m sure they did, they would have seen two confident young blonde women walking, holding hands, looking like they had someplace important to be.

We did. We were pulsing with sexual excitement, we were throbbing with want, and we were going to fuck each other’s brains out. What that looked like, I still had no clue. I’m sure she didn’t either. 

But by the time we closed my apartment door behind us and I slid the deadbolt into place for some reason, our hands were on one another’s cheeks, and our lips were pressed together tightly. 

Someone moaned. It might have been me. Before I could figure out if it really was me, she moaned. 

She worked her hands onto my hips and held them there. 

“I need you...so badly…right now,” she said as we kissed. 

I dropped my hands to her waist and undid her pants, which fell to the floor. She stepped out of her shoes first, breaking our kiss as she lost a few inches of height. 

After she got my skirt off, we stood looking at one another’s bulges, running our hands against each other’s thighs. 

We each had big wet spots in front of us that gave away how worked up we were, and how much we wanted the other.

How much we needed the other. 

I ran my hand over hers as I stepped out of my own shoes, and joined her at her new height. 

We brought our lips together again, and we ground into one another.

“Fuck,” I said, feeling a day’s horniness finally receive some attention. “I am not going to last long at all.” 

“Then you’d better start me off slow,” she said, and she reached to the floor for her purse, “with this.” She pulled out one of the dildos I sucked on at the party. 

“Did you buy this from Courtney?” 

She nodded and grinned. “Bring your lube,” and she started walking down the hallway to my bedroom. I watched her tight, perfect ass most of the way, and watched as her panties fell to the floor and she disappeared into my bedroom. 

“Oh my God,” I whispered to myself as I reached into my own purse for Courtney’s lube samples. I dropped my own underwear on my hurried walk to join her in the bedroom, adding to the trail that led from the front door to my bed…

…where she waited for me, on all fours, with her giant cock hanging down between her legs. The cock I didn’t see when she took off her panties because she was facing away from me. The giant cock I assumed she did not have because she was like me.

She was not like me.

Not exactly. She was more than me in very significant ways.  

I looked down at my own, standing at attention down below, another drop of glistening precum at its tip. My fully-erect dick wasn’t as big as her semi-hard one. 

Suddenly I wondered how I was going to satisfy her, especially if I felt like I was going to pop if someone so much as breathed near my cock. 

“Get over here,” she said, wagging her ass at me. 

She handed me the dildo and I squeezed some lube over the tip of it, and got on my knees behind her. 

As I worked the lube over the head of the dildo, I couldn’t help myself: I fluttered my tongue right up against her asshole. I heard her yelp with pleasure, and my own little cock jumped in response. 

I licked slow circles around her as I stroked the fake cock in my hands. It was the second time that day I played with a fake cock; did I want a real one? I had two right in front of me; why not?

I probed her opening with my tongue as I held the dildo in one hand, and needed something to do with the leftover lube.

I did what any desperately horny girl would do: I gripped my own cock, and I slowly stroked myself in time with my licks. 

Now both of us were moaning, her into my pillow and me into her perfect, gorgeous ass. 

I went slow. Slow. Slow on myself because I didn’t want to cum before we got going. And slow with her because she loved it. She pushed back into my face, burying her head on my pillow and holding her cheeks open for me.

I worked her over until I felt her start to arch her back, then she snapped out of her trance. 

“Oh God,” she gasped. “You are waaaaaay too good at that!” 

Was I? Today was a day I learned more about myself than I ever thought I would. What else was I going to learn? 

She turned herself and laid down on her back, wanting me on my side so I could reach between her legs while we kissed. She guided the lubed-up dildo right to her opening, and gently, holding onto my hand, eased it inside of her.

I felt it enter her because she yelped a bit while we kissed, and again, I went sloooooow.

Long, drawn-out strokes of the dildo, all the way out, then all the way in. All the way out, and all the way in. Again, and again, and again, all while our lips stayed pressed firmly together and our tongues worked their way into each other’s mouths. 

She broke our kiss and closed her eyes, pushing her body towards the ceiling and squeezing herself tightly around the dildo; she was making it harder for me to work it in and out of her, but I could tell she was getting close to the edge.

“You have got to feel this,” she gasped, and suddenly, without warning, she shoved me down to the bed.

I was on my back looking up at her, and she grabbed the lube from where it fell on the comforter. 

But instead of putting the dildo inside of me, she did something I never expected: she lubed up her own giant cock, and began teasing my own opening with it. 

“Ahhhhhhhhh, fuck!” I moaned as she did it. If this is what she was feeling when I tongued her asshole, then she was right; I needed to feel it.

She gripped herself hard slowly riding the dildo that was still inside of her as she poked herself inside me just a little bit, then withdrew, then did it again. 

I felt that growing pressure again, right behind my cock, which had never been harder. 

I felt the entire head of her squeeze into me, and I felt myself open up. 

It was instant euphoria. Immediate bliss. I felt spread open, wide, ready to take anything, and what she was giving me was her. Her whole self. And as soon as I was fully open, she gave me her whole length, and my thighs began tingling like they did in Courtney’s bathroom. The lower half of my body exploded with pleasure, and I bucked my hips into her, and while I wanted this feeling to last forever, my body was already overwhelmed and I wasn’t going to last long.

“Oh God,” I cried out. “I’m going to cum!” 

I felt it rise from my knees, to my thighs, to my lower body, and as I arched my back and squeezed tightly around her length, the first blast of cum came out and hit me in my own eye.

Tasha let out a giggle, and I had to direct my own cock away from me. Which meant the second spurt of cum hit her in her eye, and she yelped in surprise. 

“God, I can’t hold it in any more,” she gritted through her teeth, and she began pumping faster and faster, gripping my hips as tightly as she could. 

Spurt after spurt of cum shot up between us and landed on my belly, just as I felt the first blast of her orgasm hit somewhere deep within me. I felt it all: each spasm of her as she bucked through a giant orgasm. Each blast of ejaculate hitting somewhere inside me. 

It took both of us over, and I almost blacked out as I rode another wave of pleasure. When I came to, I realized we had both been crying out together. 

We slowed our breathing. She slowed her thrusts, but stayed buried in me. 

I felt her start to soften, but I didn’t want her to. I wanted her to stay there. I felt the cum starting to run down my body, and I looked down at where our bodies joined. My cock was twitching as we breathed together. 

She fell down next to me, and we held each other in silence. I could feel her heartbeat right next to mine. Soon we were breathing normally again, and everything was fine.  

My God, what did we just do? It was everything. 

I don’t think either of us wanted to speak first. I felt myself start to get soft, and looked down at her. She was no longer hard, but her big cock was flopped against my hip, pointing at my little dribbler. 

“I kind of feel bad,” I said, playing with her hair, looking at the evidence of our lust below. 

“Why?”

“Because that dildo wasn’t that big, and having you inside me felt so fucking good, and I feel like I let you down.”

She looked up at me from where she was running her painted fingernails all over my belly, still slick with lube, sweat, and cum. 

“That felt amazing,” she said. “But if you really want to get something bigger…”

“Oh?” I said.

“I happen to know someone who sells sex toys, and I’m sure she could help us size up. You know. For next time.”

Next time.

Of course there’d be a next time. 
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One of these days, when I had extra money, I was going to get my apartment locks changed. Because Candace walked in on me again, and this time I wasn’t wearing pants. 

Panties, yes. But not pants. 

Of course, she had seen worse. 

As my former roommate, she had seen me in all kinds of clothes. 

We had Girl Talk Lingerie parties. We went out for coffee wearing the shortest skirts she owned. We spent hours trying on expensive clothes at the mall. We had Slutty Movie Nights, and one of the last things we did before she moved out was get dolled up and watch sappy Christmas movies, so we could pretend to experience the Real Meaning of Christmas just like the minxy little heroine did with her impossibly masculine small-town boyfriend.  

So when Candace burst into the apartment and saw me, from behind, leaning out the window drinking my morning coffee while wearing Tim’s oversized flannel shirt that hung down and barely covered my lavender cotton panties, it was more the shock of her walking in than it was the shock of being seen. 

“Knock, knock,” I said flatly as she put her stuff down on my couch.

“Mandy, I know, I know,” she said, calling me my girly name. “I should have texted. But I was in the neighborhood and I have good news that I wanted to share in person. I love your hair, by the way.”

She had told me that already, but I still said thank you. 

I had wanted a short-haired androgynous look, because one morning I woke up and I was sick of wigs. I thought I could look girly without long hair, and I was right. And having short hair made it easier to switch from Boy Mode to Girl Mode; I was in bad need of easy things in my life. 

“Tim’s shirt again?” she said. 

It was, and by blushing, I answered her question. 

She felt bad abandoning me so she could move in with Lauren Treinen. I know she felt bad. She even left me with a ton of her clothes so I didn’t have to spend much on new things. But still, paying two halves of my rent caused me to burn through Grandma Jane’s small inheritance much faster than I was planning, and here we were in June and things were about to get dire. 

Who am I kidding? Things were already dire. 

The only graphic design jobs I could get were unpaid internships, and since I already did a lot of volunteer work for non-profits, I didn’t need anything else in my life that was unpaid. 

What I wanted was a check from her for everything she should have been paying. What I got was something else entirely. 

“I can get you a job.” 

“You can?”

I sat down in the chair opposite the couch and pulled Tim’s shirt down so she couldn’t see up between my legs. 

What can I say? I’m shy. 

“Where?” 

“The road crew.”

“The road crew?” I screwed my face up. “What kind of road crew needs a graphic designer?”

“They don’t, silly. They need someone to work cheap and hold a sign.” 

“Do you know how overqualified I am to hold a sign?”

“And can you pay rent with those overqualifications?”

She sat opposite me and didn’t care that her legs were open enough for me to see the pink cotton triangle high up in her sundress. I didn’t own a sundress. I wanted hers. 

“You’ll wear aviator sunglasses all Summer, you’ll get a killer tan, and you’ll save your brain for what you really want to do. They need someone to do it, the job usually goes to a high school kid or a girl, and you need to get paid.” 

“I can’t do…manual labor,” I said, staring at my hands. I had just done my nails. My fingers were for typing, tapping a screen, and using a mouse. 

“You don’t have to do hard stuff,” she said, exaggeratedly crossing her legs. “Whenever they hire girls, the girls hold the signs. They direct traffic. They stand there and look pretty so the town can say they’re equal opportunity and they hire girls.” 

“But I’m not a girl.”

“You are if they think you are.” 

“Do they really want girls there?” I asked, ignoring her. “Wouldn’t they just give me a hard time?”

I was whining now, and I knew it. 

She leaned forward. “Don’t you, you know, want them to give you a hard time?” 

She winked. 

“Gross,” I said. 

“Not gross,” she sniffed. “I do believe I detected Tim’s shirt in your vicinity. You wear it well, by the way.” 

I set my coffee down and crossed my arms. “So what if it is?” 

“So, I know a horny, wistful girl when I see one,” she said. 

“I am neither of those things!” I snapped. 

Though I was. When you only have one sexual experience, you tend to think about it. 

A lot. 

And since I was obviously wearing my trophy, I couldn’t hide the truth from her. I never could. All I could do was try and change the subject. 

“How do you even know about this job?” I said.

“Because my Uncle Randall works on that crew,” she said. 

“I’d work with your Uncle Randall? The overweight one who looks permanently sunburned? There’s no way. I can’t spend that much time outdoors!”

“Sunscreen and moisturizer,” she said. “And anyway, you wouldn’t be working with Uncle Randall. You’d be working with Todd Dalton.”

She looked proud. 

“Should I know who that is?” I asked. 

“No, but you will,” she smirked. “He will remind you of a certain someone whose clothes you are displaying at this very moment.” 

“He looks like Tim?” 

“A little bigger in the upper body, for sure,” she said, leaning back and flashing me again. “I’m only assuming he’s a little bigger in the lower body as well, but I’ll bet you can open wider.”

“Candace!” 

“Sorry! Couldn’t resist. I am trying to get you a boyfriend.” 

“I don’t want a boyfriend,” I muttered. “But I do need a job.”

“Well, here I am, sister. I can get you both at once,” she said, smacking her lips. 

“I don’t know about this,” I said.

“Lucky for you that I do,” she said. “I’m off today, you’re off every day, so I can come back later and take you down to the garage. Wear something cute but rugged. I bet you’ll start tomorrow.”

“Cute but rugged?” 

Tim’s shirt and some jeans? What did I have that was cute but rugged? 

“Go like that if you want,” she said. “Only with pants. You don’t want to give Todd the wrong impression. At least not right away.” 

“I don’t want to give Todd any impression,” I said. 

“You will when he sees how well you grip a sign,” she said. “And when he spends all day wondering what kind of underwear you have on.”

I pulled my shirt down again. It couldn’t go any lower. 

“What if I go in Boy Mode?”

“They won’t hire you. Girls only, like I said. Look, you don’t have to keep the job until you retire, right? You need to make rent this Summer, you haven’t found a roommate since I moved out, and this is going to work if you let it. So let it.”

She stood up and gathered her things off the couch. 

“You can’t do things halfway forever,” she said. “Think about it, get dressed, get pretty, and I’ll take you down to get the job. There’s no choice here, but I’ll give you a little while to accept that.” 

And she spun on her heels, flew out my door, and slammed it behind her. 

You might not always know when Candace arrived, but you always knew when she left. 
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I sat back in my chair, legs curled under me. No one was there to peek up my shirt anymore, so I didn’t have to be as careful. My coffee was cool, but not too cold to drink, so I sipped it in silence. 

I looked down at myself, at Tim’s shirt. Sometimes I could even convince myself that it smelled like him still. His…cologne? Lotion? Deodorant? Detergent? What was I smelling when I smelled him? 

It didn’t matter. The memory of it made me purr between my legs. 

It was senior year of college. Candace had invited me–as Mandy–to a party at her friend Cassie’s house. Cassie lived with four other girls in a whole house. Not an apartment, not a townhouse, but a whole, giant house. A house with a big, sunny kitchen, a stove with a tea kettle on it, cozy blankets everywhere, and a cat named Samson. 

It was nothing like my tile-floored dorm room with a narrow bed, a tiny closet, a jerk roommate, and a bunch of short, slutty, lacy secrets locked away under the bed in a trunk that I thought about constantly. I was only at the party because Candace insisted I go out and “really work it” while I was still in school. 

People had been hooking up all over campus. More than usual. “Spring Fever” is what Candace called it. 

I didn’t have Spring Fever, I had an uncontrollable horniness that had no outlet. I was a girl half the time, painting my nails, using glitter, getting to know all kinds of lotions and makeup and hairstyles. My legs were getting smoother, my shorts were getting shorter, and I wanted to be ravished. I couldn’t explain it; I just felt it. From the moment I walked into that party and felt people’s eyes on me, I knew something was different. I felt them look, sure, but I didn’t feel like I was being spotted; I felt like I was being seen. 

People were looking. Some were looking just because I was someone to look at. Girls, mostly. Some guys looked because they were hungry for something. A lot of them made me feel gross, like I immediately pictured them on top of me, sweaty and heaving, and it turned me off. 

But some?

Some I pictured above me, and somehow I knew I’d let them do it. That I’d want them to. That I’d close my eyes and know that something was building up inside of me, and that they were the ones to let it out. 

Tim was one of those. I knew the first time I caught him checking me out that I wanted him. I didn’t think that way about any of my roommates, about any guys in my classes, about the bouncer at the door of the house party, about anyone playing beer pong in the basement. 

But what do you do? Do you tell the first person who has ever really looked at you, “hey, thanks for checking me out, I don’t know which of us is hung more”? No, you don’t. 

For one, I knew I wasn’t, and second, I was too terrified to come clean. I just rode the wave instead. And the whole night my heart fluttered. First he bumped into me going down the stairs. Then he bumped into me going up the stairs. Then we found ourselves in the kitchen at the same time. Then we were shaking hands and I said “Mandy,” and a few laughs later we were sitting down in the little den off the kitchen and his tongue was in my mouth. 

Then his hand was on my knee. 

Since my skirt was short, he could rub the inside of my thigh, which he did, and I let him. 

You go your whole college life without getting a second look from someone, and then what? You go out dressed as a cute girl and get picked up right away. 

It was forbidden, it was thrilling, it was decadent. 

We could hear the party still going on inside the house, but the only part of it that mattered was taking place in that little room. His woodsy, masculine smell. His strong hands finding every inch of my smooth legs, the parts no one ever saw and that I had only recently accepted. Our tongues wetly pressed together, again and again. 

The sight of his hard cock trying to poke up out of his shorts. 

Then, with one hand movement–his or mine?–the feel of his hard cock. 

He didn’t bat my hand away, and so I had kept going. I slipped my hand up his leg at first, exactly what he was doing to me. 

His fingertips had lightly brushed against my damp crotch, wet with sweat and something starting to drip out of me. 

I didn’t want him to find anything more, and so I did what any self-respecting girl would do: I dropped to my knees, pulled his shorts down, and tried to suck his soul right out of his body. 

I nearly succeeded. 

He tried so hard to keep his groans down, but failed. I knew what to do because I had seen porn, not because I was experienced. To him, though, I was a cock goddess. 

“That feels so damn good.”

“What the fuck?”

“Oh my God, what are you doing to me?” 

Well, I remember what I was doing to him. I was able to fit his whole cock in my mouth–barely–and I could drag my tongue all over the underside of it as I bobbed my head. I could form a tight seal with my lips and move my head back and forth like a well-primed sex engine. I could lightly suck, I could suck more forcefully, and I could stroke the base while I went to work. 

And the whole time I had one hand up my own skirt, teasing the bulge that was aching to be let out, feeling it leak and throb hotly as a good-smelling man–my good-smelling man–squirmed and writhed on the couch because of something I was doing to him. 

And then, just as suddenly, he wasn’t squirming. Not because he came, or because I came, but because some ditzy brunette in an even shorter skirt than I was wearing led some drunk guy into the room and started making out. 

While looking directly at us. 

“Get a room, losers,” she slurred at me as Tim hastily fixed his shorts and ran his hands through his hair. 

“We had a room,” Tim said. “This one, actually.” 

The drunk couple exaggeratedly ran their hands all over one another and kept saying things like “oh, baby, I love touching you at a party,” and “touch me right there, right where everyone can see,” and “let’s invade other people’s privacy, my love!” 

We got the hint, and with his taste still in my mouth, he took me by the hand and we left to find someplace private, someplace where I could finish what I started.

We never found it. 

Hand in hand, we giggled our way around the house. I felt alive. I felt like someone wanted me. I wanted them. I wanted the night to keep going forever. 

The night lasted five more minutes, as Tim apparently owned the only car in his group of friends, and someone he knew stepped on a glass bottle and needed to be taken to the emergency room. 

Night over. 

We stood outside as he said goodbye, and I was shivering badly enough where he handed me his shirt. His oversized flannel shirt. 

I walked back to my empty dorm room by myself, replaying the same fifteen minutes in my head, running my fingers over the cloth, smelling his smell, feeling his warmth on my body. 

Since I was a self-respecting girl, I got right under my covers, kept the shirt on, and inhaled his smell deeply while rubbing my bulge through my panties until I made a huge mess in my crotch. 

It took to the count of six. I counted. 

And I lay there in the dark, still tasting him, still feeling how he felt hitting against my throat, still smelling his shirt, feeling myself get softer and softer, until I fell asleep in my own mess. 

Mandy never went to another party again, and a few weeks later I saw Tim holding hands with a girl named Kelsey I knew from a History class Sophomore year. 

It was over. There was no going back, no second chance. 

But not a day went by from that point where I didn’t think about my fifteen minutes with Tim, or how I lasted six whole seconds later on. 
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Tim never knew who–or what–I was. But I knew what he was: a strong, handsome man. A man I touched, and a man I had in my mouth. A man who let me do those things, and who wasn’t repulsed by me. That he didn’t exactly know what was between my legs was a teensy bit inconvenient, but hey: it’s my fantasy world, and I get to be the heroine if I want. 

And I’m sure Candace heard me gasp when we got to the town garage and we saw some of the guys come back from their shifts. 

I knew immediately who Todd Dalton was, because he looked exactly like Tim. 

Scruffier, sure. Taller, maybe. Darker hair, fuller in the chest, better tan. 

Same “Fuck Me” eyes, same close-cropped haircut, same bulging biceps, same devilish grin, same gravelly voice when he walked by and said hello to us. 

God, I hoped he smelled the same, too. 

Candace brought me to the garage so I could apply for the job in person and fill out all the paperwork. We were waiting for a friendly-looking woman named Rachel to finish her phone call so we could take care of everything. She wasn’t in a hurry, and we got to overhear a lot about her daughter’s health problems, her dog’s cataract surgery, the unpaid bills that were piling up, and how she didn’t fit in any bathing suits anymore. 

“This is what you’re up against, by the way,” Candace whispered. “You’re going to be the hottest thing on legs here and you know it.” 

Todd was cleaning out one of the trucks, slinging hoses over his shoulder and carrying tools around like they weighed nothing. 

I wasn’t going to say anything to Candace, but I felt the same way about Todd that I felt about Tim. I could picture him on top of me, and I could picture both of us liking it. 

“Sorry ladies,” Rachel said. “Busy busy busy.”

Candace smiled. 

“So you’re here for the job opening?” 

For the next few minutes I filled out forms. I filled out more forms. I handed over a birth certificate and a social security card, which Rachel made copies of but didn’t look at. 

I answered questions with a “yes” and then I answered them with a “no.” Candace got up to go talk to her uncle. I could hear his weird laugh every now and again from somewhere in the garage, or from the warehouse space next door that was connected. All the guys who worked there drove pickup trucks and they all left, one by one. 

Todd’s truck was blue, and brand-new. 

No one else looked like Todd. 

Then Rachel and I got to the end of the giant stack of forms and Candace came back.

“And then just sign here, Miss…hmmm.” 

And there it was. 

“So you wrote that your name is ‘Storrow Meyer’?” 

I nodded.

“Everyone calls her ‘Mandy,’” Candace said quickly. 

“How on Earth do you get ‘Mandy’ out of ‘Storrow’?” Rachel blinked.

The real question was, how do you get ‘Storrow’ out of ‘Mandy,’ but I wasn’t about to debate that with someone I had just met. 

“I was going to be named after my Grandfather no matter what,” I said, looking at my toes, which looked cute. 

“You poor thing,” Rachel said, and then she stamped something somewhere on a form. “Well, go buy some boots, you can start in the morning.” 

Candace and I exchanged glances. 

I had a job? Just like that? 
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“These boots all look basically the same,” Candace said as she sat and patiently watched me model every pair of work boots in the store. “I mean, you have little feet, and they’ll all get dirty, so figure out what you want to stand in all day and go with those.”

“I have never had to shop for boots like this,” I said. “They’re clompy.” 

“Do you have knee-high boots?” she asked.

“Um, no,” I said. 

“You should get them. With your first paycheck, let’s go out and buy boots together.” 

I wanted to say I’m paying rent for two now. I wanted to make some snide comment about how this was really her fault, that if she wanted me to use my spare income with her, she should have left me with spare income. 

But I didn’t. She did just get me a job, and being bitchy probably wasn’t going to keep our friendship in a good place. 

“Let me get through my first day first,” I said, looking down at my feet. “I don’t know which ones to buy.” 

“No one will be looking at your feet,” she said. “You’ll all be wearing the same boots. You will not all be wearing the same underwear, or the same bras. And Todd is going to thinking about those things much more than he’s thinking about how you didn’t go with the sand-colored boots but instead went with the camel-colored ones.”

“Todd is not going to be thinking about that,” I said. 

“He will, and I’ll bet you’re wearing different panties than you were this morning because you filled them with Girl Juice just thinking about it,” she said. 

“Ssshhh!” I hissed. 

But again, I blushed, which let her know she was right. 

The first time she caught me with a little wet spot on the front of my panties, she came up with the name “Girl Juice.” She used it a few times since then, usually to embarrass me. 

Like, in a store while modeling boots, for example. 

But she wasn’t wrong. 

I had spent that morning reliving–again–my night with Tim, and I got so lost in my fantasy of it that I dripped pretty much non-stop into the lavender panties I had worn to bed. 

First it was a little spot. 

Then it was the size of a dime. 

Then it was the size of a nickel. 

Then a quarter. 

Then I needed a cold shower and buried my wet, sticky panties at the bottom of my hamper. 

I changed into red ones, because why not? Red was fire. Red was passion. Red was hot. 

I’m not sure I was any of those things, but something told me I needed to feel that way when I went to the garage. I certainly didn’t want Todd seeing me in my underwear, no matter how hot I felt. Hell, Tim never even saw my underwear. How did I know anyone could handle my secret? 

I didn’t. 

Stuffing a man’s cock down my throat was an easier risk to take. But having someone’s finger tease me in my bulge was as risky as I was willing to go after that. 

Right? It was as far as I had gone. Probably not a great idea to surprise someone by crossing that line, but I figured I’d be able to get awfully close to that line and stay pretty safe. 

Candace clearly wanted me to cross that line, and she wanted me to cross it fast. I learned exactly how fast when we walked out to her car after I paid for my clompy boots with money I couldn’t really afford to spend on them. 

“Todd is going to be so into you when he meets you.”

“I met him already.”

“No you didn’t. I was there. He said ‘what’s up’ and then clocked out.”

“Well, tomorrow he’ll find out we work together.”

“Oh,” she grinned. “He already knows that.” 

She started her car and I put my hand on the gear shift so she couldn’t drive.

“What. Do. You. Mean,” I said. 

“I told him you were the new girl and he nodded. Then I told him you thought he was cute.”

“You did what?” 

“I told him you thought he was cute.”

“Why did you do that?!” 

“Because you do.”

“So what!” 

“Look,” she said. “This is faster than whatever your plan was.” 

“I don’t have a plan.” 

“You’ll thank me, Mandy.” 
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I didn’t want to have to thank her. Yes, technically she invited me to the house party where I hooked up with Tim, but I was the one who looked cute. I was the one who reached my hand up his shorts. I was the one who would have gotten him off if we weren’t interrupted. 

She wasn’t the one living my life, even though I might have been wearing her clothes.

They were my clothes now. 

My sports bras, my skirt, my leggings, my nail polish, my hair brush, my mascara, my lipstick, my knee-high socks.  

Yes, she got me the job. Yes, she took me to get boots. Yes, she drove me home, and yes, she apparently told Todd I thought he was cute. 

He was too scruffy to be cute, but he did do something to me, right in the you-know-where. 

But that’s where it ended. I wasn’t going to credit her with living my life, not if I was still paying her way through her rent in an apartment only I lived in but where she apparently felt comfortable coming and going as she pleased. 

So I spent my last night of unemployment the way I began my last day of it: wearing Tim’s shirt and talking myself out of washing it. 

Again. 

I kept sniffing the sleeves. No, it really didn’t smell like him any more. It smelled like my apartment. My candles, my deodorant, my perfume. 

It needed to be washed, and I knew it. I did spill food on it, and I did dip the front of it into some soup once when I leaned over my counter. 

And really, what could be a better way to celebrate the end of one era of my life and the start of another? The end of me reliving my one memory with Tim, and the beginning of maybe making more with other people? 

And so I stood in my bathroom where the stackable washer and dryer were, wearing nothing but a bright green thong and a little cami, watching as my washing machine went through a whole cycle of one shirt.

One lousy shirt. 

One wonderful shirt. 

I did shed a tear, but only one. 
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In the morning, I rubbed one sleeve of Tim’s shirt between my thumb and index finger, just to see if it still felt the same. It did. It officially smelled like my detergent, though, so that was that. 

And while it was dry, I didn’t want to wear it to work. For one, it was going to be too hot that day for a long-sleeved flannel shirt. But also: I mean, c’mon, Mandy. Move on. 

So I did. Wearing a pair of form-fitting jeans that would get dirty, along with a tight black tanktop and an old Dodgers t-shirt, I clomped in my boots down the stairs, down the street, and walked the few blocks to the town garage, where I thought I’d be early to work. 

Turns out Todd was there first. 

So was Uncle Randall, so was some guy named Wendell, a guy everyone called Cobb, some short guy named Mani, and Rachel. 

I may not have been late on my first day, but I definitely wasn’t early. 

“You poor thing,” Rachel said to me again. 

Was she still caught up on my name? Was she judging me because I was late on my first day? She was looking at my brand-new boots when she said it, so maybe she was judging my outfit? 

Wendell wasn’t judging it. I caught him staring at my ass each time I leaned forward to load things onto the back of one of the trucks. 

And Cobb wasn’t judging me either. He kept looking me up and down, like I should have been enjoying it. I know an A-list man when I see one. Cobb wasn’t on that list.  

Mani was beaming at me, like he couldn’t wait for me to be his new best friend. 

You know who wasn’t looking me up and down? Todd. 

We shook hands, and my little hand disappeared in his. 

He said it was nice to meet me, gave me a little grin, and then he was gone, leaving me to half listen to Cobb. He was talking about how Rachel leaves the manifest out each morning so they knew what to load in the trucks, that today we’d be taking a bucket truck and two pickups off to County Road 14 so we could cut back some downed trees, widen a ditch, and clear a few culvert pipes. 

Of course, I wouldn’t be doing those things. I would be holding a sign. 

I would be standing there in the sun, trying to look pretty and stay sane, getting burned to a crisp while I figured out a way to screw up a job that was only asking me to turn a sign from one side to another. 

“Here’s your walkie talkie,” a voice behind me said, and it made me jump. It was Todd. 

For some reason, I was nervous. 

“Why do I need this?” I managed to get out. 

God, he was tall. And his shoulders were wide. His forearms could crush me. 

Did I want him to crush me?

“So you can tell the guy on the other end what the last car in line is,” he said. “Push this button, talk, say ‘blue Buick,’ and then say ‘over.’”

Oh no. I had no idea how to tell a Buick from a…Ford? Or a…Kia? What were the car symbols again? Didn’t cars have like a peace sign or a little symbol on them? Did I know them at all? Could I tell the difference between a Toyota and a Mitsubishi? 

This is why I wasn’t a boy any more. I could tell him the shade of blue, but not the kind of car. 

“Can’t I just say “blue car’? That might be faster.”

Todd looked at me and his eyes squinted, ever so slightly. 

Speaking of blue, I became very aware of my thong when he said the word ‘blue.’ Suddenly I felt like I was small. Small everywhere. Small bodied, short-haired, small-footed, tiny-titted, and barely-bulging. 

“You do what you need to do,” he said. “Whatever lets the other guy know what the last car is. We’ll rotate for a little bit, but it’ll mostly be Cobb or Mani on the other end. Cobb will want to talk, by the way. Just tell him no.” 

“Thanks,” I said. 

“Load up!” came a yell from somewhere, and then truck engines started. 

“You should come with me,” Todd said, and pointed to one of the town pickup trucks. 

That turned out to mean “sit in the front seat between Todd and Wendell,” and while I felt small, I wasn’t so small that I could squeeze into a narrow seat between two giant men. 

Meaning, I spent a bumpy ride with my leg brushing up against Todd’s body for what felt like a few miles. I was hoping Wendell wasn’t getting any ideas. He was bigger than Uncle Randall and smelled like he might have come straight from a bar. 

Todd, on the other hand, smelled like some combination of cinnamon, whisky, and roasted marshmallows. 

I spent the final mile trying to figure out how I might be able to steal one of his shirts. 

The job site was right at a gentle curve in County Road 14, immediately across from an old building that the power company used to use. Or maybe they still used it; who knows? Someone mowed the small lawn next to it, and there was a single maple tree that gave off quite a bit of shade. 

Less than an hour into my first day, I wanted to go sit in that shade. It was hotter by the minute, and all of the sounds of the men working were giving me a headache. 

I was nervous the first time I held the sign out for a car to stop, but it actually stopped. 

Then it drove off and the guy gave me a half-wave. 

Then I did it again. 

And again. 

And again. 

“Blue car.” 

“Green car.”

“Black pickup.” 

Sometimes Cobb was on the other end of the connection, sometimes Mani. 

There was nothing to look at. I was bored. I couldn’t turn around often to watch the guys work–correction, to watch Todd work–because I had to keep my eyes on the road. A few times I would close my eyes behind my aviator sunglasses and imagine what I looked like, standing in the road: blonde girl with a pixie haircut, wearing a t-shirt and jeans, hiding a tiny thong. 

I tried imagining the underwear of the rest of the crew. I didn’t actually want to picture Wendell in his underwear, but I did assume he was probably wearing tighty whities. Whether they were still white or not, who knew. 

Cobb seemed like a boxer shorts kind of guy. 

Mani? For some reason I pictured him in tiny, shiny briefs. 

Todd had to be a boxer briefs kind of guy. Or maybe I just wanted him to be. 

I opened my eyes and re-re-re-re-confirmed that the sign had the ‘Stop’ side facing oncoming traffic. Then I closed my eyes again and tried to picture Todd getting ready for work in the morning. 

I turned to watch the guys work and saw that Wendell was in the bucket, high up above the road. It looked like a dead tree had fallen into another tree and was leaning there, so he was cutting small branches off, and making bright red marks with a can of spray paint. 

He was dropping the branches too close to the rest of the men, who were yelling up at him. 

“You do that again and I’ll wreck you,” Uncle Randall yelled up. “Throw the branches away from us, asshole.” It was hard to tell if Wendell thought it was funny or not, but it didn’t look safe.

“Silver SUV,” came Cobb’s voice in the walkie talkie, and I turned back around to get ready to flip my sign. 

“Stupid fucker,” I heard Mani yell. “Get him out of that bucket.” 

I turned back in time to see them lowering Wendell, and Todd was getting ready to take his place. I couldn’t hear what the men were all yelling at Wendell, but it was clear they thought he was being dangerous. 

“Two red cars,” I said to Cobb. “The second one is more of a magenta.”

“You’re such a girl,” he said back. “What the fuck is magenta?” 

I was too busy watching Todd to reply to Cobb. Todd was cutting the branches more carefully. And he was heaving them away from where he was, farther back into the woods, instead of dropping them below where he was being held. 

I watched Todd work for a while. He was safe, he wasn’t leaning too far, and he was keeping his colleagues safe as well. It was completely different than watching Wendell up there. 

I was such a girl, at least according to Cobb. 

I agreed, obviously. Maybe not at that very moment, maybe not with sweat running down my spine while I smelled oil, and grease, and spray paint, and sunscreen. Maybe not exactly then, but I knew I’d get home and be as girly as I wanted, to counteract my Day of Men. Some gross, sweaty men. 

Everyone gross and sweaty except for Todd. He was sweaty, but he definitely wasn’t gross. 

He was easy to picture on top of me. He was easy to picture in his underwear, and he was easy to picture taking his shirt off…

“Watch out!” I heard from up above. 

I turned around to see Todd, pointing down at me, frantically. 

He wasn’t warning the guys on the ground. No, he was warning me.

I turned back to the road just in time to see a white car come around the curve in the road, driving at least 90. The driver wasn’t going to stop in time, even if he slammed on the brakes. 

Time froze. 

My ears felt plugged, the world swam. 

I didn’t hear anything. No horn, no brakes, no more yelling. I heard my own heartbeat, and I felt my body flooded with energy. 

I felt myself jump backwards towards the shoulder of the road, and I felt something rush by me, fluttering my loose-fitting clothing. 

And then I was looking up at the sky and people were running. 

Todd wasn’t the first to reach me–how could he have been, if he was up in the bucket at the time?–but he was the first person to kneel down next to me and grab my hand. 

“Mandy? You OK?” 

“Jesus, motherfucker,” Randall said as my hearing started to return. “That guy must have been doing close to 100. Easy.” 

“I’m OK,” I choked out. 

“Go slow,” Todd said, holding my hand tightly. 

Tightly. 

“It didn’t look like he hit you, but that was damn close,” Cobb said.

“Please tell me he didn’t hit you,” Todd said. 

I shook my head. “I don’t think he hit me. I think…I think I felt him drive by.”

“Could have been the air rushing by. But whatever it was knocked you clear out of the way,” Uncle Randall said. 

“I’m OK,” I said, sitting up with Todd’s help. “I’ll be fine.”

“Tough as nails,” Cobb said. “Not like a girl after all.” 

I ignored him. I liked it better when he said I was a girl. 

“We need to get you up,” Todd said, and he lifted me up. 

By himself? I felt no one else’s touch. Only his. 

I was on my feet, and felt a little woozy, but otherwise OK. Todd helped me across the street by wrapping one hand tightly around my waist and letting me lean on him. 

“People sometimes blow right on through,” Todd said. “Probably should have warned you. It’s usually not that bad though.”

“Might have been good to know,” I said. “Especially if I’m going to last more than a day.” 

“We’ll never find who that was,” Todd said. “Which sucks, so you have to live with it. We all do.”

“You weren’t the one nearly hit,” I said.

“No,” he said. “I mean, it’s happened to all of us. We all have had it happen. Mani, Cobb, me.”

“You too?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said, as we reached the grass. “Black Escalade. New rims. Dungan Street, two years ago.”

“I didn’t know this job was dangerous,” I said. I wanted to sit down again. 

“Everyone’s got your back here,” Todd said, helping me down. I sat down and was staring straight at his crotch. 

On the one hand, this was not the time to think about his package. On the other hand, was I thinking clearly? Suddenly I wanted every experience before it was too late. 

“We’ve got to wrap up that tree,” he said. “I’ll check on you in a minute. Take a break.” 

I sat by myself in the shade and watched him walk back to the trucks. He was walking muscle and he was kind and he cared about his colleagues, and he held me. 

He held me and I was sorry he let go. 

I was in trouble. 
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I must have replayed the near-accident a dozen times in my head before my heartbeat started to get back to normal. Each time it felt a little different. 

At first it was the bumper that brushed my leg. Then it was a rush of air as the car passed by. 

Then it was a breeze. 

Then it felt like the near-accident was yesterday. More distant. That I survived and was stronger for it, and that there was no reason to wait around any more. 

Eventually the work sounds stopped, and I looked up to see Todd walking towards me. 

“Time for a break,” he said. “The guys went off to lunch. They’ll be back. I said I’d stay with you.” 

He had grabbed his cooler off the back of the bucket truck. 

Shit. 

Was I supposed to bring my lunch? 

He turned and looked at me. 

“You did bring your lunch, didn’t you?”

“No,” I shook my head. “I could have gone with them to get something, I guess.”

“Huh,” he said, then looked into his cooler. “I mean, I could give you some of mine. There’s no sense staying hungry.” 

“I feel like an idiot.”

“Did Rachel tell you to bring a lunch?”

“She did not.”

“Then it’s not your fault,” he said. “If we work closer to town, sometimes we’ll just go to a deli. Here. Hope you like roast beef,” and he sat next to me in the shade, handing me a water bottle. 

What a day. 

First, the actual work was pretty boring. 

Second, I forgot my lunch. 

Oh yeah, and I was almost killed by a car that didn’t follow the single word instructions on either side of my sign. 

And to top it off, I needed to rely on Todd’s charity to keep from starving, and my entire body was still humming from my brush with death. 

I was fidgety, I was agitated, I was anxious, I felt like I had just gotten off a roller coaster, and now I needed to sit still and have a very unromantic picnic with a hot guy who was sharing his lunch with me. 

I couldn’t do this every day. Not even close. 

“Here,” he said, unwrapping a giant sandwich and handing me half. 

“Um,” I said, taking it from him. 

There was no way I could get my mouth around it. It was too much roast beef. Even half a sandwich was too long for me; did he normally eat both halves? What kind of a man was he? 

“Yeah,” he said. “I get the large. I honestly don’t know why. Do the best you can.” 

I stared at it and nibbled at the cut end, thinking that I could eventually get my mouth around it. 

“The last girl we had only lasted a month or two,” he said. 

“Does that mean you think I’m going to quit?” I said.

“No,” he said. “Just making conversation.” He took a huge bite and I watched him chew. 

“Jeanie was her name,” he said. 

“Did she ever get hit by a car?” 

We watched as a car drove slowly by the work zone. 

Todd changed the subject. 

“You’re doing great, though. I can tell this isn’t for you. I get it. For guys like Mani or Cobb, it is.”

“Or Uncle Randall.” 

“Him too.” 

“What about you?”

He shrugged. “It’s OK. I get to be outside. As long as I’m not behind a desk, I’m fine.” 

I thought about the car again. The one that almost hit me. 

I wasn’t behind a desk. Was I fine? Was I safer behind a desk? 

Life was pretty short. Or, it could be. I didn’t want to be morbid, or sad, or depressed, but was I comfortable with my life if it ended earlier? Of course not. I had just started being Mandy most of the time. I had just gotten a job, just figured out who I was and who I wanted to be, and just figured out what kind of person I was attracted to. You know, the Tim or Todd type. Big, scruffy, good-smelling, kind, funny guys. 

Guys not like Cobb, or Wendell, or anyone I went to school with. 

I did not want to waste time. I did not want to wait for some Tim to show up with another shirt. Or wait for some guy to make a move, if he ever would. I did not want to wait for permission. 

I might not ever get permission. I might be waiting for the right moment, even while it was happening. 

And if I was sitting next to a hot guy who showed care and affection towards me, and we were alone, and I was pulsing with adrenaline and excitement and needed an outlet, then what the hell? It was time to make something happen. 

It could absolutely be time to make something happen. 

“I bet you don’t want to eat the rest of that sandwich,” I heard myself say. 

I was floating. 

“But you haven’t finished yours,” he said. “There’s no way you want more of–”

“Not what I meant,” I said, standing up and motioning for him to follow me. 

I walked behind the power station building until I was out of view of the road. It was private back there, and the only way someone would see us is if they were in the woods. 

I imagined Todd watching me walk in front of him. I pictured him checking out my ass, pictured him imagining what I was wearing underneath. I pictured him being worked up, wondering how he could be so lucky to have someone hit on him at work. 

Don’t people want those things to happen to them? 

I was making that happen, both for him and for me. 

We got to the back of the building, and I turned to face him, pulling him toward me by his belt buckle. 

“Oh, hey,” he said. “What’s happening here?”

“I bet you can guess,” I said, looking up at him as I tried to unbuckle him. 

And before I could get his pants open, something unexpected happened. 

Something magical. 

He bent down and kissed me.

Right on the mouth, the mouth I planned on debauching him with. The mouth I planned to get him off with before the rest of the crew got back from lunch. That mouth. 

The mouth that was now his. 

“Hey now yourself,” I whispered, and dropped to my knees. 

He leaned back against the building and with one hand, helped himself out of his pants. 

I was right: he was a boxer brief guy. 

And he was also bigger than Tim, who was no slouch. 

Todd was much bigger than Tim.

He brought it out of his underwear and I grabbed it with my hand, though I could have easily used both hands. 

I brought the tip of it to my lips and kissed it, very slowly. I felt it grow between my lips. Then I did it again, and it grew some more. 

I never got Tim off. I was determined to get Todd off. 

I couldn’t get him far into my mouth, but I tried to play it off like I was just warming up, like I was just teasing him. 

I stroked the base of his massive cock as I sucked the top of it, and slowly I could get more of it into my mouth. I slurped and licked, gagging now and then when it went too far and poked me in the back of the throat. I was getting better, but I wasn’t that good. 

Yet. 

Even if I couldn’t get the whole thing into my mouth, I could do the next best thing: go faster, and suck harder. 

I felt my own drool dripping off of my chin as I increased the speed. The faint buzzing in my own panties got a little stronger. There was the instant feeling that if only I could go fast enough, to get him off quickly, that I might also cum. Was I in the right state of mind since the almost-accident? How would it even work for me to get off from giving head, rather than getting it?

Still, it felt right. It felt possible. With every bob of my head, I felt my own body tingle in response. With each pump and each little groan he gave me in response, I felt myself get more turned on. I wasn’t getting hard; that was impossible since my panties were too tight and my pants didn’t give me room to grow. 

No, it felt like I was getting…warmer. Since my legs were spread wide, I felt exposed even though I was clothed. It was exciting, it was forbidden. 

I met this guy less than a day ago and his dick was already in my mouth, and both of us liked it.

Loved it. 

He groaned and squirmed a little, and even moaned “I am not going to last much longer if you keep doing that.”

I wanted him to finish. 

I wanted him to finish in my mouth, and I wanted him to finish fast. 

I also wanted badly to reach between my own legs and get off. There was something about doing this that got me going, that brought me right to an edge and left me there. 

It was impossible to play with myself through jeans, so I had to live with it. 

He had warned me about what would happen if I kept doing what I was doing. 

So I kept doing it. Since I couldn’t touch myself, I placed my hands on his thighs to brace myself, and went faster, sensing him steady himself against the wall of the building. 

“Oh God, Mandy, I’m gonna cum,” he breathed. 

I felt him tense up and he seemed to grow in my mouth, and then I heard him groan as the first pulse of his cum hit me in the back of the throat. I clamped my mouth down harder around him, not wanting anything to escape. 

Blast after blast hit me as I felt him unload in my mouth, and I felt him start to soften with each spasm. 

I looked up at him from my knees as his body gave one final little shake. 

Slowly, I backed my mouth off of him, making sure not to let anything drip out of me. 

“I won’t kiss you back,” I said after swallowing it all. It was sweet, and sticky. There was a lot of it, and I couldn’t believe I had done it. 

He looked down at me and ran his hand through his hair. 

“I appreciate that,” he said. “Did the sandwich not have enough protein in it?”

I stood up and slapped him on the arm. 

“Sorry, sorry,” he said, rubbing his bicep where I hit him. 

We walked from behind the building back to where our picnic started. 

“That’s our little secret,” I said as one of the town pickups came around the corner. 

“You want me to keep any more secrets, you let me know,” he said. 

[image: ]


Stop. 

Slow. 

Stop. 

Slow. 

Stop. 

Slow. 

God, I was done. So done. Completely done. 

Seven years of drawing lessons. Four years of design school. One internship. Five happy clients I felt good about. 

And for what? 

This. And then more of it. 

I was almost out of sunscreen. Would I use a tube of it every day? Would I quickly turn into one of those leathery girls who were 25 but looked 35? 

Even if I got to suck Todd off every day, would the tradeoff be worth it? 

No, I would want more than that. Much more. 

Every hour took two to pass. 

Every fourth or fifth car honked, or I could hear some comment through the window as some creepy guy said something to the “hottie.” One wanted me to show him my tits as I held up the ‘Stop’ side of the sign. One wanted a photo. One asked me out. 

Todd shook his head and laughed at the one who asked me out. 

“It’s not funny,” I said when he came over. 

“You’re right,” he said. “It’s not. Not really.” 

“‘Not really’ isn’t the same as ‘not,’” I said. 

“It’s just that you haven’t even worked a full day yet and you’ve had about a month’s worth of experiences.” 

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” I said. 

“It took Jeanie a few weeks to get run off the road,” he said, “and I don’t remember people honking at her this much.” 

“How long did it take Jeanie to blow one of her colleagues?” I asked. 

Todd blushed. Too direct. I made him uncomfortable. Maybe Candace had rubbed off on me too much. 

“Sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to make you feel bad about it. It was fun.”

“I regret nothing,” he said. 

I watched him walk back to the ditch and he took off his shirt to put a tanktop on. His back and shoulder muscles were ridiculously well-defined, and glistened with sweat. He had muscles on top of his muscles. 

I knew I had a long day already, but I had a lot of time on my hands and could think of plenty more that I could regret. 

For the last hour of the day, I thought about nearly everything I could regret doing with Todd. I came up with a lot. 
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“Wait, did you not drive here?” Todd asked. 

“I don’t have a car,” I said, shaking my head. 

We had gotten back to the garage, and this time I didn’t care that my leg was up against Todd’s the whole drive. He didn’t seem to care either. I kept my leg pressed against his as we went around turns. I felt him press back. 

“I don’t want you walking home by yourself,” he said. 

“It’s fine,” I said. “I’m OK now, really.” 

Inside, a little voice intervened, a little too late: shut up, you idiot, he’s offering you a ride home. 

I waited for him to insist. 

Please insist. 

“I kind of have to insist,” he said. 

Thank God.

I pretended to think about it. I made it look like I was about to protest. 

“I mean, fine,” I said. “It’s not necessary, but fine.” 

“Just let me clean out the bed of the truck, and I need to take care of something next door.”

“What’s next door?”

“Salvage. Go poke around if you want. I’ll meet you back there when I’m done.” 

Did I want to poke around salvage? No, but I wanted Todd to take me home. I could kill time if I had to if it meant pretending to care about whatever the salvage room was.

“Through here,” he said. 

It was just an oily-smelling, giant, dark room with a concrete floor, full of tables that had boxes of junk. I don’t know what I expected to see, but it wasn’t a much larger version of my grandfather’s attic.

I passed a box of screws, a box of smaller screws, a few old lamps, a few old doors, and I stopped at a box that looked to be full of doorknobs. 

“What is this place?” I asked.

“A lot of old stuff. It mostly gets used by people who live in the Historic District, or we sell it online,” he said. “I fixed up my place with a lot of this stuff, too.”

I picked up a doorknob. It didn’t have a key in it. 

“There’s all kinds of stuff here,” he said. “Hinges, drawer pulls, old gas lamps. Not just locks, though we have a ton of those, in case you need eleven doorknobs and don’t know where to go.”

“Well, I do need a new lock. My old roommate still has a key and shows up all the time.”

“Tell you what,” he said, his eyebrows raising. “Pick out a lock, I’ll put it in for you.” 

“No,” I said. “That’s too much.”

“It’ll take an hour. I have tools in my truck.”

“Of course you do.” 

What was the phrase? ‘Be prepared’? Well, two of us could do that. I’d be prepared too. 

At first he was volunteering to drive me home, now he was volunteering to come into my apartment. 

I mean, take a fucking hint, Mandy. Just take it. 

“If you really want to,” I said. 
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Less than 24 hours after meeting Todd, less than six hours after giving him a blowjob behind a building, he was in my apartment in a tanktop, surrounded by toolboxes, doing Manly Stuff while I tried to figure out what to do. 

The end result would be that Candace wouldn’t have a key to my new deadbolt. She’d have to knock from now on, and maybe, just maybe, I wouldn’t feel like answering that day. Maybe because I had Todd over and we were tending to the business between each other’s legs, and didn’t want an audience. 

That could happen. It could happen now. It could be totally up to me. When was the last time I had something totally up to me? 

Aside from the blowjob earlier, I mean. 

“I can start here,” Todd said, looking closely at my doorway. “Shouldn’t take long.”

“I need to get out of these boots,” I said, and clomped my way to my bedroom to change into something that was more fitting with how turned on I was. 

Tiny shorts? 

Biking shorts? 

A crotchless fishnet bodystocking? 

Maybe that was too much, too soon. 

But once I got into my bedroom and heard the sounds of a drill coming from my front door, I had my answer: there, on my bed, in a pile, were some new clothes. 

Plus a note in Candace’s loopy, flowery handwriting. 

Here we were, locking her out forever, and she had been here not long ago. 

Congrats on your first day, the note read. Here’s a little something to help you relax after a hard day’s work.

I picked up the top article of clothing. 

A sundress. 

My heart stopped. I didn’t own a sundress. I wanted one, sure. I wanted a few. And here was one, neatly folded on my bed. Here were three, neatly folded on my bed. A black one, a pink one, and a blue one. 

Jeans and boots didn’t make me feel girly, but a pink sundress? Yes please. 

I shut my door and couldn’t wait to try it on. I pulled my boots off, already dirty after a single day working. I dropped my jeans to the floor and pulled my socks off without caring that they were now inside out. I pulled my t-shirt off and took off my tanktop. 

I slipped the sundress over my head, feeling it drape over my body. It felt softer than my work outfit, and I knew that for the rest of the Summer, the thought of wearing something like this would get me through the day. The thought of one day being able to do design work while wearing something like that would be all the motivation I’d need. 

I stood in front of my bathroom mirror, feeling the dress swaying around my airy, open legs. I fixed the line of the built-in shelf bra, and it made it look like I had a little cleavage. Not a ton, but a little. It made it look like I filled out the top just a little bit. 

The dress flared outward slightly and made it look like I had little hips. Little ones! But still, I felt like I flipped a switch and was fully in Girl Mode. 

I pulled the hem of my skirt up and looked at the thong between my legs, doing its best to keep my little package trapped and well-behaved. 

I got out a washcloth and cleaned myself up as best as I could. I wasn’t about to take a shower–what, and take my dress off?–so I needed to improvise. I slowly dragged the warm, wet washcloth over my body, letting it soak up a day of grime. It wasn’t the same as a shower, but it was like I shut a door on the day and opened a door to…something else. I had clean thighs, I gargled with mouthwash in case Todd and I kissed again, and I felt myself twitch in my panties as I got rid of every last trace of sweat from my bikini line. I even pulled my thong aside and dabbed at my needy little nub. I could tell it wanted more. I wanted more. 

I smoothed my dress, took a deep breath, and slipped into a pair of sandals. 

Then I sat on the arm of my couch, and for the second time that day, tried to look pretty while watching Todd work. Only this time, I felt pretty too. 

“There we go,” Todd said, exhaling and wiping his forehead with the back of his glistening forearm. “All done. Whoever you’re trying to keep out isn’t getting in.”

“How do you know I’m trying to keep someone out?” 

“Because that’s what locks are for,” he said, grinning at me. 

“I could be trying to keep someone in,” I said in the most sultry voice I could muster. 

“You know,” he said, looking down at me, “I’ve heard that people who have near-death experiences can get a little crazy.” 

“Is that so?” I said, grabbing his hand and bringing it up to the deadbolt. “Show me how this works.”

“You just take this end and turn the knob so the bar slides into place,” he said, handing me a keychain with two keys on it. “You have two keys in case you ever need to get in from the outside and it’s bolted.” 

I knew who wouldn’t be getting one of those keys. 

He secured the lock and I tried to open the door. It didn’t budge. Then he opened it again and showed that the door worked just fine. 

“That goes back about this far into the wall,” he said, indicating how long the lock was. 

“That’s pretty big,” I said. 

“No one is kicking this door in,” he said, wiping his hands on his jeans. “Not without hurting themselves.” He started cleaning up his tools. 

Now or never, Mandy. Now or never. 

I held my hands up to where he showed how far back into the wall the deadbolt would stick. I noted how many inches. 

“I think this is a good size for something to penetrate,” I said. “You know, for safety.” 

“For safety,” Todd said. “Right.” 

I held my hands up and showed him that they were about nine inches apart. “This looks familiar,” I said. “What else did I see today that was this big?” 

He grinned. 

“Oh, the sandwich,” I said. “Forgot about the sandwich. I could barely fit that in my mouth.”

“You did fine in that department with something else,” Todd said.

“Yeah, I said, moving my hands together so the space was only three or four inches. “Yeah, that was much easier.” 

“Oh, come now!” he said, laughing. 

“Sure,” I said. “Great idea.” 

He stopped laughing. “What idea?” he said. 

“Sure, I’ll come now,” I said, and I slipped the deadbolt back into place. 

He stopped and stared at me. 

“Are you…sure about this?” he said.

“Very.” 

“I just…wanted to make sure.”

“Why wouldn’t I be sure?” I asked, getting close to him and feeling his chest. It was very firm, and I could feel his heart beating faster. 

“Because you had some trauma today,” he said. “I just didn’t know if you were just doing this because I was here.”

“But you are here,” I said, moving my hand down his chest towards his pants. 

“I meant,” he gulped, “that you were doing it because I was the only guy around.” 

“Nope,” I said, dropping to my knees for the second time that day. 

“Oh, no you don’t,” he said, and with one quick motion, he lifted me by the arms, spun me around, and bent me over the back of my couch. “My turn,” he grinned. 

And before I knew it, my billowy new sundress was pulled up over my hips, and he was on his knees behind me. 

I gasped as he ran his finger into my thong, and started pulling it to the side. 

“I have to tell you,” I started to say.

“You have to tell me nothing,” he said, and I felt his finger slip between my cheeks. 

“I should let you know what you’re going to find,” I breathed.

His finger began gently stroking my bulge through the front of my panties. 

“Found it,” he said, and then I was elevated when his tongue found my ass and he began licking me in slow, teasing circles. 

I felt myself squirt in response, right through my thong and onto his fingers. I couldn’t believe I did that, and he didn’t care. In fact, he reached into the front of my underwear and rubbed it all over the tip of my tiny little nub, and I felt myself get hard in response. 

I did not want to get hard, but my body had other ideas. 

Well, the secret was out now, and it didn’t seem to be stopping him. So I did what anyone in my position would do: spread my legs wider, and held on for dear life as I lost myself in the overwhelming sensations of a hot guy eating out my boy pussy. 

I felt every nerve ending in my body come alive as he put all of his attention onto one little inch. One little opening that I was letting him access, and he knew exactly what to do with it. 

He licked in circles, he poked into me with his soft tongue, he firmly grabbed my hips and made me hold still while he worked me over. 

My knees started to buckle as a wave began building. He sensed that I was about to fall and he held me even harder, keeping me in place, forcing me to feel it over and over, and my whole body was concentrated in that one spot, and soon it was two spots as my crotch began to hum, and then he was holding me off the ground, and I was filling my panties with even more cum than I had swallowed earlier. 

I had no control over anything. I was limp, I was being suspended in mid-air by a scruffy, sensitive guy who didn’t care that we had the same equipment. My toes curled as I kept cumming, and his tongue kept right on going, bringing a second wave with it, one that made me flail at nothing. 

I could only lose myself in the disembodied feeling of being off the ground, floating on my own climax, helplessly shuddering as I filled my own panties. 

And then it was over, and he set me back down on the ground. 

“Oh my God,” I managed to say as I once again felt a sheen of sweat over my body. This time I didn’t mind, obviously. 

Todd stayed behind me and ran his hands up and down my legs. His rough hands. His rough hands touching the inside of my thighs, the same spot Tim touched a long, long time ago. A spot that made me shiver. 

I wanted to keep going. Yes, I was spent. Yes, I was empty. But there was undeniably something about cumming while soft. I knew I could keep going. 

“Your turn,” I whispered after I caught my breath. 

“Do you have any lube?” Todd said.

“I don’t,” I said. 

What was that I thought earlier about being prepared? I wanted more and couldn’t have it. 

“I have an idea,” he said.

Oh, God, please have ideas, I thought. And he lifted me up, forcing me to wrap my legs around his waist as he carried me down the hall to my bedroom. 

He clomped his way towards my bed, and gently laid me on my back. 

What was his idea? He stood over me, lust in his eyes, and I felt the warm mess I just made in my underwear. 

Turns out, that was his idea. He pulled my thong aside, revealing my slippery little cum-covered girldick, and he covered his hard cock with it. He rubbed it all over himself. He didn’t care what it was. He didn’t care that I did it, that it came from me. He wanted it, and he wanted me, and it showed. 

He used as much of my cum as he could, and before I knew it, the slick head of his cock was pushing at my hole, and it went in a little bit, making me gasp. 

Then it went in a little bit more, making me squeal.

Then it went in further, making me moan.

Then it was all the way in, and I was on another planet. 

Yes, I felt pain at first, but that was immediately replaced by the feeling of being full, of being overwhelmed and unable to process anything except the feeling of being greater than I was in my entire life. 

And then he started stroking, and I felt the same thing I felt after the car incident earlier: sound stopped. The world slowed. There was nothing but my own sensation, and it took over, and I had no interest in feeling anything else. I had already reclaimed that in-between world for myself, for my body, for us. I was being introduced to my own body by someone I just met who somehow seemed to always know me. 

And I had no idea how much time had passed, but it was a lifetime in just a few moments. 

I looked down between my legs and saw my little dick, soft and spent, flapping around and slapping my abdomen that was wet with my own cum. 

And then I felt that familiar sensation start to build.

Already? 

But I had just cum. Like, moments before. 

Is this what making love like a girl was? Almost-permanent bliss? 

He grabbed onto my hips firmly, and started to pump faster. I saw more sweat on his forehead, more sweat on his forearms. I grabbed him by the arms and held on as he kept us going, racing towards whatever we’d find. 

He grabbed my knees and bent my legs back towards my shoulders, and I watched him thrust in and out, in and out. I was gone. And with each stroke of his, I grew. 

I watched myself get hard now that I wasn’t trapped in my panties. Even fully hard and sticking straight up, I was tiny compared to him, and after I felt I couldn’t get any harder, and couldn’t point any straighter up, that’s when each of his strokes started getting me closer to another climax.

I felt it start to grow, and I let him ravage me. I shook as he chased his own orgasm. I spread my legs wider, trying to let more of him in. 

And again the world stopped, long enough for me to feel on the brink of an orgasm that seemed to last an hour. The tip of my girldick quivered in slow motion. I felt every molecule of air on it, and then it spurted, against my will, straight up in the air. 

It hit him in the chest and then he aimed it back at me. I felt a spasm hit me on the chin, and then I was making another mess all over my new sundress. 

Whatever. It was worth it. It was worth it to feel suspended, it was worth it to see him pull out and steady himself, adding his own cum to my chin, to my chest, to my belly. 

He held himself up above me until his arms started shaking, then he collapsed next to me. 

For a few minutes we laid there, unable to move, unable to speak. 

“What just happened?” he finally said. 

“We happened,” I said. 

He rolled over and looked at me. “I am never going to be able to look at you without losing my mind,” he said. “Every time you stand in the road, I’m going to wonder about your underwear.” 

“That’s the point,” I grinned. 

“If you decide to keep the job, I mean,” he said. “I get it if you don’t want to. But then I’ll have to picture Mani in his underwear, and I don’t want to do that.” 

“I’ll keep it,” I laughed. “As long as you keep me safe enough to afford underwear and lube.” 

Something told me that even with a job, I wouldn’t have much extra money. 

Except this time, it would be worth it. 
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Why did I wait until after my transition to do my public speaking requirement? Yes, I was too shy before. 

But so what? I was still shy, only I also added self-consciousness, fear, and worry that I’d be found out. That was much worse. 

What could go wrong, you might ask? How about: everything. 

I’d stand up in front of a class that I needed to pass in order to graduate, then I’d clear my throat, start talking about something I didn’t care about, and people wouldn’t see Cassie Banks, the young hot coed I wanted to be. 

No, they’d see–and hear–Caden Banks, that boy who disappeared for a semester while he grew his hair out and became intimately familiar with his new underwear drawer. 

Well, I was back, and while I was able to start over again as the person I always was, I still had to fulfill the general education requirements of who I used to be. 

I couldn’t complain; it was the closest to a fresh start I could ask for. Most people don’t even get that much. 

Plus, I got to live in the Girls’ Dorm this time, and with another transgirl: Miranda Zoller, who was way more experienced at this than I was, and was not shy in any way. 

“Don’t worry, Cassie,” she had said when I told her my decision to transition. “There are plenty of guys out there who are into girls like us.” Then she got a double room on her own and waited for me to come back to school to move in with her. 

Which gave her an entire semester to find almost every guy who was “into girls like us,” and she had herself a pretty good time. She was hooking up, spreading her legs, making out, bringing a guy back to her room and they didn’t even need to be quiet. 

And she told me all about it, maybe because she thought that would hurry me along. 

Meanwhile, I was in my bedroom in my parents’ basement, feeling my breasts perk up, my dick shrink to embarrassment, my hips swell, and my voice change. I would do my makeup, undo it, and do it again. I would stand by the windows and look outside but not actually go out. 

Then one day I did, and didn’t die. 

Then the next day I did it again, and wasn’t embarrassed.

Then the next day I bought some chips at the Quik-n-Go, and soon I was packing up for my second First Day of College. 

How many more firsts were out there?

A lot, but not always the ones I desperately wanted. 

By the time I got back to school, I needed to get used to taking classes and being a student again; while there may have been a guy out there for me, Miranda probably fucked him already, and he’d need to wait until I got my grades back up anyway. My last semester as Caden was rough. 

Public speaking was my last general education requirement, and I knew what class I needed to take to get it done: Mass Communication.

Mass Communication was hard to get into, even for an upperclassman (or upperclasswoman). Everyone on campus knew that you could fulfill your public speaking requirement with two group projects, and that was it. 

Other classes were about individual speeches, or multiple solo presentations, or debates where you didn’t know the topic ahead of time and had to pick a side no matter what you believed in real life. 

No thanks. 

And so many other people in school said “no thanks” where it was tricky to get into Mass Comm. Unless you were a football player. Then you had strings pulled. 

Football players had strings pulled because of the football coach. Certainly not because of Professor Lowry, who probably hadn’t smiled in a decade. 

And Professor Lowry definitely wasn’t smiling the day she announced to the class that the group assignments had been auto-generated and we could find them posted on our way out of class so that we “could get on our phones and make our little group chats.” 

It took a while for the mob of people to disperse enough for me to see the names posted on the board, but eventually I found my group. 

Cassie Banks, Jamal Lassiter, Dante Pickens, Jamie Tennant, Eric Barnaby. 

For the rest of the semester, I would be working with these people and delivering parts of presentations on…Visual Propaganda? 

Yikes. A topic I didn’t know. And I didn’t know any of the group members, had no idea how to recognize them, and suddenly had a vision of four people looking at me, waiting for me to volunteer to speak on their behalf and do five times the work of a normal group member.

Four guys, one girl. 

Sort of. 

“Are you Cassie?” a voice to my left said, causing me to jump. 

It was a scruffy-looking guy who was a few inches shorter than I was, wearing a tie-dyed t-shirt and four or five necklaces that looked handmade. 

“Yes,” I said, playing with my hair. My hair. “I’m Cassie.” I held my hand out so he could shake it and tell me his name. He did neither. 

“The groups aren’t exactly fair,” he said. “I am not sure I want to do this.” 

“Same here,” I said. “I’m not great speaking in front of people.”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I mean, I don’t think I’m going to do it at all.” 

“But you’ll fail,” I said. “And the rest of us need to do more work and speak longer. Twenty-five minutes divided by five is five minutes. Twenty-five divided by four is 6 and a quarter. That’s more work.” 

“You’re doing more work already,” he said. “You just don’t know it yet. Jamal and Dante are on the football team, and they aren’t going to do anything. They’ll pass the class anyway.” 

This guy was a whiner. 

“You want my advice, withdraw from the class now and try again next semester,” he said. “Because I guarantee this is down to you and Jamie.”

So this must have been Eric Barnaby.

“I need the class to graduate,” I said. 

Eric looked me up and down, pausing for an extra second or two to stare at where my skirt ended and my legs began, right above my knees. I didn’t like it. I felt inspected. 

“Take the W,” he said, referring to what your transcript shows if you try and withdraw from a class after open enrollment. I knew because I had the maximum Ws already. 

Well, Caden did, but here I was picking up the pieces of what felt like someone else’s college career. 

“I’m maxed out already,” I said quietly. Eric laughed, though it was more of a snort. “Well then you’re fucked,” he said, and walked off. “Good luck,” he called over his shoulder.

What the hell just happened? Was my group already down to four people? Was Eric right? Was I about to pick up the slack of football players who were guaranteed to pass no matter what? 

Suddenly my fear returned: I’d lead the group, speak for all 25 minutes, and I’d be just as inspected by the class as Eric had made me feel. 

Every little “tell” that I was only pretending to be someone would be scrutinized, every imperfection in my face, every waver in my voice. Everything. 

And the laughter. It would be just like when my cousins walked in on me wearing my sister’s clothes with quickly-applied makeup on my face. The instant, cruel laughter they all threw at me. The way I felt, standing there in a tiny pair of pink cotton panties while they stared between my legs but pretended not to. The look on their faces as they realized who they were looking at. The fact I could still hear their laughter even after they shut the bathroom door and then left me behind, humiliated and alone, wanting to be someone else who was somewhere else, doing anything else. 

“Please tell me you’re Cassie,” a voice behind me said. 

I turned around and two enormous black guys stared at me, each with a backpack slung over one shoulder. This had to be Jamal and Dante. Each had close-cropped hair and wore oversized hooded sweatshirts–one red, one black–that made it hard but not impossible to see how jacked they were. 

And they were jacked. 

“Why do I have to be Cassie?” I said, expecting an inappropriate compliment. 

“Because the last two girls he asked weren’t,” the one in the red sweatshirt said. The other one laughed. 

So there was no inappropriate compliment. 

“I’m Dante,” the one in the red said. 

“Jamal,” the other one said. 

“Cassie for real,” I said. We shook hands. Their hands were huge. Jamal held on to my hand firmly and twisted his wrist so he could look at my nails. They alternated blue and pink. He nodded. 

“So far it’s just us,” I said, withdrawing my hand. “I just met Eric and I doubt we see him again.” 

“He must not like black guys,” Dante said.

“Mmhmm,” Jamal nodded. 

“I’m…not sure that’s it,” I said. God, they were so tall. 

“We’re used to it,” Dante said. 

“No,” I said, “he said he was…”

I stopped. I just met these guys. Was I about to say that Eric said they were football players and wouldn’t do any work? 

“He said he changed his mind, and he was going to take the W,” I said. 

“Take the W?” Jamal said, looking at Dante. “Isn’t it ‘take the L’? Like, when you lose. You don’t say ‘take the W’, do you?”

“W,” I said. “For ‘withdrawal.’” 

“Take the W, take the L, take the D. Man, what else do people take?” Jamal said, and Dante elbowed him in the side. 

“So what does this mean?” Dante said. “We do more work? I know this prof don’t redo groups, so we’re down to four already.”

“Man, how you know she don’t redo groups?”

“You remember Nick? Last year? Dude kicks field goals in front of 30,000 people every Saturday, and he was losing his damn mind knowing he’d have to talk 5 extra minutes in front of…what’s this room hold? 200 people? Half ain’t even paying attention.” 

“Whatever,” Jamal shrugged. “Coach made me take ballet last year. This ain’t shit. Five minutes, ten minutes, who gives a fuck.” 

I laughed, and both guys looked at me. 

“You’re not planning on quitting too, are you?” Jamal asked. 

“No,” I said. “No, I need this. I need this class.”  

“Us too,” Jamal said. “We’ll probably sound dumb. Who knows. It ain’t shit. We got to try though. No football if we don’t.” 

“People already think we’re dumb,” Dante said. 

“Sometimes we even prove it,” Jamal said. 

“Seriously, dude,” Dante said, shaking his head. 

“I’m kidding,” Jamal said, looking at me. “We’ll do fine, even if we do have to talk more about…what the fuck is our topic?” He squinted at the board. “Propaganda. Fun.” 

We scanned the code next to our group name on the board and a few minutes later we had our group chat, we had our topic, and we agreed to meet the next day in the library to form some kind of plan before they left for a road game against UT.  

Eric just sent a peace sign in response to our first group meeting, and by the time I got back to my dorm, Jamie still hadn’t responded. 

Dante and Jamal sent a photo of the two of them in the quad, threatening to “hunt us down if we didn’t show up.” 

They seemed fun, and light-hearted. They clearly knew each other well, and I already felt like a  third wheel.  
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Miranda and I had been ignoring each other for about 30 minutes. She was sitting at her desk in her underwear and a sports bra, doing something in front of a mirror. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but the room smelled like peaches and acetone. 

I was curled up on my bed, bothered by how badly my public speaking plan had seemed to backfire. I was cursing Caden for not doing it for me. 

Eventually the silence became too much, and I could tell Miranda knew I wanted to talk, except she was waiting for me to do it first. 

So I broke. 

“Can I ask for some advice?” I said. 

“What kind of advice?”

“Group work advice.” 

“So you need to borrow some lube.”

“What? No!” 

“You want to make sure you’re ready for some hot boys in your group,” she said, nodding. “I get it.” 

“No,” I said. “I’m wondering if you think it’s a good idea to drop Mass Comm.”

“That advice is a lot less fun.”

“Maybe,” I said. 

“Mass Comm is the easiest way to get the gen ed requirement out of the way,” she said. “Everyone knows that.”

“Right,” I said. “But here’s the thing: my group was assigned earlier and it’s two football players who are a little worried about sounding dumb, a guy who we don’t think has ever been to class, and then a guy who already told me he plans on protesting his group assignment and he has no intention of going to our first meeting.”

“So it’s you and two football players?”

“Yes.”

“I had a dream like that once.”

“Miranda, I’m serious.”

“So am I. It was a really good dream.” 

I stared at her while she drummed her fingernails on her knee. Eventually she sighed. 

“Fine,” she said. “Can you withdraw?”

“No, I have too many.” 

“And Add/Drop is over.”

“Unfortunately.”

“So you’d fail on purpose?”

“I guess so.”  

“And you want to drop because you’re afraid of boys.”

“No,” I said. “I want to drop because I wanted to speak for five minutes. With three people in the group I would have to speak for much more.” 

“But if you stop going to class, take the F, and retake a speaking class next semester, you’re going to speak more anyway.”

“I’d just take Mass Comm next semester.”

She stared at me and gently spun herself back and forth in her swivel chair. “And you think you’ll get into that class not once, but twice?” 

I had no response. 

“Add you can’t drop now anyway, right? You can’t even withdraw. So you’re really asking if you can fail the class on purpose, then your only option is to wiggle your ass to the Dean and see if you can take the class again and get your grade replaced.” 

“I’m not wiggling my ass for the Dean.”

“You should. Dean Kilrone is hot. Dean Stephens, not so much. But Dean Kilrone? I’d spread my legs for him.” 

“You’re something else.” 

“So are you. From when I met you. Completely, someone else.” 

“That’s not what I meant.” 

She blew on her nails. “Put on something nice, let’s go to dinner, and we’ll talk about this there.” 

“Thank you.” 

“You are mostly asking for permission to slut your way to an A.”

“I am not.”

“We’ll see.” 
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It took a long time for Miranda to get to the advice, and when she did give it to me, I was glad I hadn’t paid for it. 

First she needed to tell me about Fabian, her newest crush, who didn’t know she was trans and she wasn’t sure when she was going to tell him. Then she had to tell me about Lara, one of the newest transgirls to come out at LGBTQ Club, and who she already viewed as a threat. 

Then she had to tell me about her classes, and how Professor Dingler was so strict, and she already was maxed out on absences for the semester, and what would she do if she actually got sick for real? 

During dinner, Jamal and Dante sent another selfie to the group chat. 

We’d better see you all tomorrow, or else, it read, and they were both standing with their arms crossed, looking angry. 

“Girl, if you don’t go to this group project, I will do it for you,” Miranda said, moving a tater tot on her plate with her fork. “Those are your groupmates? I’ve definitely had a dream like this then. And so have you. I’ve seen your phone.”

I knew I blushed in response. 

It was true. 

You could follow my transition from home simply by following what kind of porn I was watching. At first it was just, I don’t know, regular porn. I didn’t know what to search for, so it was just bubbly young blondes getting on their knees to suck off some body builder type. It wasn’t really my thing, but I didn’t know what other things there were. 

Then one day I found a video of a trans schoolgirl who was very serious about passing her class, and as I watched her getting bent over her desk by a very passionate man, I knew I had found something special. 

He was a very passionate black man. With a baseball bat between his legs that made the schoolgirl lose her mind. She moaned and cried out and dripped and grunted. She held on for dear life as he pumped into her and desired everything about her, because he touched it all, he licked it all, he sucked it all, and he wasn’t done with her for 32 minutes. 

She was perfect to me. She looked the way I wanted to look. I knew it was porn, I knew it wasn’t real, but seeing someone onscreen desiring a girl like me, someone confident, in good shape, someone hung like an animal, and someone unafraid to show what he wanted? 

I wanted that feeling. Maybe not with a giant dick right away, but I wanted to feel the way she felt. It’s why I believed Miranda when she said there were guys out there who were into girls like us. 

I knew what wanting a girl like me looked like, or what I wanted it to look like. 

And that’s all it took. One hot black teacher having his way with a sexy transgirl, and somehow I knew that could be me one day. 

Then I was searching for BBC this, BBC that. Gangbangs, mostly. Just some girl, tossed around by a group of black men, growling orders at her, taking their turns, savoring every part of her body. 

Do that long enough and you can’t help but think about what random guys have in their shorts. Anyone would, right? 

So of course I wondered that about Dante and Jamal. 

But you don’t act on it. 

Unless you’re Miranda, I guess. 

She knew what I had gotten off to because she found it in my phone’s history. She scolded me, told me good girls don’t do that, but it was all playful. She had probably done worse. 

“Is that your advice?” I finally said. “Do it or else you will?” 

“No,” she said, mock fanning herself as she held my phone and looked at the guys. “No, my advice is to go and just do it.” 

“That’s it?” I said. “Nothing wise and supportive?”

“No,” she said, handing my phone back to me and then snatching it right back. “No, that’s it. Just do the damn project. These guys seem fun, and they’re hot, and you’ll get dressed up and tease them a little, and you’ll get your public speaking done. Which you have to do anyway. You can either do it with hot fun football players, or you can do it in a class that sucks worse. Your call.” 

I pouted. 

“That’s the spirit!” she said. “Your whole life you had an inner girl that was afraid to come out. Let her out. Let her call the shots for a change.” 

I swiped on my phone to write back to the guys.

“Miranda,” I said. “Why did you send them the blowing kiss emoji? I don’t even know these guys!” 

“You will,” she said, and she stood up to clear her tray. 

Dinner was over. So was Miranda’s Life Lesson Academy, if it ever started. 
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Miranda insisted I wear a skirt. 

Insisted. 

“What’s wrong with this?” I asked. I had just gotten back to the room after Art History, my last class of the day. I was still annoyed at the non-advice she gave me the night before at dinner. 

“Cass,” she said, looking over her glasses at me. “You’re basically in pajamas. Leggings, yes, they’re cute. A hoodie, yes, it’s all part of the ‘I don’t care’ uniform. A ponytail? Fine, I love them too, for when I don’t care. But you don’t seem to understand. You are taking charge of this group project, and you are going to look–and act–the part. Got it?” 

“I don’t want to take charge of it.” 

“But you might.”

“I’ll let one of Dante or Jamal do it. They seem more in control. They don’t seem to be bothered by this.”

“That’s not the same as being in control. That’s their ‘I don’t care’ attitude. Someone needs to care. One guy doesn’t because he’s already gone. One guy may not exist. The football dudes are football dudes, hot as they are. And you? You are in charge, and they’ll love it.” 

“They will not love it.” 

“I don’t know football, but I'm pretty sure the players don’t call their own plays. They’re used to executing plays. So give them plays. And then be like ‘good job!’”” And she clapped her hands like she was applauding a toddler. 

I tried picturing myself getting to the library in a power pant suit, clicking my stiletto heels on the floor while everyone tried to study. My lips were bright red. I was humorless. I told the two young men to get to work. 

It felt ridiculous. 

“I can’t be in charge. I’m not a CEO.”

“Then just care the most. Someone needs to care the most. Make it you. And one way you share that is by dressing like you care.”

She held up a tight black skirt, and she kicked some high heels over to me. “Here’s your outfit.” 

“Why do I want to wear a skirt?”

“Because it’ll help you relax. You’ve been wearing pants your whole life. Let Cassie run the show.”

“I’m letting you run the show. Cassie’s already dressed.” 

“I’m merely representing the you that doesn’t know she’s in charge yet,” she said, shaking the skirt at me. “Now skirt up.” 

“I’m going to look like a schoolgirl,” I grumbled as I slipped off my leggings. 

“You are a schoolgirl,” she said. “This is a school.” 

I squeezed into the skirt and looked down at my bare knees and the several inches of exposed thigh. 

“What if it’s cold in the study room?” 

“You will have the body heat of at least two hot men to keep you warm,” she said. 

“We will be talking about Visual Propaganda,” I said. “We will not be flirting.” 

“I would kill to be manhandled by two hot football players who don’t care, all while talking about Visual Candy.”

“Propaganda, not candy.” 

“Whatever. OK, the skirt looks great. Next, the shoes. We’ll find a blouse. And you can wear this,” she said, tossing me a bottle of perfume. 

“You have a perfume called ‘Hold On To Your Pillow For Dear Life’?” 

“It’s got pheromones in it. You need to counteract their masculinity. Since there will be two of them–dear God, two of them–you need to hit this from a few angles.” 

I took the cap off and took a sniff. It smelled sensual, I’ll give it that much. 

“I don’t want to hit this from any angle,” I said.

“You’re right,” she said. “They should be hitting you from different angles.” 

“Stop it. And stop it with this perfume. Why does this even have pheromones in it, and why does that make me feel gross?” I said.

“Since you asked,” she said, taking the bottle back from me and clutching it to her chest. “It’ll make you smell delicious, like a bitch in heat. And the neat thing is, they won’t know why! They’ll just be drawn to you. Like a magic spell.” 

“I don’t want to be a bitch in heat,” I said. “I don’t want to be a bitch at all.” 

“It’s intoxicating when you have control over others,” she said dreamily. “You’ll see.” 

“I don’t want them to smell your pheromones.”

“These are hot athletes,” she said. “You’ll be smelling theirs.” 

“I will not.”

“You will. Haven’t you ever gotten a whiff of some hot guy and it makes you tingle? Like, for no reason, right there in the grocery store? And your clit wants to pop out right through your clothes, and you feel that hollow feeling inside of you that can only be filled by dick, and then you can’t get him out of your head for the rest of the day, and you never see him again but you’re still horny that you fuck the guy from your chemistry lab?”

“Um, no.” 

“You have definitely gotten a good whiff of someone at the gym.”

Like, locker room smell? Most locker rooms didn’t turn me on at all. They smelled like hair product, and deodorant, and sweat. They were humid. They made me want to tiptoe and stand on a bench and change and go home. 

Then again, I hadn’t been in one since I started wearing skirts.

Then again, I was mildly curious if Jamal or Dante (or both of them) had abs like my hot, black, porno friend. 

“You are way more turned on by this than I am,” I said dismissively.

“Give it time,” she said. “Look at how hot you are now,” she grinned. 

She stood behind me as we both looked into the little wall mirror in our room. I had gotten very used to looking in a mirror and seeing myself–seeing Cassie–but still, I wasn’t fully used to seeing someone sexy, or seeing myself as sexy. But I had to admit, the person who looked back at me–me–was pretty sexy. 

Tight skirt. Long, shiny hair. Little boobs, sure, but oh my God, how sensitive they became after I got on hormones. 

Miranda put her hands on my shoulders and whispered into my left ear.

“Don’t you want to be ready if one of the guys makes a pass at you?” 

I gulped. That teacher…

“Don’t you want to be ready if both of them make a pass at you?” 

Two teachers…

She switched to whispering into my right ear. 

“They’ll take one look at you and wonder what’s up your skirt, and if they’ll ever get it,” she said.

Anyone could be someone into girls like me. But how do you tell? 

“And what’s up your skirt is going to want to come out in a bad, bad way,” she said. 

The hair on the back of my neck stood up.

“They’ll see a confident, sexy young woman and be glad they get to hang out with her,” she said. 

I got goosebumps on my legs. She switched back to whispering into my left ear. 

“They’ll look at you as a challenge,” she said. The goosebumps were on my arms now. 

“Tease them. At least one of them will jerk off to the thought of you later, I guarantee it,” she said. 

“This is work, though,” I whispered back to her. 

“Work and fun can happen at the same time,” she said. “Didn’t you say you always wanted your first time to be where you are…totally…utterly,...completely…helpless?”

Oh, God. I had confessed that to her after she repeatedly asked about the videos she found in my browser history, and I knew it would come back to bite me. 

It was true. I never had sex because I couldn’t picture myself being in charge, being the one to thrust, or move the other person–whoever they were–into position. I wasn’t that strong, it was too much pressure. I wasn’t a confident, sexual choreographer. 

But I finally admitted to her one night that when I let my thoughts go, when I just let myself think about what I most wanted sexually, that all of my fantasies were of me just being thrown around. Grabbed by someone much stronger than me, moved into position, used, and then moved around again. 

Like the schoolgirl letting the teacher have his way with her. 

Like any of the guys in those gangbang videos, doing whatever they wanted with the blonde in the center of the room, the one who looked sweaty, and frazzled, with makeup running down her face, and who could barely stand up, but who looked completely, utterly satisfied and content. 

Just to be able to let go, let someone else drive. 

That’s what I wanted. 

But…not yet. 

“That was just a fantasy,” I said in a normal voice. 

Miranda played with my hair. “Fantasies can be real, you know.” 

We stared at each other in the mirror for a second. She got me thinking about my fantasies again, which meant that I started to get a little turned on. Even though I was wearing less than I was earlier, I was getting flushed. I hoped she didn’t see.

In my fantasies, it was always a nameless, faceless man who I thought about. Not the teacher, not any guys in particular from any scene I had watched to get the imagination moving. No, I just thought about it happening, rather than a specific someone–or someones–doing it to me. 

So, just the act. Pleasure building inside me until it spilled out, but no one in particular was doing it to me. 

Just the feeling. Just the sensations. 

Sensations I wanted, sure, but not from a guy Miranda already had sex with. Not from someone I’d trick into sleeping with a transgirl. No, I had wanted it, but not badly enough to deceive people or lower my standards. 

Still, now that she made me relive my fantasies, I started to see the face of a man throwing me around the bed, rubbing his hands all over my naked body, and it looked a lot like the teacher from that very first video. Would I do anything for an A? 

She slapped me on the ass and I snapped out of my daydream to see my reflection jump. 

“Time to go, sister,” she said. “You look great. Tell me all about it when you get back.” 

Well, that was that. A semi-throbbing feeling in my panties and a stinging ass. 

Off to the library. 
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On my walk to the library to meet Dante and Jamal, they sent another selfie of the two of them looking mean.

“There’d better be five people at this meeting,” their message read. 

“I’m coming,” I wrote. 

As soon as I hit Send I imagined myself crying out “I’m cumming!” and I instantly felt flushed again. I needed to cool myself off, and all I could think to do was mock fan myself with my free hand, a la Miranda. 

Back to reality. 

Except reality was its normal, non-sexual self this time. I did feel more lively wearing the outfit Miranda picked out for me. I could see people sneaking looks at me as I walked, and it wasn’t because my shoes were a little louder than normal. I could tell they were looking because they wondered who that girl was. 

I could tell they were looking at me, because I was worth looking at. 

I could feel powerful, sexy, commanding.

Was this the outfit for when I gave my presentations? Would I be able to speak about an academic subject while dressed like this? Was my goal to make the whole class want me, and that way they’d be too distracted to care about what I was saying? 

I looked down my front and confirmed that I was not so turned on that my miniskirt was showing off my decidedly unfeminine bulge. 

I tried very hard to think of something else, but Miranda had poisoned my thoughts and I couldn’t keep sexual thoughts at bay. It’s like when someone tells you not to think about a gorilla. 

Of course your next thought is of a gorilla. 

So what was my gorilla? 

Was I smelling my own pheromones? How do they work? Or do they not work at all?

Was this like those crystals on her dresser that she kept submerged in a jar of essential oil? 

I took a sniff of the air around me and could only faintly detect the perfume. It certainly didn’t make me feel horny, towards myself or anyone else. 

I tried to concentrate on walking. Just walking. I used to walk like the clumsy goof I was. But with a lot of practice, I tried to instead focus on gliding. On being purposeful. On feeling like I belonged wherever I was. 

I had to admit, the skirt she picked out was helping. The shoes helped. The whole attitude helped. I did not feel clumsy at all, and I did not feel like an outsider. 

I used to feel like I wasn’t in the right place, no matter where I was. I didn’t feel right in my clothes, I didn’t feel right in my hair. I wanted to cry all the time. 

It’s amazing what a simple change of gender can do, though. Suddenly my clothes made me feel good, no matter where I was. I could take myself seriously. Yes, there was a sexiness part to it, but that’s not all it was. I definitely felt sexier now that I went by Cassie. 

I’m sure people saw me walking through the quad and thought that I was a good student, right? Dressed for the part. Looking serious, but sexy. A little mysterious (God, if they only knew what my mystery really was). 

But definitely a more confident young woman. One who had standards, one who had a cute, tight little body and even showed it off a little now and then, just a tease, just to make her feel alive. 

One who had some pretty exciting underwear and got a thrill out of wearing them in public now.

I mean, how could you not? How could you go through life wearing boring old boxer briefs? I loved walking around now in the store knowing that I had a pink lace thong on, or that Miranda and I were wearing matching boy shorts because she got the pink ones and gave me the yellow ones. I loved that I was wearing a skirt, and that anyone who looked up my skirt would see a stretchy pink thong. 

A thong I was regretting a little because as I walked, I could tell it wasn’t stretching enough. Still, it felt great to be mashed up in a tight package and tucked away like a hot little secret that tried to poke out a few times every day.  

All of that added up to a Cassie who was much better off than she was a year ago. Or a month ago.

Or yesterday, for that matter. I learned so much, I felt so much, and there was much more to go. And I did want it to go further, and I knew it would. But when? 

I slowed my walk through the quad. That’s when it hit me: 

Why not now? 

Seriously, why not? I didn’t have to do it Miranda’s way. That way was too slutty. Or too direct. Or whatever it was. 

But I was nervous about the speaking class, and I didn’t need to be. Because it was probably going to be one of the easier things I do in life, right? Sure, I’m nervous now, but in a year I’ll look back and think it was nothing compared to whatever I end up doing. 

So yeah: why not now? 

Maybe it was the pheromones talking, or maybe it was the skirt, or the pep talk from Miranda, but I decided that now was fine. Now was great. 

I needed a good grade? Fine: I’ll get one. 

I needed to make sure the group did its job? Fine: I’ll make sure of that too. 

I didn’t need Eric, or Jamie, or whoever. 

I was a goddess, and Dante and Jamal just had to deal with it. Deal with me. If they weren’t in charge, I was. I stood up a little taller and walked a little faster. This was fine. It was all fine. 

I was almost at the library, with my thoughts almost back under control. 

It was almost back to normal.

Almost. 

So what if I made an “I’m cumming” faux pas to two hot football players? I’d do worse. 

So what that I just admitted they were hot as I thought to myself? You know what? They were, and no one is around to hear it. 

Whatever. 

I could own the embarrassment, and I could own that I thought both of them were just as hot, if not more hot, than the guy from my favorite porno. 

And so what that I was getting turned on simply from walking, and wearing a skirt, and being awesome? 

Unless I was getting horny from my own pheromones, I had this under control. I always did. 

I checked my phone again as I got closer to the library. 

No reply from Jamie. 

Eric wrote: “Please remove me from this group chat.” 

So there it was. Jamie, if he or she even existed, was still technically a Maybe, but was unlikely. Eric was a No. We all had more work to do, officially. Maybe a lot more. 

Fine. Bring it. 

Eric wrote me privately as I walked up to the library: “Told you you’re fucked.”

“Partly because of you,” I wrote back, then I blocked him and went inside, looking forward to sitting down, crossing my legs, and squeezing the life out of the want between my legs, and channeling my inner goddess into an A in Mass Comm. 

Just watch. 

Dante and Jamal were by one of the circulation desks, talking to one of the clerks. 

I stopped in my tracks and pretended to adjust my purse and my backpack. 

God, they were tall, and strong, and just their presence was so commanding. The clerk was smaller than me, and looked very nervous. Both guys were wearing joggers and hoodies, and they had pulled their joggers up a little to reveal their calves, which were massive, and tight, and dear God, why was I getting worked up about calves? 

I decided my purse was plenty adjusted and kept walking toward them. 

“Hey Cassie For Real,” Jamal said. 

Well, he remembered my name even though I only said it once. That was a good sign. 

“We don’t have a room,” he said. 

“We booked a room, but it ain’t free,” Dante said.

“I’m sorry, like I said,” the clerk sputtered, “but it may have been double-booked. There’s not much I can do. The Outdoor Club is in there now.”

“The Outdoor Club don’t meet outdoors?” Dante scoffed. 

“We can go someplace else,” I said to the clerk. Cassie In Charge said that. 

“Got to be an approved room we can scan into,” Jamal said, and Dante nodded. “Coach’s orders. It’s how they know we off studying and not hanging out someplace.” 

No one said anything. Whose problem was this? 

Apparently it was my problem. Cassie was in charge, remember? My heels clicked on the tile floor as I shifted my weight. Everyone looked at me. 

“No problem. What about the basement room?” I asked. 

Dante and Jamal looked at me, each with an eyebrow raised. “Yeah,” Jamal said. “What about that room?” 

The clerk typed into the computer we couldn’t see. “That one’s free,” she said, looking relieved. 

“Then let’s go there,” I said, shrugging. “No big deal.” 

“No big deal,” Jamal said. 

“Look at Little Miss Problem Solver over here,” Dante said. 

“Glad one of us is in charge,” Jamal said. 

The clerk looked at me, relieved. 

Did she think the guys were going to threaten her? She looked like the kind of person who would be afraid of anything that wasn’t a book. 

“Thank you,” she mouthed to me. 

I shrugged. “They’re harmless,” I whispered. 

“We are not harmless,” Jamal said. “We are dangerous men who tackle people for a living.” 

“We are wanted in four states,” Dante said. 

“We are not to be trusted with your husbands or daughters,” Jamal said. 

“Man, what we doing with husbands?” Dante said. 

I rolled my eyes, and that got a smile from Miss Clerk. 

The elevator to the basement was smaller than the normal elevators, so we were squeezed close together on our way down.

Jamal sniffed loudly. “You smell goooooood,” he said to Dante. 

“It’s her,” Dante said.

“Ah,” Jamal said. “I wondered why you smelled like a hot girl. OK, that makes sense.” 

“Guys, I can hear you,” I said. 

I didn’t smell like a hot girl. I smelled like “Hold On To Your Pillow For Dear Life,” or whatever it was called. 

Funny how they could smell me. I couldn’t smell myself anymore, but I could smell them. They smelled…like men. Like I never did. They smelled like work, like some kind of activity. Like a forest. Like they had just been outside chopping firewood. I closed my eyes and breathed quietly as the small elevator took us down. 

What was that smell? I was used to locker rooms smelling like terrible body spray, hair product, and sweat. 

They smelled like…were they wearing cologne? Firewood cologne? 

What do you do after your lover is done chopping firewood? They come inside, put a fire on, then you hold on to your pillow for dear life? 

Oh, man. Maybe Miranda was right. Maybe I liked the smell of locker rooms, or men who go to locker rooms. There was an edge to them that I couldn’t quite put my finger on, but something about them made me want my weekends to smell just like it…

Then the elevator dinged and we stepped into the basement. There were books down here, but not ones anyone needed to look at regularly. There was also a bathroom no one ever used and a small meeting room tucked away in the corner. We had to walk through one room of books, then down one small hallway and another longer one in order to get there. The meeting room wasn’t popular because it had no windows. 

“How you know about this room anyway?” Jamal asked. “You’re not taking us into some booby trap, are you?” 

“Had a meeting down here once,” I said. “And why would I be trapping you?” 

The thought of Miranda failing to tell Fabian she was trans briefly flickered in my mind. I shook it away. 

“Maybe you a fan of UT,” Jamal said. “Get two All-Conference Linebackers out of the game this weekend, make some money. No one hear shit down here if you lock us in. No one even know where to look.” 

“I don’t even know what a Linebacker is,” I said. “And I don’t know who UT is, either.” 

“OK, Skirty,” Jamal said. “I’ll let my guard down a little. Just kill Dante first, OK?” 

We stepped into the room and turned the lights on. 

“Must have been a real cozy meeting,” Dante said. It was a small, windowless room with one table taking up the center. Six chairs surrounded it: one on each end, and then two pairs of two along the long sides. There was a big screen on one wall with a cord dangling from it, leading nowhere. There was a clock, but it said 11:14, so it clearly didn’t work. 

Truth was, I never had a meeting down here, but I wasn’t going to tell him the real reason why I knew it existed.

The real reason was that it was the most private room on campus I could find, and back when I lived in a Boy Dorm, I’d come here to get dressed. I’d sit and read in the quiet, I’d wear nice skirts and do my hair, and sometimes I’d even work up the courage to go use the restroom while dressed as a girl. 

Sometimes I’d be in lingerie, sitting on a chair, door locked, with my legs spread as wide as they would go. 

I’d squirm in my chair, watching the little bump between my legs get bigger and bigger, feeling it swell with want, feeling a low-grade murmur in my crotch until I wouldn’t be able to take it any more. The amount of times I cried out in orgasm down in this very meeting room…

And now I was here dressed as a girl again, this time with two young men. Freshman Me would have cum right in her panties without needing a single finger. 

Senior Me had a persistent hum in her body for the last hour, had a Sex Outfit on, and smelled like sex. 

Thank you, Miranda. 

“We waiting for Jessie?” Jamal said.

“Man, who’s Jessie? You mean ‘Jamie’?” 

“Whatever. We waiting for them?”

Both looked at me. 

“Why do I get to decide?” I said. 

“Because you’re sitting at the head of the table,” Jamal said. 

Oh, right. Cassie In Charge.

“We get started,” I said. “We’ll figure it out, assign something to Jamie, and whatever happens, happens. We already have to make up Eric’s work. What’s one more?” 

“Deal,” Dante said. 

For the next 45 minutes, we came up with a plan. Actually, we came up with three plans. One for if we had five group members, one for a group of four, and one if the group was just us. We didn’t like that plan, but we laughed about it and predicted how badly it would suck. 

And slowly over the 45 minutes, the temperature rose. 

And rose. 

And rose some more. 

I felt sweat form on my neck. I felt my spine get damp. I shifted my weight in my chair and felt my thighs stick to the plastic seat. 

For as much as I was looking forward to squeezing the life out of my crotch by crossing my legs tightly, this room didn’t have the weather for it. 

Instead, I had to sit with my legs open under the table, maybe not as wide as I would have them when I’d be down here on my own, but wide enough for me to feel very unladylike. 

I was also feeling the stretchy thong not-quite-able to hold me in place. 

What was worse than that, though, was that the room smelled like boys. 

Like men, really. It didn’t mell bad. It smelled musky. It smelled like effort, like concentration, like ability. 

“Your boyfriend know you’re out with two dudes?” Jamal asked, leaning back in his chair. 

I felt a whoosh of air go right up my skirt and it made me jump a little. 

“No boyfriend,” I said. 

“No boyfriend? For real?” Dante asked. 

“Does your girlfriend know you’re out with me?” I shot back. 

“No girlfriend,” Dante said. 

“No girlfriend either,” Jamal said. 

“What’s Mel?” Dante asked him. 

“Whatever she wants to be,” Jamal said. 

“She’s cute though,” Dante said. 

“Not as cute as Our Fearless Leader,” Jamal said. 

I felt myself blush. 

“You always got to watch out for the quiet, put together ones,” Dante said. 

“Why is that?” I said. 

“Because they either freaks, or dry-ass bitches,” Jamal said. “And you don’t look like no dry-ass bitch.” 

Sauna or no sauna, I crossed my legs under the table and cleared my throat, getting my laptop out of my backpack. 

“So, propaganda,” I said.

“So you are a dry-ass bitch,” Jamal laughed. 

Kiss me, came a thought out of nowhere. 

Oh, sweet mercy. No. Not this. 

“I can’t remember which book had the section about Russian war posters,” I said, sliding a book to each of them. My fingers brushed Dante’s as he took the book from me. 

Grab onto me, my brain said without me knowing it. 

This was getting bad. It was getting hot in the room, for real. It was making me crazy. I did not want to be this distracted. How was supposed to be in charge? 

How long did Cassie In Charge last? Half an hour? 

That was insane. I had more control over myself than this. I had to. 

“Here it is,” Jamal said, sliding the book back to me. 

Not only did our fingers brush too, but we made eye contact when they touched, and I felt myself throb below the table. 

Not good. 

When he sat back in his seat, he knocked his pen off the table, and I needed to close my open legs, fast. 

And when I did, it was enough pressure to squeeze a little precum into my panties. 

Just a little squirt, but it was a full squirt. It was warm.

It was trouble. I was in trouble. 

The back of my neck felt prickly. It was getting even warmer in the room, and I was starting to really feel out of place. I wasn’t supposed to feel out of place. I was supposed to feel like I belonged, wherever I went. 

“We need to get a few things done before we cook in here,” I said. 

“It is definitely getting hot in here,” Jamal said, and he took his hoodie off. 

No warning, no permission asked, he just…did it. 

As it popped over his head, his t-shirt rode up and I saw his stomach. 

Flat. 

Washboard abs. 

Black and glistening. 

Jesus. I had already filled my panties a little. This was bad and getting worse.

“Definitely,” Dante said. His hoodie came off as well. 

Same view. These guys were jacked, and I had an uncontrollable response to seeing that much skin and hard muscle. 

I felt another little tiny droplet form at the tip of the cock that I was trying to keep soft. 

It was starting to become difficult to keep my tight little package from spilling its secrets. 

Who knows if it was the Man Smell, or the Man Muscles, or my own pheromones tricking my body into thinking it was mating season. 

Whatever it was, it felt like the tropics in here, and in the tropics, you take off layers and live a little. A drop of sweat made its way all the way down my spine. 

I had a tank top under my blouse. Both guys were comfortable being in a t-shirt, so what did it matter? I was probably privately feeling like a student in heat anyway. They gave off no indication that they were under the spell of Miranda’s perfume. 

I felt another drop of sweat run down my spine.

Fuck it.

I needed to cool off. 

“Look away, boys,” I said, and I took off my blouse, folding it up and setting it on the table. 

They squeezed their eyes shut, and only opened them when I said “all clear.” 

Both of them made it look like they weren’t immediately seeing what I looked like without a blouse. I felt like my nipples would poke their eyes out from across the table, and I wondered if they could tell. 

I looked down, carefully.

Oh, they could definitely tell. 

“It gets any hotter in here, we running out of layers,” Jamal said. He reached under the table, and I could tell he was hiking his sweatpants up above his knees. 

There was a lot for me to imagine, and I instantly imagined it. And I needed to take a breather. 

“I’ll be right back,” I said, and pushed my chair back. I hoped against hope that my panties weren’t going to give my skirt a little tent when I stood up, so I strategically grabbed my purse and held it in front of me as I walked out the door. 

The hallway was at least five degrees cooler than the meeting room, and I speedwalked to the bathroom, locking it behind me with relief. 

Wait a minute. 

The bathroom had air conditioning in it. It felt like there was a heater in the meeting room, with no AC at all. 

I definitely needed to collect myself, and cool off in more ways than one, and this was the perfect place to do it. 

I set my purse down on the sink and relaxed a little when I saw that I was not, in fact, poking through the front of my skirt. So for the time being, I was not showing off my girl boner to two hot football players. 

However, I lifted my skirt up and saw my not-so-little wet spot, right in the front of my panties. 

I knew that wet spot. I knew how I made it, and I knew why, and I even knew what it tasted like. It used to make me feel guilty, like I was ashamed to be turned on just from sitting still and wearing fun underwear. 

Or I would feel dirty, like I wasn’t supposed to be turned on in my new body. 

That all changed, of course, with Mr. Hot Black Teacher giving his student some pretty unforgettable extra credit. 

Or whatever they were doing. It’s not like I watched it for the plot. 

I watched it because someone might want me like that one day. Someone might see everything about me and still choose me. 

Actually, it wouldn’t be a choice. They’d be consumed by lust and desire and they’d be powerless…

…like they were under some kind of spell. Like, a biological spell. 

Miranda may have been weird, but maybe she was onto something after all. I was desiring being desired, really. 

And I was feeling that way now, with the wet panties to prove it. I pulled my panties away from my body and saw the sticky, clear mess I had made. There was more than one drop in there, and that was a problem.

It was a problem because this was the point of no return. As much as I wanted to be in control, when I started leaking like a faucet, it was over. There was no coming back from this unless I got off. 

And I was in a fucking library. 

But I was also Cassie In Charge, and Cassie In Charge didn’t jill off in a library. She didn’t let her roommate tell her what was hot, she didn’t let pheromones tell her what to be attracted to, and she didn’t lock herself in a bathroom so she could cum to clear her head. 

There was no way. What if I just stayed in the bathroom a little longer, just so the AC could cool me off? I didn’t need to cum.

I mean, I needed to cum, probably, just not now. 

I reached into my purse to get some lip balm. I pulled my hand out and did not have lip balm in my hand. 

It was lube. 

Lube. 

Miranda. She had joked earlier that I wanted to borrow some lube. I said I didn’t want it, that I wanted to talk about something else, and she went ahead and did it. 

She snuck it into my purse, and now it was right there, on the edge of the sink, and I was trying very hard to get my thoughts under control, and I couldn’t, and lube wasn’t making it easier. 

Because now I knew I could get off so easy and get back to work. Just walk back in the room, toss my hair, and sit down like nothing had happened. Like I wasn’t sitting there talking about Russian propaganda with an absolute soaking-wet mess in my underwear. 

Like I didn’t excuse myself to a private, air conditioned bathroom so I could examine myself and then squirt a little bit of lube in my hand and do what I needed to do in order to concentrate on something other than Jamal and Dante and my wet panties and the persistent feeling that I could not shake about a schoolgirl getting the kind of attention that I had been waiting for all my life. 

I leaned on the sink and closed my eyes, trying to collect myself.

I did not want to tug myself with a lubed-up hand. 

Not feminine. 

Not sexy.

It would work, sure, but it was brutal and desperate and uncivilized. 

I did not want to stick my hand in my panties and work myself over. 

I needed to force the thoughts out of my head, no matter what. 

I took a deep breath.

Then another.

Then another. 

Then I lost count, and felt I was making progress towards my goal of getting my brain to think about something else, something not sexy at all, something no one would get off thinking about. 

And just as I thought I was ready to go back into the room and face the gys, there was a sound outside the door. 

I froze. 

There was a knock at the door. 

“Hey, Cassie?” a voice said. “You OK in there?” 

I didn’t know who it was. One of Jamal or Dante, if they knew my name; it’s not like anyone else was down here. 

I opened my eyes and realized I had no idea how long I had been in the bathroom. 

Could have been ten minutes. Could have been twenty. Could have been a year. 

OK, not a year. 

I fixed my hair and cleared my throat. 

I opened the door a crack. 

“I’m fine,” I said. “Be out in a second.” 

It was both of them. Both were glistening with sweat. Both were standing there looking concerned. 

“Didn’t know if you got sick or needed something,” Dante said.

Oh, I needed something, I thought. 

I opened the door to show I was fine. I was very, very fine. More than fine. 

“Is that…air conditioning?” Jamal said, leaning in. “Holy shit, dude, it’s fucking cool in there. No wonder you been gone twenty minutes. I wouldn’t come back neither.” 

“For real?” Dante said, and he got close to the doorway, putting his hand to the air that was rushing out of the bathroom. 

“Oh, man, this is fucking glorious.”

And before I knew what had happened, both men pushed into the bathroom, moving me to the back wall and pinning me there. I was trapped. 

I was pushed right up close to Jamal. His body, his scent, his whole self.

Immediately, I was no longer fine. 

“Uh, come on in, I guess,” I said. “Plenty of room, boys.” 

“We are doing the rest of the meeting in here,” Jamal said, his eyes closed. 

I smoothed the front of my skirt to make sure I wasn’t showing anything and hoped no one saw me. 

Dante watched me do it, and my hand brushed Jamal’s leg when I did it. 

And that’s when I realized Miranda’s lube was still sitting on the sink. 

The sink I couldn’t reach because Jamal was in my way. 

And if I reached it, it would be very obvious what I was reaching for. 

At first my nipples were hard because I was turned on. Now they were hard because I was turned on and it was chilly in the bathroom. 

And my head was swimming with the way I was squeezed in a tight space, again, with two hot guys. 

And it swam even more when I realized that Jamal had his eyes open again, and was looking right at the lube. 

It couldn’t be makeup. Or lip balm. Or lotion. 

It said SLICK SEX right on the side. 

It could be nothing else. 

“There it is,” Jamal said, nodding at the bottle. “Quiet ones are freaks.” 

Dante laughed. “I thought you was a freak too,” he said. 

“I don’t know how that got there,” I stammered. “It’s not mine. It’s my roommate’s, I swear.”

“Sure it is,” Jamal said, picking it up. “That’s what they all say.” 

“No, I swear–” I said, and Jamal tossed it to Dante. 

What did this matter? 

What did I gain from this? I had to work with them for the rest of the semester, and I was still locked in my old way. 

What happened to “lean into it”? Was I leaning into anything here? 

No. I was leaning away from it. I was not in charge, and I needed to be. 

“It’s not mine, but I did have it with me,” I said. 

“And is this why you were taking so long?” Dante teased, flipping the cap open. “How long you need? Twenty minutes and you still ain’t done? Damn, girl. Someone needs to show you how it’s done.”

“Nothing happened,” I laughed. “I swear.” 

“We have that effect on girls all the time,” Jamal said. “They are excusing themselves constantly so they can go lube up their–” he looked around for something “--fingers? Do I want to know what you was doing in here?” 

“I wasn’t doing anything in here,” I snapped, and I leaned forward, crushing my body against Jamal’s, and I took the bottle from him, closing the cap again. Someone had squeezed a little lube out, because now I had it on my fingers. Even the act of rubbing my fingers together gave off the slick, sweaty, frictionless sensation of bodies smashing together. 

Jamal wagged his finger at me, scolding me. “You were doing something in here, Cassie For Real. It’s OK if you was distracted by my beauty.” 

“Mine too,” Dante said.

I grabbed Jamal’s finger with my thumb and index finger as he held it in my face. 

The thumb and index finger that had lube on them. 

“Oh, now what you gonna do?” he said, laughing. 

And then he grabbed my hand in his other hand, and did something I was not expecting him to do. 

He began moving my hand up and down, as if I was jerking off his finger. 

“It only takes two fingers?” I teased. Cassie was In Charge. 

“You think that only takes two fingers? Baby, I got news for you.”

“Maybe it only takes me two fingers,” I said, keeping eye contact with him. I stroked some more.  

“Oh, you two,” Dante said, shaking his head. “You are definitely doing this wrong.” 

“Then you show us how it’s done,” I said. 

Dante grabbed the lube and squirted a few drops on his index and middle fingers. “Give me your hand. Now do this,” he said, and he put two fingers together, then had me stroke his two fingers. “Some of us are thicker than others,” he said proudly. 

With both of my hands occupied, Dante reached between my legs and felt around for that aching spot that I knew was already wet. 

I’m sure he felt what was there, but it didn’t stop him. 

He rolled up the hem of my skirt by just an inch, then went back to work on the leaking little bump that was trying to stay inside my panties. 

Then he did it again. Another inch, another rub. 

And again. 

And I was vibrating as I felt my skirt get pulled up higher and higher, revealing more of my leg, and then more of it, and then all of it, and then I felt the bottom of my panties hit the cool air of the room, and then the whole front, and then all of it, and then I was fully exposed, from my belly button on down to my shoes, nothing but a damp thong standing between me and the two huge guys who had been driving me crazy since I started paying attention to them. 

I bashfully trying to hide my crotch while stroking off their fingers while they made exaggerated sex noises. 

“You can keep going,” I said, “but you’re not going to find what you think you’re going to find.” 

“I know what to do, Cassie For Real,” Dante said. 

He gave my bulge a little flick with his finger, and it set off a pleasure earthquake that ran the whole length of my body. Even my ears felt like they were quivering. 

I whimpered. Their noises might have been fake, but mine was real. 

Jamal bent me over the sink and slapped me, right on the ass. I yelped, but didn’t pull away. Then he did it again. 

“I love seeing what’s up someone’s skirt, you know,” he said, grabbing my ass and kneading it. 

Dante had two fingers covered in lube, and after Jamal pulled my thong to the side, Dante’s fingers found what they were looking for, and I felt as he swirled his two thick, slippery fingers around my ass, getting tantalizingly close to going in, but then backing out. 

Jamal spread my legs apart so his friend had better access, and I felt myself make another little spurt into my panties. 

I was no longer in control. I wasn’t in charge at all. My ass stung, my cock was dripping, and I was waiting for what was going to happen next, and I was fine with anything. 

Jamal brought his hand to the side of my cheek and turned my head to face him, and brought me in for a deep kiss just as Dante’s fingers slipped inside of me. 

I sucked on Jamal’s lip as Dante’s fingers went to work, making my knees weak. 

I heard myself whimper again, and then I melted. 

And then there was a hard, thick cock in my hand, and it was Jamal’s, and it was his turn to suck on my lip as I worked my hand over it the way I would want if mine were anywhere near that big. Instead, it just pulsed in my underwear, waiting to cum. 

Dante increased his pace, and I matched it with the way I worked my hand over Jamal. Someone squirted lube into my hand behind me, and soon Jamal was groaning as I stroked in long, wet, powerful strokes. 

“Better than just doing a finger,” he said as we broke our kiss. 

There was barely any room in that bathroom for the three of us, but Jamal backed himself into a corner, bent me over, and Dante grabbed my head, bringing it towards his own massive erection that sprung out of his pants right in front of me. 

And then I was gone, because I felt the soft, squishy head of Jamal’s penis nuzzle right up against my slick asshole, and with a gentle pop, it went in and I needed to be held up as I let out a guttural growl. 

Dante had to remind me of what was in front of me, and I took him in my hand, too dazed to pay much attention to it. I was being stretched out by Jamal and was feeling a little drip make its way to the tip of my cock and into my panties with every long, slow, drawn-out stroke he took. 

I braced myself with one hand against the sink, and brough Dante’s cock to my mouth. 

There were movies like this. There were dreams like this, too. And now there was my life, and it was exactly like this. 

“Girl, you know what you’re doing,” Dante breathed as I tried to stuff him as far down my throat as I could. 

I didn’t care there was no warmup. The warmup was all day. The warmup was days in the making. We had teased each other just by talking, and sitting, and looking. 

And now they were stuffed inside of me at either end, and I wanted them in even deeper, and they were more than happy to try. 

I rocked back and forth between them, going down to the hilt on Jamal’s cock as I let Dante out of my mouth, and then taking Dante as far into my mouth as I could as Jamal withdrew. 

I could not get Dante deep down my throat, but I wanted to try. Drool was spilling out of my mouth, making him slick while I made slobbering sounds around him, trying to breathe. 

And then our pace changed. Jamal grabbed me by the hips, and Dante grabbed me by the head, and both men were working inside me at the same time. I wasn’t rocking back and forth anymore. No, I was being taken from both sides, in a bathroom, by two giant black dicks, and I was feeling completely gone. 

I grabbed Dante’s sides to hold me in place while they used me, and oh my God, I was being used, and someone wanted me, and it was better than that because two people wanted me. 

I couldn’t move because their thrusts were timed together and I was pinned in place. Every stroke I was helplessly stuck, and the growing wave in my crotch told me all I needed to know about where it was headed, and whether I liked it or not. 

I was in heaven. 

I was in a place I had never been and never wanted to leave. 

But even in heaven, you need to breathe, and I had to let Dante out of my mouth, as I gasped for air and drooled all over the floor. I let another little spurt into my panties as Jamal went all the way in and held himself in place, groaning with contentment. 

“You the hottest girl ever, Cassie,” Dante said, stroking himself as I coughed for air. 

I wanted him back. I looked up at him and opened my mouth to say something, anything, even a grunt, but before I could think of anything, Jamal grabbed me by the hips, stood me up, and lifted me up in the air. 

My legs were spread, and Dante got back to work on my bulge, but he did not let it out.

God, I wanted it out. 

I wanted to cum. I wanted to feel myself free, to let myself go completely and feel whatever they wanted me to feel, because it would take me closer to where I wanted to go. It had to.

Dante moved in close, still stroking himself, and he squirted some lube on him as he got up close, right in my face. 

My bulge pressed up against him, and I felt the tip of his cock find where Jamal already was. 

I wrapped my arms around Dante’s neck, and then it was his turn to kiss me deeply, slowly, as if her meant it, and he reached down to guide himself inside me. 

I clenched around him and could not stop a moan that felt like it took an hour to get out of me. 

First I couldn’t breathe because his cock was in my mouth, and then I couldn’t breathe because there was no more room inside of me, but he went slowly, and soon both boys were working in time with each other, and I felt so full I could only hang on while every nerve in my body was being plucked and loved and encouraged to let go forever.

And I did. 

I hung there, suspended there between them, and I was having such indescribably pleasure delivered directly to me in a way I never thought possible. 

It took over my body, it took over my life. 

I had no way of resisting any longer, and I let them pump away until my arms started to go limp. 

“You gonna make it, girl?” Dante breathed, and Jamal nibbled my ear, and the answer was no. No, I was not going to make it, and then I couldn’t hold back any longer, and I felt the first spasm of orgasm build in my crotch, and I threw my head back, and screamed “I’m cumming!” directly into the air duct above. 

Dante backed away a little and watched. I could only feel as my crotch pulsed again and again, loading my panties with cum that had nowhere to go. It just kept coming and coming, and I was weightless, and helpless, and was nothing more than a pleasure being. 

My body was full of cock, stuffed completely until I couldn’t take it any more, and I was unleashing an orgasm that could very well have disrupted everyone in the library, and I didn’t care. 

“I’m not going to last much longer,” Jamal groaned, and Dante nodded in agreement. 

“You’re the tightest girl on campus, you know,” Dante said, and they crushed me between them, and they pumped even more furiously. 

I felt my full panties squish against Dante’s body, and I was once again transported to another world. 

Jamal started pulsing inside me first.

“My God, I’m cumming!” he breathed. 

“Unnnnnnggggg,” was all Dante could say, as I felt him start to pulse next. 

I felt them spray everything they had, and I felt it hit deep inside of me, and I knew that I wanted to keep it inside of me forever. 

I knew how my body worked. They may have been the athletes, but I was capable of more than I ever thought possible. I had more nerves than I thought, more strength than I could have guessed, and could take more than I had ever dreamed. 

I didn’t know how long they held me in midair after they stopped cumming, but partway through it I became aware that Dante was once again kissing me deeply, and I was whimpering like a girl. 

We stayed like that, breathing together, for a long time. 

It wasn’t until I started feeling cum begin to drip down my thighs that I looked up. 

“You gonna be able to walk again, Cassie For Real?” Dante smiled. 

“I prefer floating,” I sighed. 
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We all rode the elevator back up together. Moments earlier, I looked frightful, but they assured me I looked fine now. A little water run through my hair and some makeup touchup, and I suspected that I was probably the only one in the library who would know I just had my brains fucked out by these two. 

No one looked at us. Despite the loud sounds I was making, despite the growls and grunts they were making as they completely manhandled me, no one knew. You really could be down there making noise and no one would know.

We stopped by the nervous-looking clerk again on our way out. 

“We need to book that room again,” Jamal said to her.

“Maybe twice,” Dante said, nodding.  

I felt a little bit of their cum drip out of me and land in my panties, making me shift my weight on my heels again. I could feel my soft little nub slosh in my own warm cum. 

“What days do you need the room?” Miss Clerk asked cheerfully. 

“We’re back from the game Sunday night,” Dante said. “So, Monday and Wednesday? You free, man?”

“I’m free,” Jamal said. Then he turned to me. “You free both nights? You think we need both nights?” 

“We need both nights,” I said, nodding. I took out my phone and brought up our group chat. I removed Eric Barnaby from it. 

Just to be safe, I removed Jamie, too. 

Eric Barnaby was right, though: I was fucked. 

And it was fine. 


HOT YOGA



CHAPTER 1 - YVONNE


One of these days, I’d take a day off and actually go somewhere. I’d travel someplace warm and tropical, and I’d wear a bikini, and I’d lay by the pool and everyone would look at me, and I’d feel so pretty and so sexy, and people would wonder who the little blonde girl was by the pool, and could they get her number? 

And then they’d try, and that’s where my fantasy got hazy. 

Because I wanted to be wanted, sure, and I wanted to feel pretty, and be sexy, and have someone tell me they wanted me, but I didn’t really want some stranger at a hotel to be the one to do it. The more I thought about it, the more I knew that I didn’t want just anyone to pick me up. I wanted Michael to do that. 

Michael, as in, the big, strong kid who I had been friends with for years. 

Michael, as in, my best friend from growing up, who was on my Little League team and went to the same college as me. 

Michael, as in, my current roommate. 

Michael, as in, the guy who I had been friends with since before I became Yvonne. 

And it was awkward, and I had no idea how to tell him, and I did not want to risk losing him as a friend, because how many friends did I have? 

Not many. Certainly no one who stuck with me during the transition from Evan to Yvonne. No one who accepted me as I was, no questions asked, no debate, no doubt. Not even my parents could say that.

But Michael could. 

We moved in together after college, and even though he had the better job and we couldn’t split rent 50/50, he was fine with it. 

I stayed bashful and private as I started changing. I could tell it was hard for him, but what was I going to do? It was hard to be honest with him, hard to overwrite all the history we had together. I got more and more comfortable, and then one day I just stayed dressed as Yvonne, and that was that. We never really talked about it, and not much changed. 

Except for that one little problem, which was that deep down, I really wanted it to change. 

Like, I really wanted it to change. 

Before i started on hormones, I had a hard time keeping sexual thoughts at bay. Like, I’d get turned on, and then that was it: I had to get off, or else. But after hormones, it was easier to just notice that I was turned on, then go about my life and kind of, I don’t know, push the thoughts away. Like, I had more control over them. 

That made it easy at first to simply notice that I was getting turned on when he’d come home from work, or when I’d watch him do things around the apartment. I’d miss him when he was gone, and think about him a lot. 

But I had a lot more control over it. I’d just say “it’s not meant to be, I am horny but should stop.”

And then I’d stop. 

Until recently. 

I don’t know if it changed the night he kicked Scott out of our apartment after he was making little snide comments and jokes each time I’d leave the room. We were watching Sunday Night Football, like we did all through high school and college, when it was me, Michael, Scott, Landon, Karl, and Justin. We all moved on after school, and only Scott was close enough to us to keep the tradition going. 

But then he made one too many dick jokes, and I heard Michael snap at him, and then I heard Scott ask if Michael was gay, and then there was a scuffle, and when I came back to the living room, Scott was gone and he was never invited back. 

So maybe that was the night it changed. Maybe that was when I began feeling a throb when Michael would look at me. Maybe that was when I started being really conscious of what I was wearing, and whether I was making him uncomfortable. Maybe that was when I couldn’t tell if he was my friend, or roommate, or protector, or what. 

But I knew that I was no longer able to really keep sexual thoughts under control, and that suddenly made things awkward, and hard, and yet somewhat thrilling. Like there was a secret that started hanging out with us, and it made our jokes…different. It made our meal prep times sillier. It made the wall between our bedrooms feel sadder. 

I could never tell him that I would rub one out under the sheets while thinking of him. 

Or that on days he’d go into the office, I’d sit in his bathroom and smell the aftermath of his shower as I sat in our apartment alone. 

That on days he worked from home and I went into the office, I’d get up earlier than I needed to, simply to avoid seeing him and getting horny before work. 

And so I took to taking days off when he’d have to go to work. I’d wait for him to leave, call in “sick,” and then I could have a day where I would privately work out any sexual tension that I had built up–that he had built up–and by the time he got home I’d be relaxed and the tension was…it wasn’t gone, but it was manageable. 

And all I had to do was walk around the apartment naked, my hairless body completely exposed. I’d imagine him in the other room while I did it, and I’d get even more worked up. 

I would put on sexy lingerie, or tiny panties, or any of the little bikinis I had bought so that I could feel alive. 

I’d do yoga, or pilates, or a ton of bodyweight squats to help make my hips and ass look–and feel–amazing. 

And then, after hours of being a sexually vibrant person, after hours of feeling every molecule of my skin be exposed, after changing outfits four or five times over, I would go to my bedroom, shut the door, and since no one was home, I’d get out my most powerful vibrator, turn it all the way up, and rumble myself to an explosive orgasm that shook my whole body for what felt like an hour. 

Then I’d take a shower, compose myself, and by the time he got home from work, I could handle things again because I had worked it all out of my body. 

And when he told me that he needed to go into the office on Friday, I knew that I’d use up a vacation day yet again on a day of me. A day where I could let myself go and keep myself in check. 

Because I was getting sloppy. 

Once during the week, I asked if he wanted to watch me do yoga because he said his back had been hurting. It was awkward, though I wanted him to watch me so badly. 

Once at night I waited for him to be snoring, then I snuck around the apartment in a pair of boy shorts and a little tank top. Then the next night I didn’t even wait for the snoring to start; I just did it. 

I was getting careless, and it was too much, and with him out of the apartment I could spend the day taking care of myself, and then we could get back to being friends.

And maybe, just maybe, I’d start to daydream about someone else when I’d picture myself at a hotel pool. 


CHAPTER 2 - MICHAEL


By lunchtime, I knew I had enough for the day. 

It wasn’t because I was lazy, or because I didn’t care about what I did. Yes, I thought that by going to school as a ceramics engineer that I would get to work on things like the space shuttle, or heat-resistant tiles in general. Instead I was working on ceramic burr grinders for coffee grinders and pepper mills. 

It paid the bills. 

It let me live in a nice apartment with Yvonne. 

Yvonne.

It still felt weird to call her that. We moved in together as Michael and Evan. Not long after that I caught him–her–wearing nail polish. One day I got home early from work and I could tell she had been wearing mascara and hadn’t gotten all of it off. 

Then she started getting more daring, wearing leggings around the house, growing her hair out. 

Then one day I didn’t live with Evan anymore. 

At first, yes, it was weird, and I wasn’t the only one who felt that way. But I could tell how much it bothered her when Scott came over and started spouting all this hurtful bullshit that didn’t even sound like him, and when I asked him to leave, Yvonne looked pleased. Yes, she still cried on my shoulder, which was weird, but at that point I think she knew I was on her side, even though we had never talked about it before and hadn’t talked about it since. 

And frankly, that’s why I was done for the day. Because the night before I was up late reading and heard her tiptoe down the hall, and when I peeked out my door to see if everything was OK, there she was, standing at the fridge in a pink see-through nightie, and I nearly lost it. 

She swayed gently from side to side as she thought about what to eat, and I was hit with the uncontrollable urge to have my mouth all over her. 

All over her smooth legs. All over the little breasts that started to form after she went on hormones. And I was overcome with desire after she turned from the fridge and opened the cupboard instead, and I got a quick, tantalizing glance at her shaved little dick and ballsack, which–God help me–looked just as feminine as the rest of her. 

How was that possible? 

She was my friend. Had been for years. And I didn’t want to risk it. Her parents weren’t even cool with her being Yvonne. 

I couldn’t be attracted to her. 

I couldn’t risk our friendship being over. 

She needed me because I was all she had, and if we lost that, then what? 

Then I’d feel awful, and she’d move out, and I’d pay more rent, and she’d have to start over, and I’d never hear from her again. 

And yet the way she looked in that little, gauzy, see-through babydoll…

It was Friday, sure, but I had productive Fridays in the past. This was not one of those days. 

Even Derrick noticed something was up.

“You seem distracted,” he said, coming into my office and sitting down. 

“I don’t think so,” I said, clearing images of Yvonne’s little girlcock out of my head. 

“Every time I walk by, you’re looking out the window, like at something very far away,” he said. 

I sighed. “Maybe just a few things on my mind,” I said. “I know it’s not work’s problem. It’s sometimes hard to keep things separate.”

“I’m not convinced we can,” he said. “Why don’t you go home early?” 

“For real?” 

He nodded. “It’s Friday anyway, we don’t have anything due until the 19th, you’re waiting on test results anyway. 

He stood up. “Just go, figure it out, and come back strong next week. We’ll need you to be ready if the Sales team lands that client from Colombia.” 

What was I going to do? I would go home and probably jerk off to get the images of Yvonne out of my head. 

Like the one of her at the fridge, lit so that I could see the gap between her thighs, and could see her little sideboob every time she turned a little. 

Or the image of one of her bikinis drip-drying on the shower rod in her bathroom, and the feel of it when I touched it.

Or the image of her, glistening with sweat, as she did bicycle crunches on the living room floor wearing skin tight leopard print bike shorts, and how hard I needed to keep my gaze looking away from her as she was walking around making coffee after she was done. 

You know, those images. 

The whole way back on the subway, I still couldn't get those images out of my mind. 

She has that top, I thought as someone got on. 

Then I saw a professional-looking woman in pantyhose sit down and cross her legs, and I was busy imagining what Yvonne looked like if she wore that outfit, and I felt myself stiffen in my pants. 

I had to reposition my messenger bag to cover the front of my pants as I got off the subway and walked above ground to make it the last few blocks to our place. 

I could feel myself, erect in my boxer briefs, and I needed relief, badly. 

I needed to get home and get it over with. I didn’t need to draw it out and edge myself, I didn’t need to fantasize; I had already done that whether I wanted to or not, fantasizing for days–weeks?–about my friend and about what I badly wanted to do to her. 

I needed to get home, run straight to my bedroom, drop my pants, squirt two pumps of lube into my hand and then get this erection taken care of so that by the time she got home from work, I wouldn’t think of her sexually. 

This was becoming a problem. 

No, that wasn’t right. This was a problem. It wasn’t about to be something I needed to deal with; it already was. 

The only way I knew how to deal with it now was to get rid of this sexual tension, then figure out how to stop thinking about her that way. 

Could I do it without talking to her? That would be awkward. 

Hey, Yvonne, could you stop being so sexy? Thanks.

That wouldn’t work. 

Hey, I can’t help but notice you’re kind of hot. Can you maybe stop? 

Also not great. 

Would you mind wearing very baggy clothes when I’m around? I am unfortunately very attracted to you now and it makes me feel weird. OK, thanks, I’m going to go jerk off to the thought of you now. 

God, this was brutal. 

My erection never got better the whole walk back to the apartment. I felt it bouncing as I walked up the stairs to our third-floor place. I could feel it, itchy and compressed in my pants as I walked down the hallway to our door. 

And as I fumbled for my keys, I knew that I was only moments away from being able to regain control over my thoughts again and start to work out how to survive with a sexy roommate. 

I couldn’t wait to get inside and get it over with. 

And when I opened the apartment door, what did I see but Yvonne in a tiny workout outfit, bent over on the living room floor, her tight, perfect little ass right in my face, and an unmistakable girl bulge right between her legs. 


CHAPTER 3 - YVONNE


Ordinarily I think I would have been startled when Michael walked in on me, but I had been doing yoga for almost 45 minutes, and I felt serene. Peaceful. Totally at ease. 

Fine with being in my body. 

All I did was finish my pose and then sink to my knees on the mat. I heard him shut the door, and then he walked into the apartment. 

“I didn’t know you’d be home,” he said, putting his keys down. “Sorry.” He sounded frazzled. 

“Yeah,” I said, still facing away from him. “I needed a day.”

“Any reason?” he said. “I think I needed a day too.”

“No,” I said. “Just…reasons.” 

I may have been calm about being caught doing yoga, but I knew that I’d have a problem pretty soon. I hadn’t gotten off yet, and that was about to make my afternoon very difficult. My last few poses had started to make me aware of the throbbing between my legs, and I knew I was close to the end of my routine. 

What started with naked coffee and continued with a panty try-on, then I binged a few episodes of a show I liked while wearing a skirt with no panties, and lastly I had moved to yoga in a sports bra and my sexiest little shorts. 

It was long, drawn-out, and glorious. 

It was delicious, and I felt alive. 

I was so relaxed and positively charged that I knew the vibrator would barely be warm when I’d fill my panties with cum. 

And now I wouldn’t get to do it because Michael was home. 

I closed my eyes and stayed kneeling upright on the floor, trying to think of a Plan B. 

Do it in the shower? I hated that.

Go rent a hotel room and really not worry about making noise? I couldn’t afford that. 

Take a cold shower and hope I could banish these thoughts from my head in time for the weekend to start? 

Was that going to work? 

Had that ever worked? 

With my hands on my thighs, I felt a warm little squirt in my panties. 

My engine was revved. It wasn’t even idling. It needed to do something. 

But what?

When I opened my eyes, Michael was sitting in front of me on the couch. 

“God, when did you get there?” I said, clearly startled. 

“Sorry,” he said. “I could tell you were lost in thought. I couldn’t tell how lost.”

“Very lost,” I said. 

I couldn't risk getting up from the floor. Was there a little wet spot on the front of my shorts? What would I tell him if he saw it? 

I guess I was just going to sit there and kneel while we tried to have a normal conversation. 

“What position were you doing when I came in?” he said. 

“Downward dog,” I said. “It feels amazing, and it’s one of the ones you should do if you’re going to take care of your back.”

“I’m…not sure I can picture myself doing that position,” he said, looking a little embarrassed. He shifted his weight on the couch. 

Why were his hands in his lap? 

“What’s wrong with downward dog?” I said. I knew what he’d say, and I wanted to hear him say it. 

“It’s very…butt-forward,” he said. “I don’t have the butt for it.” 

“I don’t either,” I said. 

“Yes you do,” he said, and immediately looked like he regretted saying that. 

I wanted to hear it, I heard it, and I was flooded with relief. 

That’s not all I was flooded with, as I felt another little squirt in my crotch. 

I cleared my throat. “You just do it, and usually no one is watching.” 

“But today I was.” 

“I guess so.”

“Were you done? Don’t make me stop you if you weren’t finished. I need a shower anyway.”

“Didn’t you take one already?” 

Now it was my turn to be embarrassed. 

“I thought I heard you in there this morning before you left,” I said quickly. 

“I guess I did,” he said. “Maybe I don’t need a shower.” 

He still didn’t move, and he reached for a couch pillow to place in his lap.

Was he…hard? I only got a quick look as he grabbed the pillow, but he seemed to have something going on between his legs. 

Kind of like me.  

We stayed still like that for a while, until my knees started to hurt a little. 

One of us needed to move, and it was probably going to be me, unless I wanted my knees to give out at 22 years old. 

I shifted my weight, let my legs move to the right, and I sat my ass back on the floor, covering any evidence of a wet spot with one hand. 

But I saw where his glance went when I sat back, and I felt another small squirt as I moved. 

He may have had an erection, but I didn’t. I could feel that I was still soft, although it felt very warm down there. Despite the small shorts, despite the small thong panties I had underneath them, I was still overheated between my legs. 

And sitting differently wasn’t helping. 

I was throbbing, and wherever serenity I had from yoga before had vanished in just the few minutes since he had gotten home. 

I folded my hands on my lap. 

Someone needed to do something, and I decided it should be me. 

“Is this a sit-off?” I said as sweetly as I could. 

“What…do you mean?” Michael said, pushing the pillow down onto his lap. 

I leaned forward and in one quick motion, tugged the pillow away from him and tossed it out of reach. 

He gulped. 

An honest, audible gulp. 

“You should come down and do yoga with me,” I said, stretching out on my stomach. I made sure to stick my ass up in the air. 

He pretended not to see it. 

“I’m good,” he said. 

“Then do you just want to watch?” I said, and I rubbed my front on the floor, slowly. 

He groaned, and turned red when he realized he did it out loud. 

“This isn’t OK,” he said, shaking his head. 

“Why not?” I said, fearing the worst. I was holding myself an inch or so off the floor, which was high enough for my ass to be arched, but low enough for me to still be touching the yoga mat with the tip of my penis. 

“Because we’re…friends,” he said. “This isn’t right.”

“We’ll always be friends,” I said. “But it looks to me like we have very similar problems.” 

His hands covered himself up again. 

“I don’t have a problem.”

“Did it bother you enough to make you come home early?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said. 

“My problem had me skip work completely,” I said. 

“We should stop,” he said. 

“And yet you’re not getting up to leave,” I said. “Why is that?” 

I turned onto my back, opening my legs a little. He looked. 

I knew he would. 

My hand went down to my flat belly and I was teasing myself. 

“This shouldn’t go anywhere,” he said.

“But it can,” I said. 

“Fuck,” he said. 

“Maybe,” I said, slinking over to him. I stood up, watching his eyes move to the part of me that had been throbbing for him for what felt like ages. 

I sat on his lap and he didn’t stop me. 

“What’s the name of this pose?” he said, unsure of where to put his hands. 

“Friends With Benefits,” I said, and I put his hands on my hips. Electricity flowed through my body and I pulsed with anticipation. I felt myself squirt again, just one little spurt. 

I looked down between my legs. There was no hiding the wet spot now. Both of us stared at it. 

“Let me get some lube,” he whispered. 


CHAPTER 4 - MICHAEL


It was ridiculous. It was a 64 ounce pump bottle of lube, and I had gone through about a third of it. 

So many nights I would get two squirts of lube from it, and I would jerk off into my hand, or into some tissues, and now I was in uncharted territory. 

Actually, it was territory I had already charted. 

I used to jerk off to Alissa. Then Moira. Then Becky, or porn, or anyone. 

I had only done it to Yvonne recently, and it was mostly imagination, then less imagination when she’d wear less and less around the apartment, and now…now it was very, very real. 

I had used so much of this lube. 

And I was about to bring it out of my bedroom so my friend and I could…what? Have sex?

God, I wanted to. I wanted her badly, and I wanted to get off. 

I wanted her to get off. I was confused, and I was embarrassed, and I was horny, and horny was winning. 

It was still winning as I walked back to the living room, watched her bite her lip, wiggle out of her yoga shorts until she was down to a small, lacy purple thong, and get right back on top of me. This time I put my hands on her hips, right where they had been. 

She squirmed on top of me and reached for my belt. 

I had been hard for what felt like a week. I could feel my heartbeat in my erection. And she reached into my pants, pulled out my erection, and it pointed straight up at her. 

“I had no idea,” she whispered, putting her hands on my face.

“Neither did I,” I said. 

“I need you inside of me,” she breathed. 

“I squirted two pumps of lube directly onto my stiff cock, and she grinned at me. 

“This might not last long,” I said. “I’m kind of a mess.”

She slid toward me, and while she left her panties on, she slid them out of the way and I felt the slick tip of my cock find her opening. She inhaled sharply as it slid in, and she wrapped her hands around my neck. 

“God, wait,” she gasped. 

I felt her body pulse around me. She needed to go slowly, and I traced my fingers up and down her thighs as she gathered herself. 

Slowly, little by little, I felt her descend on me, half and inch at a time. 

“If you need more time, it’s OK,” I breathed.

“It’s not that,” she said. “I’m so close to cumming it’s not funny.” 

“Take your time,” I said, and felt her slide another half inch. She had a few inches to go, and she knew it, and I don’t think she wanted them. I felt her squeeze around me, delaying it, but I was too slick and gravity won. All at once she slid down my whole length with a gasp, and I felt her spasm. 

“Oh my God!” she yelled, and I watched as the bulge in her panties flexed and pulsed, and her wet spot got bigger. 

Her breath shuddered. She closed her eyes and looked down between her legs, embarrassed. 

“I cannot believe that,” she said. “I am so sorry.”

“It’s OK,” I said. “Take a minute.”

Then I felt her slide up a little, and start to ride me.

“I don’t need a minute,” she said. And we stared into one another’s eyes as she rode. 

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” she said. 

“I think I did too,” I said. 

“Why did we wait?” she said, and I felt the wet slap of her crotch on my abdomen as she started riding a little harder. 

“Were we avoiding it?” 

“Not anymore,” she said. 

“I…saw you at the fridge,” I said. “That’s why I needed a day off.” 

“My midnight snack?” she said, smiling a little as she rode. 

“You definitely looked like a snack,” I said, grabbing her hips harder and guiding her up and down as much of my cock as she could take. 

“Keep talking,” she said, “‘cuz I’m so close to cumming again.” 

And she leaned back and closed her eyes, quickening her breathing. 

I looked down at her crotch and pulled the purple triangle of cloth to the side, letting out her little, hairless girlcock that I got a glimpse of the night before. 

She immediately rode harder and faster, and I watched it bounce up and down as she rode. It was slick with her cum, sticky, and swollen. But it was not hard. 

And then, as she rode, I watched it grow.

And it grew. 

And grew. 

And soon it was rock-hard, sticking straight out at me, and bouncing up and down like a diving board in rhythm with her. 

With her eyes still closed, I felt her tighten around me. 

“I’ve wanted you so bad,” I said.

“I’ve wanted you too,” she said. “Oh God!” 

“You were so hot in your shorts,” I said, rubbing the tip of her dick with my thumb. 

She put her hands on my chest to steady herself, and took my whole length inside of her. She was in another world, and I was almost ready to join her. I felt that all-too-familiar tingling in my groin. 

“Oh God, baby, I’m so close,” I said, and I grabbed her cock and gave it a stroke. 

She put her arms behind her head. 

I stroked again, and she thrust herself towards me as she rode. 

“Don’t stop, baby, don’t stop,” she said, and using her own cum as lube, I stroked her harder and harder as she started to squeeze around me. 

“Oh God,” I moaned, “I can’t hold it!” 

“Just hold on,” she said, bucking and rocking harder and harder. The couch was creaking and slamming against the wall. “Just hold on!” She gritted her teeth, and then, in one quick moment, she lost control, and so did I. 

The whole day I had needed to cum after seeing her, and I wouldn’t have thought that I would actually cum in her. 

But as I felt myself release my load deep within her, she started shooting cum all over. Two pulses on the front of my shirt, one past my shoulder onto the couch, one onto my abdomen, one onto my forearm. We both gave everything we had to each other, and with each spasm, her breathing slowed, and her rhythm slowed, and soon she collapsed on top of me. 

“I’m never going to walk again,” she said after a few minutes. I felt myself getting soft, but I stayed inside of her. 

“That’s a problem,” I said. “We’ve got the rest of the weekend to worry about.” 

“I’m not exactly worried,” she said. “Not anymore.” 


THE SPELL



THE SPELL


Everybody laughed as the three of us–me, Colin, and Greg–walked into the party at Beta Tau in our tiny schoolgirl outfits. 

And it was funny. Colin is 6’3”, about 240 pounds. Greg is 6’0”, and in his heels he was about as tall as Colin, who wasn’t wearing heels because we couldn’t find them in a size 14. Both Colin and Greg towered over every girl there, and they flipped their skirts suggestively, and you could see their leg hair through their cheap thigh high stockings, and they made sure to do their makeup in the most exaggerated way possible, and they batted their eyelashes, and clutched their little joke purses tightly to their chests with their chest hair poking through where cleavage ought to be, and it was funny. 

And then there was me. 

5’6” on a good day. Rail-thin every day. My short schoolgirl skirt fit a little too well. My stockings might have been see-through, but you couldn’t see any hair. My joke purse still had the same things theirs did: a fake detention slip, two condoms, a few lollipops, and a bottle of lube, but for some reason my purse wasn’t as funny as theirs. My makeup wasn’t comical and clown-like; it was applied seriously, and I didn’t look like a clown. My wig fit my head like a glove, I was a little too convincing when I tossed my hair out of my eyes with a quick flick of my head, and my shoes not only were easy to find in my size, but they fit perfectly. And when I stood up in them for the first time, a thought flashed in my head about what other shoes might fit, and how many options were there? 

I had to get rid of that thought right away. Where did it even come from? Even though I had never worn girls' clothes before, and even though I had to be convinced that the joke would be funny, why, in the end, did it feel…normal? 

Why did the walk from campus to the party feel exhilarating?

I had kept my boxer briefs on for modesty, but why did my thoughts wander to what soft cotton panties would feel like? 

Why did I feel that small sexual flutter inside of me? That feeling that, at any second, I could get completely hard and only last two or three strokes? 

Why did I look up at the full Halloween moon on the walk and lament the number of times I’d be able to wear the sexy schoolgirl outfit again before Winter came and it was too cold for bare legs? 

Why did I feel like taking the joke a little further than the other guys did? 

Most of these thoughts had to be pushed out of my mind. The point was: Colin and Greg got laughs. 

What did I get? 

At least one double-take from Justin the bouncer when we all walked in. 

Then I got smacked on the ass by someone as I walked down the hallway to where I thought the keg was. 

Then I got whistled at by someone when the keg wasn’t actually there and I needed to turn around and I felt my skirt fly up and show more of my thigh. 

Then I got winked at by a girl in a witch costume.

Then I got winked at by a girl in a police officer uniform. 

Then I was grabbed by a little blonde girl who was also in a schoolgirl outfit and I found myself smiling with one leg lifted up behind me, part of a group of 6 or 7 other schoolgirls, getting our picture taken as the girl behind the camera said “let’s see those smiles, you fucking sluts!” 

I hadn’t even gotten a beer yet and I was treated like a slutty piece of meat by almost everyone I had encountered. 

Was this what it was like for girls all the time? 

No, I told myself. This is what it was like for a single girl in a revealing, sexualized outfit at a party where people were revved up and looking for fun. 

Looking for fun.

Was I looking for fun? 

What was I looking for? On the walk over, we had picked girl names. I went first and picked Maddie since my name was Matt. 

Colin picked Colina. 

Greg picked Gregorianna. 

So again: I took it seriously and they didn’t. Did that mean anything? 

Of course not. I hoped. It meant that I wasn’t hamming it up as much as they were. I wasn’t a comedian, wasn’t a Fun Drunk, and wasn’t looking to have an audience I could perform for during the whole party. That was their personality, not mine. 

What was I looking to have? At the moment, a beer. 

Before I could inch my way back to the kitchen to see if there was a keg there, a girl in a slutty librarian costume forced her way down the hallway carrying a tray of jello shots. 

“Bottoms up, bitches!” she called, and handed little paper cups of jello shots to every girl she passed.

Including me. 

She stood in front of me and waited for me to take the shot. 

I hated vodka. I hated it with a passion, ever since Freshman year when someone made a big punch bowl out of whatever random bottles were left over from previous parties, and it was wretched, and who knows how much I drank. I certainly didn’t, and in my memory I was hungover for three days after that. 

I stared at the librarian, hoping I could decline.

“Let’s go, sister,” she said. “This party’s just getting going!” 

I tipped the cup between my painted lips and felt the clot of blue jello, which reeked of cheap vodka, slide into my mouth. 

She took the paper cup from me and kept going down the hall. 

Dammit. There was no way I could swallow this thing; I was already being reminded of my one and only vodka adventure simply by having the shot in my mouth. And I had nothing to spit the shot into; she took the cup from me. For some reason I didn’t want to spit into my purse; why ruin a good purse?

I looked down the hallway to my left toward the bathroom, and there was already a line.

In front of me, there was still a line to get into the kitchen. 

To my right I knew there was a little room in the front of the house that had some stolen dorm furniture in it that the Beta Tau brothers called “The Trophy Room.” If I made it there, I could spit the jello out one of the windows and then go find the beer that I really wanted. 

I speedwalked to the little room and flipped the lights on, then dashed to the window, unlocked it, threw it open, leaned my head out the window, and spit the disgusting blob of blue grossness into the bushes down below. 

I wiped my mouth and made sure to get the last of the fruit-ish flavored jello out of my system forever. 

“Good girls swallow, you know,” a voice said from my right. I jumped. I had no idea anyone was in the room. 

“Can’t do vodka,” I said. “Sorry.” I was suddenly very aware that she could probably have seen right up my skirt as I leaned out the window. Again, there was a flutter somewhere inside me. 

“Don’t apologize to me,” the girl said. She was sitting on the couch, by herself, fanning herself with a giant witch hat. She had shoulder-length black hair, was wearing a little black cocktail dress, and she was wearing chunky heels, about my size.

“You like the shoes?” she said, as if she read my mind. 

“No,” I said, “I was just thinking how I must have been really focused on getting to the window because I didn’t see you when I first ran in here.”

“Who says I was in here?” she said, smiling. 

“What, were you following me?” I asked.

“In a way,” she said. “Would that be OK, Matt? Or should I call you Maddie?”

What the fuck? This girl knew me? I thought. 

“Yes, I know you,” she said. “But not the way you might think. Why don’t you have a seat?” 

“Can’t stay,” I said. 

“Colin and Greg can wait,” she said, examining her nails. “Plus, they’re getting a lot of attention and you’re going to hover around them like a loser, and you know it.” 

Who the heck was this girl?

“You’re kind of blunt,” I said.

She nodded. “I’m also correct.” 

I slowly moved to the little couch that was angled next to hers and sat down, crossing my legs so she wouldn’t see up my skirt. 

“There’s nothing up there I haven’t seen before,” she said. “But I appreciate that you were trying to be ladylike.” 

“How do you know my name?” I asked. “And the names of my friends? And my–”

“Girl name?” she finished. “The one that only Colin and Greg knew and you hadn’t told anyone yet? That’s the one that’s really blowing your mind, isn’t it?” 

“Like, I’m pretty sure I don’t know you–”

“You don’t.” 

“So what gives?” 

“Well, Matt. Or Maddie, whoever you are. I’m a witch.”

“I can see that.”

“No, a real one. Named Cassandra. Now we’re not strangers.”

I scrunched my face. What the hell was this girl doing? 

“Well, I’ll tell you what I’m doing,” she said. “You guys aren’t the only ones to go out and have a little fun now and then.”

“What kind of fun?” I asked, suspiciously. Cassandra seemed crazy. Magic wasn’t real, and here she was, matter-of-factly telling me that she was a real witch. I could picture her dorm room now: beads hanging from the ceiling, crystals everywhere, some fake goth art on the walls, and a roommate who spent every waking hour begging to be transferred to a new room because her witchy roommate was sprinkling dust on her as she slept. 

“Boy, you really don’t believe me, do you?” she said. “I can assure you, no roommate of mine would want to move once they found out what I could do, and there are no sleep powders that I’m aware of.”

Clearly crazy, and yet…how was she reading my mind?

“If we’re in a crowded room, it’s hard for me to read minds because I hear them all at once, but in here I can just focus on you, Maddie.” 

“This is…”

“Unbelievable? I know. I felt the same way when I first started practicing witchcraft. But I got used to it. You will too. Something tells me I’m about to make a believer out of you.” 

“You still didn’t answer me about the kind of fun you have. I feel kind of violated by your fun.”

“Oh, it gets worse than this, trust me,” she said, leaning forward. “My favorite thing to do at these parties is make it so a guy stays hard all night and is never satisfied, and then he gets this over-confidence that he’s an amazing lover, and then the side effects of that are premature ejaculation for a month. It’s great.”

“That…doesn't sound great.”

“It’s so funny,” she said. “It’s more fun when I know who he’s going to try and date, because then I make her libido go through the roof for that same month.” 

“And that’s why you’re here tonight? To mess with people’s lives?” 

“In a way,” she said, and she produced a piece of pink bubble gum from out of nowhere, just by waving her black-gloved hands a few times, then popped it into her mouth. “I get bored so easily, and Halloween is a great time to come out, be myself, and have a little fun. Tonight though, I may do something other than make virgins horny, or spike the punch with intelligence reducers, or humiliate a wannabe Alpha male who picks a fistfight with an underdog.” 

“What are you going to do instead?” I asked. Something told me I needed to choose my next words correctly. “Make someone smarter? Or taller? Or permanently make them a better lover?” 

“Something like that,” she said, and she slowly started blowing a giant bubble. I was mesmerized as it got bigger and bigger. At first it inflated to the size of a normal bubble. Then it went well past that, covering her entire head. Then it was as big as a bean bag chair, pink, semi-transparent, hovering there in the air between us. A rainbow-colored shimmering seemed to swirl around the perimeter of the bubble. What kind of gum was this? What was this girl doing? What the hell was happening right now? 

The bubble seemed to pulse, and the sounds of the party in the other room got muffled a little as a low-frequency humming filled my ears. I felt a little itchy, like my body was trying to move but couldn’t. I felt a heat rising inside me, and tried to fan myself with my hand, but found I couldn’t move. Instead of feeling panicked that I couldn’t move, though, I felt calm. Like it was OK that this was happening. 

The bubble didn’t pop, not the way a bubble usually pops. Instead, there was a slight sound of a surge of energy, and then it just sort of…blinked out of existence. 

I shivered. 

For two or three long seconds, my body felt like something was crawling all over it, and then it stopped. 

Something was wrong. 

Something was very, very wrong. 

“What the hell did you do to me?” I said, but it wasn’t my voice that said it. 

Cassandra smiled. 

“Such pretty panties,” she said. 

Oh God, she wasn’t kidding. Not the pretty part; the panties part. My boxer briefs were gone, I could tell. I didn’t know what I was wearing in their place, but there wasn’t much fabric down there.

“How the Hell–” I started to say, reaching my hands down to my sides. I stopped when I realized it wasn’t just my underwear that was missing fabric; my skirt was at least a few inches shorter than it had been when I sat down. 

I looked at my thigh-high stockings. They were the same, but I could tell I was totally hairless underneath them. I could tell that what little chest hair I had was gone. And when I looked down at my chest, I gasped. I had breasts. 

Not huge ones, not the D cups I would stare at when I went to parties like this, but they were definitely there. Under a tight, white sports bra, from the looks of it. 

I touched my hair and gave it a subtle yank; it was attached to my head. 

Me, Matt, suddenly with long blonde hair, smooth legs, perky little titties, and a gentle feeling of want nestled between my legs. 

Did she give me a pussy? Is that what I was feeling?

“You’re in for such a treat,” she said, cracking her knuckles in front of her. 

Oh God, I thought. 

I slowly brought my hand down to my skirt and lifted it a little bit to stare down between my thighs. 

Slowly, inch by inch, I revealed more of my pale white thighs, now hairless, until they ended at a pair of clean white cotton panties. 

With a little bulge right in the middle, and a very small, imperceptible little wet spot right in the center of it. 

What the–?

“I’m not a girl,” I said. “What did you do to me?”

“Sure you are,” she said.

“What is this?” I said, spreading my legs wide to show off the little bump. It was smaller than usual, but it was definitely still there. 

“A little clitty,” she said, smirking. 

“It is not!” I said. “What are you punishing me for? Why are you doing this to me?” 

This was awful. I was confused, and started to breathe a little faster. What the hell happened? I was in the body of a girl, kind of. I looked like a girl. I felt like a girl. And yet I was only 95% girl.

“95% girl?” she shrieked. “That’s what this is about? So what you’re saying is, I’m not a good witch.”

“That’s not what I–”

“Yes it is. My magic’s not good enough.”

“No, it’s that–”

“I get it. It’s not enough that your legs are smooth, or that I gave you little titties, or that your hair is real now, or that your voice would fool anyone. No, you went straight for the dick.” 

She looked actually hurt. 

“I didn’t mean any offense, but–” 

“Well, offense taken.” 

“You cannot leave me like this!” I yelled, then lowered my voice when I realized how loud I was being. “Cast another spell. Finish the job!” 

She smiled. 

“What?” I asked. 

She started nodding. 

“What is so funny? What? Why are you nodding?”

“Because,” she said. “You didn’t ask to be made into Matt again. That’s how people usually bargain. No, you went straight for ‘finish the job.’”

“Fine then,”  I said, feeling myself blush. “Make me Matt again.” 

“You’re already Matt,” she said. “It’s still you in there.”

“Make me look like Matt then. I’ve got Matt’s…equipment, but not the body.” 

“This is way better. You’ll see.” 

“You made me horny,” I whined. 

“You were already horny,” she sniffed. “I just made you hornier.” 

“I was not horny,” I said.

“Were too,” she said. “Remember, I can read your thoughts.” 

“Why are you doing this?” I asked. It sounded really whiny.

“Because I’m a fun witch,” she said. 

“Nothing about this is fun,” I said.

“It is absolutely fun,” she said. “And it’s going to get more fun. You want to look like Matt again? I have great news: you can break the spell any time you want.” 

“Wait,” I said. “I can?”

She nodded. 

“I feel like there’s a catch coming,” I said. 

“There always is,” she sang. 

“I don’t want this,” I said. 

“You want this more than you care to admit,” she said. “It’s why you never complained too loudly when Colin hatched this plan in the first place. It’s why you really liked looking for shoes online. It’s why you picked a real name and not a joke name. And I am absolutely aware of how turned on you were the whole time you walked outside, and believe me, you are allowed to wear skirts in Winter, and you can, my horny little friend. You can and you will.”

“The spell,” I said. “Tell me.”

“All you need to do,” she said, getting up from the couch and standing in front of me, “is cum.” 

“What?”

“That’s it. Just…cum.” 

“That’s it.” 

“Yup. With another person.”

Oh no. 

“This is diabolical,” I said. “What kind of witch are you?”

“One who likes her territory and isn’t nearly as bad as the crew that controls Arizona State,” she said. 

“And what happens if I don’t?” I said. 

“Then you wake up tomorrow as Maddie,” she said.

“You want to wake up as Matt, you cum. They get you off. No excuses, no gray area.” 

“So I cum, I change back to Matt.”

“In your sleep,” she said. “You wake up tomorrow as if none of this happened.”

“Promise?”

“I promise.” 

She got up and then knelt down on the floor in front of me and ran one hand along my cheek. 

“I made you beautiful,” she said softly. 

“I don’t feel beautiful,” I said. “I feel…weird.”

She stroked me on the cheek. “So smooth,” she said. 

Then she started playing with my hair. “This came out great,” she said. “Thick, shiny hair. Most girls here would kill for this hair.” 

“Ow!” I gasped as she yanked a few hairs from my head. My hand shot defensively to where she had pulled my hair, but she was already standing and moving away from me. 

“I’m going to keep this,” she said, waving a few strands of dark hair at me. “Maybe I’ll use it to cast a Lust Spell so someone here will want you and never take no for an answer.”

“You wouldn’t,” I said, jumping up off the couch. 

“Toodles,” she waved while standing in the doorway. “It’ll be fun. Try and guess who I cast the spell on!” 

I ran to the hallway, imagining that I was going to grab her and rip my hair out of her hands, but when I got to the doorway and looked down the hall, she was gone. 

How the hell did she do that? Where did she go? 

OK, I thought, calm down. 

There’s no such thing as magic, right? Right. 

Except…

…I was walking proof that something was up. Something happened, I couldn’t explain it, and it didn’t matter if magic was real because I had cleavage and a girly body that proved there was more to the universe than I thought when I got to the party. 

Did I need a plan? I mean, somehow magic wasn’t real, and then it was. Nothing about this should have been happening, and yet it was. 

And Cassandra’s terms were clear enough: get off. 

That was it. Something so simple, and yet so complex. I had gotten off lots of times, but always on my own. But this was something else. This was–finally–needing to get off with someone else. Something I had never done before. 

So Cassandra, basically, was forcing me to lose my virginity. 

As a girl. 

To a…

Wait a minute. She never specified who I needed to lose it to. She just said I needed to get off with someone. Or no, that someone else needed to make me cum. That was it. So that could be a girl, right? She didn’t specify how I needed to get off. 

I just needed to find a girl who would fuck someone like me in my…condition. 

A drunk girl at a frat party would work, right? My God, how many of those were here right now? It couldn’t be hard to find someone like that. 

Except that would be taking advantage of someone, even if I needed them to help me turn back to myself. I imagined the girls who made eyes at me when I got to the party. Did someone need to choose me? Did I need someone of sound mind to make a move so I wouldn’t feel like I took advantage of them?

If that was true, then it would only get harder as the night wore on. In an hour, people would be drunker, girls would be making worse and worse decisions, and I’d feel terrible if someone’s awful decision was me, spell or no spell. 

And it’s not like I could leave the party and find a sober girl at the fucking library or something. No one goes to the library to be picked up. 

No, the plan was pretty clear: find a sober, horny girl at the party and get laid. 

Which, since I was a virgin, I was clearly very good at, since “find a sober horny girl at a party and get laid” had been my plan at every party I had ever been to, and worked exactly never. 

Except now I looked good, and I knew it. I sounded good, and I knew it. And I had the motivation of needing to get back to normal. 

I took a deep breath, decided the beer could wait for another party (it was cheap beer anyway) and stepped out into the hallway. 

Where I made it three steps before some drunk guy came around the corner, two tipsy girls tottering behind him, blocking my way. 

“Halloween BJ?” he asked me, glassy-eyed. 

I needed this guy out of my way. I had bigger problems than him, although he was pretty big. His cheeks were bright red, they flapped when he talked, and he didn’t have to work very hard to look the part of a football lineman, even though he looked like someone who used to play football even more. 

“You’re offering Halloween blowjobs?” I snapped. That got a good laugh out of the two girls behind him. 

“No, you stupid bitch,” he slurred. “Giving. Giving. You know, Halloween head.” 

“Not to you,” I said. “Maybe to you,” I said to the blonde. 

Hey, it was worth a shot. 

“I don’t swing that way, sister,” she snarled. 

“Your lips would look great around my cock,” he said to me, then burped. 

“Gross,” I said, and tried to push past him. Since he was a little unsteady on his feet, it was easy to squeeze between him and the wall, but once I got past him, there was nowhere for me to go. 

The line outside the kitchen was bigger than it was before. The front door of the house was still letting people in, and there were a lot of people trying to make their way into the house. And the line to the bathroom looked like it hadn’t budged. 

I was trapped, and that’s when one of the girls grabbed my hair and pulled it back. 

“You little bitch,” she spat into my ear. “Where do you get off talking to Seamus like that?”

“Yeah, you too good for us, you stuck-up little whore?” the other girl said. 

Well, now what? Did I wait for someone to come rescue me? I could take the guy, that’s for sure. And the girls had moved in and had me pinned. 

I felt another tug on my hair.

My hair.

Oh, no. Did Cassandra cast a spell on one of these people? The fat drunk? Is that who she used my hair on? It didn’t feel like the girls were in love with me; they were protecting the slob, for whatever reason. But was he so persistent because he was basically programmed to pursue me no matter what? What the hell was “Halloween Head” anyway? 

That was bad, if true, and being assaulted by two girls wasn’t a great alternative. 

I winced as one of them pulled my hair again and got in my face. 

“Seamus usually gets what he wants,” one of them whispered to me. 

“Seamus…has…low standards,” I said to her, and slapped my hand into her midsection, clearly knocking the wind out of her. 

That was my chance. Seamus, to his credit, hadn’t laid a finger on me, but how long would that stay true? 

The brunette, doubled over as she gasped for air, looked to her friend for help, but it was too late: I dashed past them and ran up the stairs, two steps at a time, not caring that I was giving them an upskirt show as I ran away. 

I got to the top of the steps and looked behind me and Seamus was wobbling his way after me. 

Well, nuts. Was there a back staircase? What was my plan now? Why did this night suddenly require lots of plans? 

The hallway at the top of the stairs turned to the left, and that’s where I ran, hearing Seamus mumbling something behind me. All the bedrooms upstairs had their doors closed, and I tested the doorknobs as I ran past. Locked, every one of them. 

The hallway split again, with one room off to the left, and more down to my right, and I turned right, where there were more doors. 

The first one was locked. The one opposite was locked. The third one was locked. 

“I’ll get you eventually, princess,” Seamus called behind me. 

“Fucking whore!” a girl screeched. 

The fourth door was locked as well. 

The fifth one rattled, and the door popped open. 

I ran inside, shut the door behind me, and leaned my back against it. 

I was breathing hard, eyes closed, straining to hear the heavy footsteps of Seamus and his companion. I could hear them trying to turn doorknobs, and so I grabbed the one from the inside and held on as tightly as I could, for all it was worth. I felt it jiggle in my hand, but then there was silence, and I heard the next doorknob rattle, and the next, and soon it was just muffled sounds of the party downstairs. 

I sighed. 

I also could relax enough to look at the room I was in. It was a small, narrow bedroom with a desk under a window that was opposite the door. The room was lit by some strands of white Christmas lights around the perimeter of the ceiling. To my right was a dark-colored couch. 

And staring right into my eyes was a girl, bent over the far arm of the couch, schoolgirl skirt hiked up over her waist, panties around her ankles, with a naked guy standing behind her, both hands holding onto her hips.

“Oh, shit,” I said. “I’m sorry, there was a drunk guy trying to catch me, this isn’t my room.”

“It’s not my room either,” the guy said. 

“A drunk guy caught me,” the girl said.  

“I’m not drunk,” the guy said.

“Then fucking finish,” she said, “we’ve been up here like six hours. My pussy is dead.” 

“I told you, it’s hot, and this has never happened before. It’s like I’m made of iron or something.” 

I snickered. Cassandra. Oh God, this poor guy. This poor girl. 

“She finds it funny,” he said. “I bet she’d love something more than a quickie.”

“I like quickies,” the girl said, “but this is a marathon and I didn’t sign up for–ow!” 

The guy had pumped a few strokes again. 

“In front of an audience?!” the girl cried out. “She doesn’t want to watch you jackhammer me!” 

“I can look away,” I said. “I just need to hide from the guy chasing me. Once he’s gone, I can leave.” 

“This gives me a break anyway,” the girl said, and she pulled her panties back up, fixed her skirt, and flopped down on the couch with a big sigh. 

The guy stood there shrugging his shoulders, an absolutely massive, long, thick erection poking out over the couch. 

“You just going to leave me like this?” he said. 

“Honestly, Derrick, I need a break. This is more work than Crossfit,” she said, sinking deeper into the couch and fanning herself. “Like, I already need to skip my run tomorrow. Next, I’ll lose the ability to walk.”

“You love it,” he said, swinging his dick from side to side. 

“You probably don’t even remember my name,” she said. 

“Sure I do,” he said. Then his voice got quiet. “It’s Amy, right?”

“You got lucky,” she laughed.

“Not all the way I haven’t,” he said. 

“Out of commission,” Amy said, shaking her head and closing her eyes. “Take it up with the new girl if you need more service.” 

“Don’t look at me,” I said, “I’m just–”

I’m just what? Stuck in a girl’s body until I cum? What were my choices right now? Wait for Seamus to get his drunken paws on me, or I could see what happens with these two. 

I mean, the world sometimes drops things into your lap, no matter what’s in your lap. So far it dropped a schoolgirl skirt, some shoes, Cassandra, and a crazy spell. 

It also appeared to drop a horny guy, and a very laid-back girl. 

Maybe his spell will wear off if he gets help. Right? 

Or maybe hers will? If Cassandra even cast a spell on her. Who knows? 

“You’re just what?” Derrick said. 

“I’m just…not sure how much help I’d be,” I said. 

Amy opened her eyes and looked me up and down. “You look like you know what to do,” she said. 

I blushed and hoped it was dark enough in the room where they couldn’t see it. 

I was wrong. 

“Oh God,” the girl said. “You don’t know what to do.”

“No,” I said. “I mean, I could guess.” 

“Derrick, she’s a virgin, go slow,” she said matter-of-factly, and closed her eyes again.

“No!” I said.

“You want him to go fast? Girl, I don’t recommend it. Your clit will be so bored.”

My clit. Right. That thing. The thing that was clearly not bored, all night. The thing that behaved like a guy even though it was presently attached to a girl. The thing that needed to cum in order for my world to be right again. 

You know. The clit. 

“The thing about that,” I started to say, “is that…”

“Open up!” a voice outside the door said. “I can hear you in there!”

My eyes got real wide. 

Seamus. He found me. 

“That’s him!” I hissed. “The guy who was chasing me! He’s drunk and he’s mean and I don’t want anything to do with him!” 

We were all perfectly still. Amy on the couch, me with my back to the door, Derrick with his giant erection sticking straight out from him, still glistening from when it was inside Amy. 

“I’ll handle this,” Derrick said, and he pointed to a spot behind the door. I moved to that spot. 

He cleared his throat, threw the door open, and I could see the light from the hallway fall right on Amy, who held her hand up to block the light. 

Derrick stood in the light, fully naked, his giant dick standing straight out like a weapon. 

“What?” he asked. 

“Uh, sorry, man,” I heard Seamus stammer. “It’s that I heard–”

“You heard someone? That’s because this is someone’s room. What do you need? You trying to watch?”

“Oh God, Seamus,” a girl’s voice said, “we lost her. Just let it go.” 

“I bet you never had anyone to lose,” Derrick said. “You the one chasing after people? You know someone called the cops on you, right?” 

“Oh shit,” the girl said. “Seamus, let’s go.”

“Sorry, man,” Seamus mumbled, and then Derrick shut the door, locking the doorknob, and sliding the deadbolt into place. 

“There,” he said. “Take a rest for a while and give him enough time to leave. He looked like he’d forget what he was doing by the time he got back downstairs. In an hour he’s either going to be passed out, or gone.” 

Amy patted the spot on the couch next to her. “Wait it out here,” she said. 

I sat next to her and tried to get my skirt to cover as much of my legs as it could, which wasn’t much. 

“Cute outfit,” Amy said, fingering the hem of my skirt. “Derrick has a thing for schoolgirls, you know.”

He stood right in front of me, his erection just as hard as it was when I got into the room, and it was still slightly wet with Amy’s juices. 

“I didn’t catch your name?” Amy’s hand was on my knee.

“Maddie,” I whispered. 

“Maddie,” she whispered back. “Derrick likes schoolgirls, Maddie, unless you happen to be into girls.” 

I nodded. 

“Oh? You’re into girls?” She dragged her nails up my inner thigh and I felt myself throb in my panties. 

“Well shit,” Derrick said. 

“Girls are usually more gentle,” Amy said. “Derrick doesn’t seem to understand that. But you? You look like you might.” 

It was happening. A girl who wasn’t drunk was dragging her fingernails up my leg, making my body crackle with electricity, and this was my way out. This was how I could break the spell. 

It had to be. What started as a fear that Seamus was going to follow me around and not take no for an answer had turned into me, on the couch, feeling myself spread my legs wider for a girl I was just watching get fucked by a massive cock. 

I shivered and grabbed her hand as it approached the bulge in my panties. 

“You should know–” I started to say, but then her fingertips brushed against the crotch of my panties and I watched her smile. 

“Oh, Derrick baby,” she said. “She is pretty special.” 

She slid her fingers under my pantyline, and found my smooth, bald, smaller “clit” that Cassandra seemed so proud of. 

It immediately responded to her touch, and I felt it begin to grow. It wouldn’t grow as much as Derrick’s, but it was still going to run out of room in my panties. 

“How special?” Derrick said, stepping in front of me, his dick pointing at me like his body was selecting something. 

“She’s got a tight little body and I bet she’s got a tight little hole back here,” Amy said, pinching the head of my little girldick. 

I jumped in my seat, and Amy smiled. 

She reached down and pulled my skirt up a few inches and then pulled my little dick out. Even in a dark room you could tell what was going on. 

“Oooooh,” Derrick said. “Someone looks ready for a good time.” 

“I don’t know what kind–” I started to say, but before I could finish my thought, Amy leaned down and had her soft, wet lips wrapped around my little erection, and my eyes closed on their own, and I was floating.

I spread my legs wider, and she started bobbing her head up and down, not needing much space since I wasn’t packing much between my legs. 

Except she could get the whole thing in her mouth at once, and it was glorious. Her mouth was perfect: tight, warm, wet, accommodating. She enthusiastically bobbed her head up and down, up and down, making delightful little slurping sounds as she did it, and I was completely taken over by the helpless, out-of-body experience of a pleasure overload, directed in one very small, very concentrated location. 

“Mmmmmmm,” she purred as she worked. 

I worked my fingers into her hair and kept her head where it was. I never wanted this to end. 

I felt myself move from a 4, to a 5, to a 6, and I knew where this was headed. And I didn’t care: I wanted it. I wanted to spray whatever girlcum my body was going to make right into her mouth. I wanted her to keep doing what she was doing, right past 7, right past 8, right past 9, and I was already imagining myself losing control and giving her a mouthful while my body convulsed. 

And then she stopped, and she looked up at me, grinning, jerking my little hairless dick off with one hand while she leaned up and kissed me, full on the lips. 

I melted, again. I fell into the couch, our lips joined and her gentle hand stroked me, slick with her own saliva, and I was well past a 6, and climbing, climbing, climbing. 

She kept stroking me as she broke our kiss, and she dropped to her knees between my legs, and I wanted to taste her, I wanted her badly, and I gasped as her mouth wrapped itself back over my clit and she got back to work. 

7. 

7. 

Derrick was stroking himself in front of me, and before I knew what was happening, he stepped onto the couch so his legs were on either side of me, and his giant dick was in my face. 

7…still. 

“You look like you could use something to do,” he said, placing the soft, massive tip of his cock on my bottom lip. 

I could taste Amy still on him. Barely, but I could taste her. She was there. She was between my legs, and I was so close to having her, and I didn’t want her to stop, and before I knew what was happening, I took all of Derrick into my mouth, and tried to taste every bit of Amy that I could. 

I sucked on his head until it was clean, then licked all the way down the shaft, then did the other side, hearing him groan the whole time. 

“You know what you’re doing,” he breathed, and I felt him buck his hips to get even more of him into my mouth. 

I had drool running down my chin, a combination of slobber and Amy’s pussy juices. It was slick, and it was heavenly. 

7. 

I sucked even harder, and Derrick grabbed my head, pushing me onto him even further. His massive head slammed into the back of my throat, bringing me even closer to Amy than I was. How can you be intimate with so many people at once? Somehow it was happening. It wasn’t even magic; it was real. 

8. 

I grabbed Amy’s head and held it in place, and I could feel her swirling her tongue around me as I was trapped in her mouth. 

I whimpered, my mouth full of cock, Amy’s mouth full of mine, and I tried swirling my tongue to match her, but Derrick was simply too big, too thick, and I needed to breathe. 

8.5. 

I was getting close. God, Amy’s mouth was perfect, and she was an expert, and I raised my hips to fit more of me inside of her, but there was no more of me. 

“My turn, baby,” she said, “go gentle.” She sat on the couch, and pushed Derrick off of me, where he landed on his feet with a thud. “Hey!” he said. “No fair.”

“Wait your turn,” Amy said, and spread her legs, pulling her panties off to the side, revealing a perfectly shaved pussy, wet and ready. 

I got on my hands and knees, took my place between her legs, and then her clit, her real clit, her little nub, was in my mouth, and my tongue was making little circles around it, and she was saying “Oh! Oh! Oh!” over, and over, and over again. 

I was close. I was so close. I got right back to an 8.5 and slipped one finger inside of her, just like I had seen in videos online. 

I went slow. Slower than I wanted, but it wasn’t about me; she had said “slow,” and she said “gentle,” and I knew how to follow instructions; I had just never had anyone give them to me before. 

I leaned in and flicked my tongue on her, lapping at the smooth little bud that she kept pressing my face into, and that’s when I felt it.

Derrick was behind me, and just as I was licking Amy between her legs, he started licking me between mine.

On all fours, I was giving him a front-row seat to my own ass, and he took in the view and then some. His tongue was working in time with mine, and just as I teased Amy, he teased me, working in slow circles, making me clench each time he went around in a circle, fluttering his tongue over my opening that had never been open before. 

9. 

I was close. I was so close. I clenched and felt a drop of something form at the tip of my dick, and I tensed up.

“You’re doing so great, baby,” Amy breathed. “Don’t stop now.”

And I didn’t want to stop. I didn’t. Even though my goal was to cum with someone, to get off with someone, and that would break the spell, suddenly I had another goal, one that wasn’t about me. 

I wanted to get Amy off. Derrick couldn’t, or wouldn’t, and yet here I was, getting her closer, and closer, tasting her, feeling her g-spot with my finger, feeling her press me closer to her so I could get even more of her musky pussy on my face. 

Or Maddie’s face. Whoever I was anymore. 

But if I came first, that would run it. I wanted to get her off, and I wanted to cum in her mouth. I wanted to give it to her. I wanted to release myself into her. I did not want to dribble onto the floor of some frat dude’s bedroom while getting my asshole eaten out by a guy I just met. 

What was I even turned on by? How was this possible? 

“Don’t stop, baby!” Amy cried, and I slipped a second finger inside of her just as I felt another drop come out of me, making its way onto the floor. 

Derrick worked faster and firmer, proving he was just as good with his tongue as I apparently was with mine. My legs started to shake. 

“Do you have lube?” Derrick asked as he took a break. 

“In my purse,” I said. I started to say “just the tip,” but Amy wouldn’t let me finish. I didn’t want to get fucked, did I? No. But I wanted to get Amy off, and she immediately snapped my attention back to her. 

“God, I’m gonna cum!” Amy shrieked, and she gripped my head forcefully, smashing her pussy into my face, stopping my words, grinding her body into me as I felt her spasm start from the inside, where my fingers were playing with her g-spot. She tightened around my fingers, and she convulsed, her whole body shaking as she let out one long cry of pleasure that seemed to last an hour. 

Just then I felt the slick head of Derrick’s cock find my asshole and it started rubbing back and forth right where his tongue left off, teasing me as I felt Amy’s climax start to slow. 

She stroked my hair slowly, dreamily as she started to recover from what we shared. 

I felt another drip leave me, and my little girldick was begging for her mouth again. 

I stood up as she laid back, glowing, catching her breath, and she looked up at me as I shook my hands out, trying to regain composure. 

“You are dripping, sweetie,” she said, and she got on her knees in front of me, taking my dripping little clitty into her mouth at the very moment Derrick’s cock found my opening, and he wrapped his arms around me, pressed his giant dick inside of me, and there were fireworks. 

From all sides, fireworks. My hot little dick was back in Amy’s mouth, and Derrick had me wide open, slowly entering me and setting off every nerve in my body. 

9. 

9.5. 

Oh God, it was bliss, and I never wanted it to end, and Amy grabbed my hips and bobbed her head perfectly in time with Derrick’s strokes, and suddenly, I couldn’t take it anymore. 

I was aware I had been holding my breath, and I had no control over anything anymore, and I heard myself cry out “I’m cumming!” and then it was happening. 

It was finally happening. 

I spasmed in Amy’s mouth, just like she had in mine, and I filled her with cum. And she wanted it. She kept sucking the whole time, feeling me unload between her lips, feeling me empty myself into her, with even more being pushed into her because Derrick was fucking it out of me. 

I was weightless, held up by Derrick behind me, held in place by Amy in front of me, and my orgasm took me to another dimension. I wasn’t in a frat house, I was in a white explosion and my body was discovering what it was capable of. 

I felt myself get soft in Amy’s mouth, and she still didn’t let go. 

Derrick grabbed me by the hips and pumped even more, harder, as if he was starting to chase something. 

“Oh God,” he grunted in my ear. “You are so tight, and I am going to lose it!” 

I reached my hands behind my head and held him close. I felt him start to stiffen his body, and he seemed to grow inside of me. 

“I’m going to cum,” he gasped. “I mean it.” 

Amy took me out of her mouth and licked the tip of my dick, making me jump and clench in surprise since I was so sensitive. 

And that was all it took. It brought Derrick over whatever edge he had been riding all night long, first with Amy, then with both of us. 

“Get on your knees!” he gasped, and I felt him pull out. 

I got down on the floor next to Amy, and she kissed me. She pressed her wet lips to mine once again, and I could taste her, could taste my own cum on her lips, and soon Derrick was standing over the top of us, and I felt more warm cum hitting me in the face as Amy and I kissed. 

It hit our faces, it hit our lips, I felt it hit my cheeks. 

Everything that Derrick gave us, we licked off each other. She dragged her tongue up my face and took it all off of me. I sucked the drops off her lips and her forehead. She held me by the cheeks and we kissed once more, deeply, tenderly, our tongues smashed together as we alternated probing one another’s mouths. 

It was perfect. Everything was perfect. I never knew what perfect was, and now I did. 

We passed cum back and forth between us as we kissed, and soon the kiss was gentle, timid, and slow. 

Derrick seemed to move somewhere in the room, but Amy and I were still focused on each other, and her kisses were getting softer, and smaller, and soon we broke our last kiss, and the energy had worked itself out, and somehow things felt normal again. 

“I am going to sleep for a week,” Derrick said, breaking the silence around us. 

Amy pulled herself away and blushed when she caught me looking at her. 

“That was–” she started to say, and she paused. 

“It was,” I whispered. It might have been perfect, but neither of us knew how to describe it, and that was fine. We didn’t need to. 

“I told you that witch was wrong,” Derrick said to Amy as he pulled his pants up. 

“Wait,” I said. “What witch?”

“The creepy one who was bothering us earlier,” Amy said, standing up and fixing her skirt and her panties. “She gave me a jello shot but it had a hair in it.” 

“And she told me I was never going to cum again,” Derrick said. “I was worried there for a second.”

“You were worried?” Amy said. “I’m the one who needs to go home and ice my crotch. Luckily Maddie knew her way around a pussy.”  

Cassandra. It was all Cassandra. 

I thought Seamus might have had the spell cast on him, but it turned out it was Amy. And Derrick had problems of his own, problems that apparently I helped out with. 

I fixed my panties, tucking myself back into the tight, white cotton, and collapsed onto the couch, watching Derrick put his shirt on.

“I need to go home,” he said. “I feel like I need to recover from something.”

“Same. I’ll walk with you,” Amy said. “But don’t get any more ideas.”

“I never thought I’d say this.” he said, “but I think I need a break from sex. So don’t worry.” 

“You coming, Maddie?” Amy said. “I mean, not are you coming, but do you want to come with us? No, wait, we did that. I mean, we can walk you to your dorm.” 

“I’m going to give Seamus another few minutes to lose interest,” I said. “But thanks.” 

Amy blew me a kiss as they got to the door, and Derrick gave me a little wave. 

I laid back on the couch and they closed the door quietly behind them, and I heard their footsteps walk down the hall until they were gone. 

I stared at the ceiling, tracing my fingers over my stomach. I was spent. I was content, I was satisfied. 

The night was over. It was a success, and it was over. 

Or, was it? 

I just had an inexplicable experience, one that was shared with Amy and Derrick in more ways than one. 

I did things with Derrick’s cock that I never thought about at all, and that I didn’t feel any shame about now that the afterglow was starting to wear off. I finally did things with a girl I had wanted to do, and it didn’t even matter that I was a girl while I did them. 

Was a girl? No, I was still a girl. Sort of. 

And as I sat there replaying the last few minutes in my mind, feeling the residual feelings in my body of what Amy did to me, I felt the not-quite-girl part of me start to stir again. 

Derrick might have needed some time off, but I’m not sure I did. 

Thinking about Amy’s mouth was making me hard again. Thinking about Derrick holding me as he lost control was making me feel empty, like I needed to be filled even more. 

Did I ever know I needed to be filled? 

What even happened tonight? What did I learn, and was it possible to ever unlearn it? 

Probably not. This was how things were, from now on. I’d never forget this, and I knew I’d try to recreate it sooner or later. 

And I needed to succeed. 

Cassandra did say that the spell would wear off overnight, right? Like, I’d go to bed and wake up as Matt again. It’s not like the clock would strike midnight and I’d turn back into a pumpkin. 

No. I had until morning. 

It was 10:15. 

I stood up, smoothed my skirt, licked the last of the cum off of my lips and tasted Amy’s pussy again as I did it, then I opened the door and stepped out into the hallway, wondering what might be behind the next door. 


I’LL BE TAKING CARE OF YOU TONIGHT



1




“Ijust…I don’t feel like going back.” 

I couldn’t look my father in the eye. I couldn’t. 

“Henry, you’re quitting,” he said.

“I’m not quitting.”

“Yes you are,” he said sternly. “Things got hard, your classes got tougher, and you quit.” 

“I just don’t know that I want to do that anymore.” 

“Do what? Sit on a computer all day and feel sorry for yourself? You’re not doing that here.” 

Spring Break ended tomorrow. Unlike all the other kids at Wakeman, I did not go to the beach somewhere. I went home to Steven’s Mills, West Virginia, and tried to work up the courage to tell my father I was done with college. 

It took all week to work up the courage. Actually, scratch that. I still didn’t have the courage to do it, even though I’d already done it. It was fear that finally got me to do it, pure and simple. I was afraid to go back. Afraid to fail another class, afraid to fail to make a friend, afraid to get bullied by my roommate Kevin, afraid of all of it. It was not courage. 

Home was so much safer. I could go to community college down in Weston if I wanted. I could figure out what to do as long as I had time to think. I couldn’t think at school, but I could think at home. 

I thought that by telling him, I’d feel better. My fear would be replaced by something else, something better. Instead I just swapped my fear of telling him with my fear of what he’d say, or what he’d do. 

“Your sister doesn’t seem to have any problems with this,” he said, sighing. 

“She has an easier major,” I said. 

“Hank, come on. She’ll get a degree and marry some guy who follows her around. You don’t have that option. You’re supposed to get out of this town, not come back to it. There’s nothing for you here.”

He was mostly right about that; there wasn’t anything in Steven’s Mills. The mine only ran one shift these days, and my father was one of the lucky ones who got to be on it. The rest of the men sat around and waited for the mine to hire again. It never did. 

“I promised your mother I’d put the two of you through school. I swore I’d do it. You’re making me look like a liar.” 

I’d heard this story too many times. Mom never wanted to move to West Virginia, but Dad convinced her, saying “they’re never going to run out of coal; the state is practically made out of it.” 

She lost that argument, they moved here, Liv and I were born, he was in and out of work as a lot of mines closed and only some reopened, and then Mom died, but not before begging him to do what he could to get my sister and me out. 

He promised then, and he was a man of his word. 

I, unfortunately, was not. Because I said I’d go to college for computer science, but I was in way over my head and wanted to leave. I said I would try hard. I didn’t. I said I would take his advice about working hard, getting out and meeting people, dating people to figure out who I am, and being genuine in all that I do.

I didn’t do any of those things. 

“It would let your Mom down,” he said. 

“Dad, I feel like she’d be let down if I did something I didn’t like, too.” 

“Then get a new major. Find something you do like.”

“It’s not just that,” I said. “It’s the place. I know I got a little scholarship, but I just don’t like being in Wakeman. It’s not where I want to be. I don’t feel right there.”

“You must feel at least a little comfortable,” he said. “Your hair is a lot longer.”

He meant it as an insult, but that part was true. I hadn’t had a haircut since I left for school in the Fall. At first it was because I didn’t know where to go. At home we’d go to Bucky’s Barber shop. That was closed now, but I never found a place at school. I liked having long hair. It felt like I was rebelling against something, but I couldn’t tell you what. 

My father stood up and ran his hands against his pants, wiping something invisible off of him. Then he spoke firmly.

“You are not going to throw your life away for free,” he said. “You go back to school, it’s paid for. You stay here, I’m charging you rent. You’re not going to sit in the house and feel sorry for yourself. If you’re here, you pay for it. I’m sorry, you’re my son and I love you, but I’m not paying for you to be in two places at once.” 

“I understand,” I said meekly.

“You have money?”

I shook my head.

“You’ve got the same problem a lot of other folks have,” he said. “You’re in Steven’s Mills with no car and you need a job. One bedroom place? Room and board? Utilities included?” He scratched his stubble. “I think you owe me $450 by the end of the month.”

He left me to sit on my bed and look across the hall to my sister Olivia’s dark bedroom. When she moved out, she took a full carload with her and still left behind a room that looked like it had someone living in it. 

When I moved out, I took a laptop and two suitcases of clothes. I left most of my life behind me, and I could come right back to it. All that was left in my dorm room were the books I didn’t need and the notebooks I had never written in. Kevin could enjoy his new single. Now he and Marie could fuck any time they wanted. 

I would miss hearing them whisper to one another, thinking I was asleep. I’d miss hearing them under the sheets, thinking I couldn’t hear them. I’d miss peeking at her when she’d swing out of bed in her panties to get dressed again, or to walk around the room practically naked, teasing her boyfriend.

Teasing me.

I had nothing like that here. It was hot to see most of her sexy little body walk around my dorm room, it was hot hearing her try and keep her climax to herself. It was hot hearing her suck Kevin off, knowing he was cumming right down her throat and that she was trying to keep her moans to herself as she got more into what she was doing. It was hot being that close to sex and having them think I couldn’t hear her licking everything up when he had gotten him off, then swallowing it all. 

Except I could hear. And I only needed a couple fingers under my own sheets to get myself off while they had sex. I imagined it was me getting her to make those sounds. I imagined it was me feeling all of it. That it was me sharing whispered laughter with a lover, sharing that kind of intimacy. 

I knew there was nothing like that in Steven’s Mills, but there wasn’t anything like that in Wakeman for me either, so it was probably good for me to get out and stop lusting after someone else’s girlfriend. Kevin was kind of a jerk, so the fact that he had Marie and someone like me didn’t, well, that wasn’t the healthiest place to be. Since I didn’t feel like becoming a jerk just to get a girl, here we are. 

In a small West Virginia town, on my own, with a father who works 70 hours a week in a mine to put two kids through college, one of which just quit on him, and needs to come up with almost $500 for rent in a couple weeks. 

What the hell did I do? How do I make this work?
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The dollar store wasn’t hiring; people didn’t tend to leave those jobs once they got one. The gas station wasn’t hiring, either. The Social Security office didn’t need anyone my age. The trainyard only needed guys much bigger than me, and when I went to see Rick Ruskin at the junkyard, he took one look at me and laughed.

“No offense, Hank, but if you worked here you’d be dead in an hour. It’s too physical. You take my advice and stick with computers.” 

I walked around town and was thankful it was March and wasn’t hot. Sometimes in the Summer it would be way too hot and humid to do much of anything, and when I was younger we’d go to the Dairy Barn for ice cream. Mom would slip us some money, but I never knew where she got it. The Dairy Barn was only open in the Summer, so I couldn’t even work there. 

I sat on the bench near what used to be the bank and realized there weren’t very many cars driving past me. Did this town change this much since I left in the Fall? Can things change that fast? 

I smelled smoke, but not from a fire. Ace’s Barbecue was on Front Street, and he must have had something out in the smokers. It smelled good, but there was no way he’d hire me there. Ace had eight kids and they all worked for him, and so did a few of their friends. And even though I was friendly with them, always had been, it wasn’t ATV riding season and so Ace wasn’t doing great business yet; three of his daughters were up to no good in the slow months.

But there was another restaurant, just on the way out of town. Vicki's Diner. 

I didn’t know Vicki. She was from Bluffton, and when Bluffton lost its grocery store, a lot of people from down there moved to Steven’s Mills. So our town got to live a little longer because their town emptied out first. But she was the only other restaurant in town and had stayed open since last Summer, so something must have been working for her. 

“We could use a waitress,” Vicki said after the middle-aged woman at the lunch counter got Vicki for me out of the kitchen.

“A waiter?” I could do that. All you do is take someone’s order, tell them what the specials are, balance four sodas on a tray. 

“No, waitress,” she said. “It’s not a man’s job. We got men in the kitchen dishwashing and some cooking, but the waitress is for ladies. If you know of someone, you can pass it along. I can’t find no one.”

Vicki was heavily made up, in her sixties or seventies, and was looking me up and down with…pity? Disapproval? I knew the look. I got it at school a lot. Kevin gave it to me. So did his girlfriend. 

Well, that was that. Vicki wanted a girl. Not only was I not a girl, I didn’t know any, either. 

“I’ll tell my friends,” I said to her, and then I walked out. 

It’s hard when your first day job hunting doesn’t work out, because in a town this small, a second day of job hunting doesn’t do you much good. You’ve already looked everywhere there is to look.

Except the mine, so maybe I could get a job there? Maybe Dad could drive me to work. I could get up at 4:30 with him, get in the car, drive an hour to Dettmar Mine, and work until 5 that night. I could do it. If there was nothing else around? Sure, I could learn to do it. 

Or I could hitchhike every morning, grab a ride with someone leaving town for work. The school down in Clarney might need substitute teachers, or maybe even an IT guy. I could check job openings. 

I stopped at the gas station to get a drink. I might not have had $450 for rent, but I had a few twenties and could buy something sweet. It was a long walk up the hill to get back home, and I wanted to make that walk last a long time, since I didn’t want to tell my father I hadn’t had any luck. 

I took my time choosing a drink, took my time going out back to the bathroom that was behind the station, and took my time walking up the hill, like I was permanently in first or second gear. 

Eventually, I got home and there was nowhere left to hide but my room, and he could find me there pretty easily.

“Any luck?”

He knew the answer but had asked anyway. His facial expression didn’t change when I shook my head. 

“What about the mine?” I asked over dinner.

Now it was his turn to shake his head. “I promised your mother,” he said. “I do that work so that you don’t have to.” 

That was that. He didn’t say a lot unless it was necessary, and he no longer found it necessary to say anything. Which meant that it was my rent, and my problem. 

It didn’t take long to get used to the rhythms of the house again. Since he got up so early for work, he was in bed pretty early, so the house was quiet by 8:30. This was very different from the dorm room I no longer lived in, which at this point probably was full of people excited to back from Spring Break and who were figuring out what they wanted to do that night. 

My father had washed coal dust off of himself and then got in bed to rest up so he could do it all over again. My dorm mates were looking to get drunk.

And I was looking out across the hallway into my sister’s unoccupied bedroom that was somehow full of stuff, and I had an idea. 

It was a terrible idea. And I knew it was terrible. But I had a problem, and that problem was March Rent. April’s Rent was next month’s problem. For now, March Rent might be solved a few different ways, and I could probably go through Liv’s room and see what of hers I could sell. 

There was a thrift store down in Clarney, and I could go down there on one of Dad’s days off. Sunday, maybe. Borrow the car, and sell stuff.

If Liv didn’t take something with her to college, would she even miss it if it were gone?

That’s what I wanted to find out, and I waited for Dad’s snoring to reach me before I knew it was safe to snoop around her room. 

Part of me was afraid of what I’d find. My own sister, not even here, and I was snooping around through her stuff. I didn’t want to learn anything about her that I didn’t want to know; I’d never unlearn it. I didn’t want to find anything that made me look at her differently. 

Would I find fetish wear? Slutty clothes? A dildo? A big dildo? What kind of secrets did she leave at home? 

I didn’t find any secrets in her top dresser drawer; it was just socks, hair ties, and a few pairs of leggings. The underwear drawer was mostly empty, but she had left behind a couple new, unopened three-packs of underwear, a few tank tops and t-shirts, and some hair scrunchies. 

Two drawers in and I wasn’t sure I had much to sell. The rest of the dresser consisted of winter clothes she didn’t need since she went to school farther South. Sweaters, mostly, a few turtlenecks, some black dress pants, a couple pairs of jeans, a cargo skirt, some t-shirts from high school, and not much else. Nothing designer, at any rate. 

This wasn’t working. On to the closet.

I moved things around slowly so the hangers wouldn’t scrape against the bar, but I probably didn’t need to, as there wasn’t much here that looked valuable. There were a few sun dresses, her prom dress, a couple short skirts, some long things that I couldn’t tell if they were shirts or dresses, and then some winter coats, a few purses, a big box of makeup she seemed to not need, and shoes. 

Lots and lots of shoes. Sneakers, sandals, heels, boots, more boots, flats. I had no idea how much any of this was worth, but I got out my phone and went to the thrift store’s website to see what they might pay for ten pairs of shoes and a dozen sweaters. I’m sure everything cost Liv (or my Dad) a decent amount, and everything looked new. 

My heart sank when I saw the “not currently buying any clothing” splashed across the top of their store site. 

Now what? Were there other stores like this? Maybe if I went further than Clarney I could find something. 

There were Goodwill and Salvation Army stores, but they were donations, not sales. There was a vintage place in Bluefield, but that was specifically stuff from 25 years ago, and Liv’s stuff was all new. 

If I wanted to make a day of it, I could go to Beckley or Charleston, or even Roanoke, but the more I searched, the more I saw that these places did not pay much. $2 a shirt, $5 for shoes. Even if I doubled the estimates, it looked like I’d be driving for hours so I could sell Liv’s clothes for less than a hundred bucks, most of which I’d spend on gas to get there and back. 

I lost.

I carefully put all of Liv’s stuff back where I found it, closed all her drawers, and turned her bedside lamp off again. The walk back to my room felt longer than just across the hall, and I fell onto my bed with an arm over my face. 

Tomorrow I’d have to tell my Dad that I was wrong to want to leave school. That I had no way of getting money, that I was wrong to think I could come back and start over again.

I didn’t want to go back. I didn’t want him to win, and I didn’t want to lose. But what were my options? The only place in town that was hiring was a diner that wanted a waitress. Everything else was seasonal, or hard, physical labor I wasn’t big enough or strong enough to do. 

And what’s worse is that people knew I wasn’t big enough to do it, and would never be able to hack it. Even my own father, who wouldn’t even think about me getting a job at the mine. 

Unless I could turn into a girl to take the job at Vicki's, there was nothing for me. 

Oh, no. 

There it was. I accidentally solved my problem, answered the looming question over my life, and figured out my next step. 

“Fuck!” I said out loud. Too loud. 

But that was my answer. An answer I did not want. 

And that was the only answer, and I knew it. 
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Isat still for a few minutes after swearing in case my Dad woke up, but the snoring did not stop. My little mistake hadn’t cost me. 

The poor guy worked hard all day, for too many days in a row, and all for what? 

For me to be sitting in a chair in a quiet house, left with the possibility of dressing like a girl and getting a waitress job so I could pay him rent that offsets the money he was spending for me to attend a college I didn’t go to anymore.  

But would this even work? How would I start acting like a girl immediately? Do I just start pretending I’m my sister? Could I go to Vicki’s tomorrow dressed in Liv’s clothes and say “hey, I’m Olivia, how about that job?” 

No, of course not. She’s not here, but might come back one day. I’m here now and Vicki had no idea who I was; she wasn’t from Steven’s Mills. And I didn’t even look like myself since I grew my hair out. 

With enough of Liv’s makeup, I bet I’d look a little like her but not too much. 

This was already crazy. I was not a girl. I would never be a girl. But I needed money, and there was, as far as I could tell, exactly one way to get it unless I wanted to turn to a life of crime or somehow add 50 pounds of muscle and 8 inches of height overnight. 

Being a girl was easier. 

I tiptoed back to Liv’s room and went straight to the box of old makeup. 

I had no idea how to do this. I knew what things were once I unscrewed the tops off of bottles and tubes, but how was I supposed to apply it? What was this brush for? The powders were different colors, but how would I know which would make me look like a girl and which would make me look like a clown? What color eyeshadow do you use if you have blue eyes? What color lipstick goes with…whatever I’d have to wear at Vicki’s? 

I took a deep breath and twisted a tube of lipstick, watching it rise up. It was red, and on it went. 

After smacking my lips a little and dabbing at the corners with a tissue, I had pretty girly lips. 

I mean, they looked kissable and girly to me, even though I knew they were mine. 

A couple of the mascara tubes were dry, but a few still had some life left. Onto my eyelashes they went, which was trickier than I had thought. But when I was done, my gosh, my blue eyes popped. They were dark-rimmed, almost sultry, they stood out more, and they made me uncomfortable when I admired my work in the mirror. 

They were…penetrating? They made me think of Maria, Kevin’s girlfriend. Her eyes were powerful, and she wore a lot of mascara. I pictured those eyes looking up at me from between my legs as she had me in her mouth. That’s what Kevin must have seen, and it was probably intoxicating.

I looked at the eye shadow, and figured that since Liv had the same blue eyes that I did, she would have the right color for my eyes. I picked what looked like a brownish gold that had a little glitter in it, and on it went. The brush was small so it took longer than I was expecting, but when I was done I sat back and realized that I was no longer looking at Henry Carter. It wasn’t even Olivia Carter, though I could see the resemblance. 

No, this was a new person. A completely new person who came into existence because I decided she should, and then I painted and drew her on myself. I had no idea how to do my hair like a girl, but Liv had a lot of hair ties and scrunchies, so I picked a scrunchie and made a ponytail. 

Who even was this looking back at me from the mirror? Did she have a name? She needed one. 

I couldn’t be Maria; that was weird. That was just a girl I heard being sexual. It couldn’t be Jessica White, the girl I had a crush on who lived on the other end of my dorm. She turned out to be mean and dated the basketball player anyway. 

How about Hannah? I’d have to give Vicki a name when I went into the diner, and I’d need to answer to it for as long as I needed to, and “Hank” wasn’t feminine. “Henry” wasn’t either. 

But “Hannah” was. For some reason I looked like a Hannah, or I thought I did. Maybe because that was close-sounding to “Henry.” 

Well, I looked like a Hannah from the neck up. From the neck down I looked like a guy. 

I mean, if I were going to do this, if I were going to practice being a girl to get the job, I may as well go all the way, right? In all honesty, I didn’t know if my sister’s clothes would even fit me, so this was the time to do it. 

But as I stood up and went through her dresser, part of me wanted the stuff to fit. I had seen what I looked like; suddenly this didn’t seem stupid. Or risky. Or ludicrous. It seemed possible. And I sort of hoped whatever I chose would fit. 

I settled on a simple blouse and the black dress pants, figuring that most girls who worked at restaurants wore the same thing. 

Her blouse didn’t fit, so I’d have to wear one of my dress shirts. But the pants? They fit. They fit a little too well.

They were tapered differently than pants I was used to. I was used to pants that were straight, boxy, and had one job to do: cover my legs.

These pants were multi-taskers. They were meant to cover my legs and show something off. And that something was my butt. The pants were smooth over my backside, broadcasting a tight, firm ass to whoever was behind me. If it ever got that far, that is. 

I ran my hands over my rear end. Everything about these pants was different. 

They were tighter in the right places. They were stretchy. They felt tight against my body in ways my own clothes never did. Heck, my own clothes felt terrible compared to this. 

I slipped one of her tighter tank tops on over my head and wore it like an undershirt. It was also tight against my body.

As I turned around and looked at myself in the mirror, I was aware that wearing this stuff made me hyper-aware of my body, made me aware I was wearing clothes. That was not my normal relationship with clothes. What did I even wear yesterday? 

My body felt alive. It was dark outside, my father was asleep, I was going to need to go to bed soon myself. But it was impossible. My heart pounded as I realized I had never felt this much vitality in my life. And all it took was some makeup and my sister’s stretchy pants. 

How far could this go? There were more things here. I wiggled out of the dress pants and laid them on her bed. I decided to try my luck with the cargo skirt, but after I slipped out of the pants, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. It was just a girlish guy, wearing boxer shorts, standing by himself in a room. 

Would a skirt fix that? 

I opened her underwear drawer and pulled out an unopened pack of panties. She left them behind for a reason. 

Wrong size? They were size Small. Was I smaller than my sister? 

Wrong color? It was two packs. One that was white, black, and gray, and the other was pink, red, and light blue. 

Wrong cut? They were bikini briefs, high cut, looked like a triangle from the back. 

Not sexy enough? They looked plenty sexy to me, and I opened the pack with the pink ones. 

I dropped my boxer briefs to the floor, slipped into the pink panties, and felt that same wave wash over me. It got even more pronounced when I slid the cargo skirt over my hips. 

Now when I looked in the mirror, there was a girl. The girl named Hannah who was going to go to the diner the next day and get a job. 

This girl looked nervous, sure. But she wasn’t going to judge herself. She felt alive, and felt her body tingling. The skirt was like the pants in that it was clothing designed to make you feel your clothing. I could feel it hanging partway down my body. Could feel the stretchy fabric covering my ass and making it look alluring. I could feel the space between my legs where I usually had fabric protecting me but no longer did, and that empty space helped me feel…alive? Did the world usually feel like this? 

If any part of the world felt like this, what problems would I have had? If college felt like this, I wouldn’t have left. 

What other secrets were out there? How many people had bigger secrets than this? 

And how much bigger was mine going to get?
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Imay not have been able to form a plan for my life all that well, but forming a plan to go from Henry to Hannah and back was surprisingly easy. 

I needed to pack my backpack with makeup, a girly outfit, a hair tie of some kind, my sister’s backpack, and some sneakers. 

Step One would be to walk to the gas station with my full backpack. Step Two? Change in the bathroom, coming back out as Hannah, who had all of Henry’s clothes in her backpack, which was pink. Since the bathroom was on the backside of the gas station, I didn’t even need to see anyone.

Step Three would be to go to Vicki’s and see about the job, then Step Four would be to go back to the gas station and change back to Henry, who would stuff everything back in his black backpack, then walk home.

Simple, right? 

And I could do those steps forever. I’d leave my house as Henry whether my father was home or not. I’d change in a bathroom, and come out as a different person and no one would see me do it. Then I’d have a different life for a few hours, go change again, and no one needed to know anything. 

Except me. 

And if all went to plan, I’d play pretend for a little bit, wait tables where I’d just have to be friendly and smile and write down what people said, and then get paid. 

I could smile, especially if I felt the way I did the night before, when I was wearing my sister’s clothes and trying to ignore how turned on I was.

Because that’s what it was, right? It felt magical, and poetic, and Romantic with a capital “R,” but so much of it was me ignoring how the whole charade made me, well, horny. 

That’s how I spent my night. Horny. Revved up like a silent engine that couldn’t be turned off after it hit maximum speed. 

Except I didn’t do anything about it, because it was not my usual horniness. Not like it was when I’d hear Maria and Kevin doing their thing in his bed. It wasn’t what I had done since I was younger and discovered how to pleasure myself (because no one else would). 

No, it was different. I was turned on, and I imagined myself as Maria. Or I imagined myself in her place. 

And it’s hard to explain. I didn’t suddenly become attracted to Kevin; like I said, he was kind of a jerk, and I didn’t think he was handsome. 

But something about having a pair of panties on, something about wearing a skirt that allowed access, it kind of made me want…to be accessed. 

Is that wrong? Is it weird? I can’t explain it any other way.

It was like there were openings around my body that needed to be filled. There were openings in my body that needed to be filled. I didn’t want to grab someone’s hips dressed like that; I somehow felt the need to be grabbed, and fondled, and tossed around. 

It was a strange feeling, like I knew I could do what Maria did.

Like I wanted what Maria had.

Not her body, as I had most of that. No, it was like I wanted what she could do. Like that’s what my body wanted. 

I had never thought about that before, but I blame the skirt. 

Had I ever thought about having a hard cock in my mouth before? Of course not. Had I thought about wrapping my hands around someone else’s dick? No. 

But wearing a skirt? It was easy to think that way. Like it was natural. Completely normal. Like, of course I’d be thinking about that. 

I was still thinking about it as I folded up the outfit that I planned on changing into when I got to the seedy gas station bathroom. I had worn the pink panties the night before, and I already wanted a different vibe for when I went to the diner.

Red. 

Red for passion. Red for life. Red that was a completely different color than my white tank top, white shirt, black pants, and black shoes. I had a red secret that I carried with me to the gas station at around three in the afternoon. I locked the bathroom door behind me, and got to work, hoping that no one needed the bathroom in the middle of the day the way they did later on. Of course, it helped to live in a town where not many people lived. 

It took about twenty minutes to get completely ready, and I figured that with practice, I could get that down to a little more than ten, as it was almost completely driven by how long it took to do my makeup without being sloppy. There was a precision to how I needed to create Hannah; Hannah was not a clown. 

Hannah stepped out behind the gas station and confidently walked towards Vicki’s Diner, and I was glad to know that I wasn’t completely horny. It must have been the skirt. 

Town wasn’t busy, and I didn’t draw any stares. Just a girl walking on the sidewalk on her way someplace. Nothing to see here. 

At the four-way corner at the center of town there was an old railroad building, then a bar, then a yarn store that wasn’t open much, then three empty buildings, and then the last building before town ended was Vicki’s. It was a one-floor diner, mostly made of windows, with a long lunch counter in the front and two small rooms of tables all pretty close to one another. 

When I walked in and looked around, I had an immediate vision of hitting people in the head with my ass as I walked around between the tables. 

“You can sit wherever you’d like, sweetie,” the middle-aged woman from the day before said, snapping me out of my daydream. She had short brown hair and was wearing a Vicki’s t-shirt, an apron, and, lo and behold, black dress pants. 

“Actually,” I said after clearing my throat. “Actually, I was here about the job.”

“The job?” She came out and wiped her hands on a towel that hung by the kitchen door. 

“Yeah, a friend of mine said you were looking for a waitress.” 

“Short guy? Real thin and nervous-looking?”

Fucking hell, she was talking about me. Kind of.

“That’s him,” I said, trying not to turn red.

“Well I’ll be. He said he’d tell a friend. We didn’t think he’d actually do it. Didn’t think he had friends, did we Vicki?”

“If you say so,” came a voice from the kitchen. 

“I’m Lily, but you can call me Lil. Vicki’s back there getting ready for dinner. Jeff washes dishes and Marcus helps out in the kitchen.”

“Hannah.”

“Pleased to meet you, Hannah. Been a server before?” 

“Yes,” I lied. I did work in two restaurants before, but never as a waiter. I knew some terms, and I saw what the girls did, and I needed that to be enough. 

“Not around here, though. I don’t know you.”

“No, I’m just visiting. My family’s trying to work on the trail this year and see if they can earn a living that way.”

“Well good luck to ‘em,” she said. “Vicki’s getting up there in age–”

“No I’m not!” came the same voice from the kitchen.

“–and I got grandkids now, and we need someone else to be here with us. If you’re friendly and kind and have good handwriting, we could use the help.” 

I didn’t know what to say, so I nodded. 

“We pay $2.90 an hour, cash, under the table, and you keep all your tips, which, even in this town, is enough, believe it or not. Can’t live on it in DC or Miami, but that’s their problem.” 

I tried to math it out in my head, but she knew what I was doing. I knew how much I needed to get in a month to keep my father happy, and as long as this place could do it, I was safe. 

“That should be fine,” I said. 

“We can train you as you go. For now, take the notepad, write down everything they say. I don’t know what abbreviations you used at other restaurants, but we probably use different ones, so don’t do it until we tell you what means what. Got it?”

“Got it.” 

“We’ll get you a t-shirt later. For now you’re fine, a little overdressed, and you will get ketchup and or mustard and or gravy on that shirt, so let me know if that’s a problem and I can think of something else.”

“Definitely gravy,” called Vicki from the kitchen. “Tonight’s special is meatloaf.” 

“It’s not a problem,” I laughed. What else was I going to wear a dress shirt for anyway? In the last 24 hours I became much more interested in the tight-fitting tank top underneath it.

“You got a nice smile and a nice laugh, honey,” she said. “Use them when you talk to people.” 

“When do I start?”

“Sweetie, you’ve already started. Here’s your apron. I’ll find you a pen.”
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“Sit wherever you’d like, folks,” Lil said to the older couple who came in. I was wiping the counter.

Again.

She had told me to watch and learn for a little bit, but for the past hour there hadn’t been much to look at, and there wasn’t a whole lot to learn about. I didn’t feel like I had earned my $2.90 yet.

I did meet everyone, though. Vicki shook my hand with more strength than I thought was possible to carry in her little body, and I met Jeff and Marcus.

Jeff was 75 years old and I remembered him from when I was in high school. He had been a janitor for a little while after he hurt his back and couldn’t work in the mine anymore. He was nice enough, but the world had broken him. 

Marcus looked like he was trying to not let the world break him, but he had decided being mean was the best way to go about it. He had a lot of tattoos that looked homemade, and he scowled a lot. He was maybe in his mid-40s, and his nose and ears looked like they were just slightly not in the right places on his face. Like he had fought a lot. 

Both men made me feel uncomfortable right away, and I had caught Marcus looking at my ass every time I walked by. I was not flattered. 

“That can be my table,” Lil said about the older couple who had walked in. “I like Glenda and Sam. Neighbors. You can have the next one, maybe.” 

Maybe. 

Maybe I’d work. Maybe I’d make rent. 

Maybe I’d learn something other than we were to greet everyone with “Hi, I’m Hannah and I’ll be taking care of you tonight.” That was important for some reason having to do with hospitality. 

Since we were an older restaurant, we had to call people “hun,” and “sweetie,” and “dear.” 

I was 19 years old. I wasn’t even a real girl. And there I was needing to call people “sweetie” when they came in the door. 

And yet by the eighth or ninth time, you get used to it. You do it with a straight face; as much of a “straight face” as I could muster. My girl face being “straight” meant something different than it usually did. 

A few people asked for special things in their order, which made Marcus in the kitchen look at me funny when I’d go back to the kitchen with the ticket. Vicki kept patting him on the shoulder telling him it was fine, and she even winked at me a few times. Jeff kept up with the dishes, but we also weren’t completely busy, so he wasn’t rushed. He was still grumpy about everything, though. 

Me? I got lots of compliments from older ladies. 

A few older guys asked who my kin were, or where I was from. I kept it all vague, and that seemed to work. 

I did catch a few older men looking at me as I walked around. 

It was oddly flattering, unlike when Jeff and Marcus did it. 

The older customers didn’t look like guys who would try and say anything, or try to act on it. They looked like they were sneaking a look to get a little thrill. They were endearing. 

It didn’t make me horny, obviously. But it did make me feel, well, good. 

That all changed around 8:30. Vicki’s closed at nine. 

The door jingled, and a tall, well-dressed young man walked in. He was 6-3, 6-4. Broad-shouldered, with a little facial stubble. He raised his eyebrows and smiled as he walked in.  

“Sit wherever you’d like, sweetie,” I said. Lil perked up from behind the counter and smiled to herself. 

“Thank you, I will,” he said.

Did he do a double-take as he walked past me? Did he know my secret? 

He sat at a booth towards the front windows and grabbed the menu. 

“Table four is all yours, hun,” Lil said to me under her breath. 

“Are you sure?” I said. I didn’t want the table. He was handsome, he was smiling, and it looked like he was waiting for me to go over to be his waitress. But something about him made me nervous. 

“He was in the other day. Didn’t tip well.”

That made me want him even less, but Lil seemed pretty determined, and since my time at the diner could still be measured in “hours” and not “days,” I figured it was easier to do what I was told if I wanted to make rent. It’s funny what having no Plan B does to someone.

“Hi, I’m Hannah, and I’ll be taking care of you tonight,” I said cheerfully. “Can I get you something to drink while you look over the menu?”

“I’ve been here before, Hannah, and I think I’m ready to order if that’s good with you.”

“Sure is,” I said, reaching for my notepad. “What’ll you have?”

“The meatloaf, please,” he said. “Side of mac and cheese, and a salad. Ranch is fine.” 

I scribbled on the notepad. “And to drink?”

“Just a water is fine, please.” 

“I’ll get that right in for you,” I smiled. 

“You have a nice smile, Hannah.”

“Why thank you,” I said, and I was suddenly very conscious of walking away from him. I could almost feel his gaze on my body as I walked the ticket back to the kitchen. 

Marcus grumbled as I stuck it in the order queue, and Lil growled back. “Deal with it, Marcus. I know it’s close to closing time; he can eat, and you’re gonna make it.” 

Lil had told me that since it was my first day, she’d do most of the closing tasks, but that I had to do a few. Since I still had a table and she didn’t, she got started first. That gave me plenty of time to lean on the counter in the kitchen and look out into the dining area to daydream as I waited for Marcus to make the meal. 

I was used to seeing bigger guys in town. Most miners were big dudes, and their sons were big dudes. They played football, they drove trucks, they landscaped, or worked on a road crew for the county, the electric company, or the cable company. 

This guy was big, but not like that. He was jacked. There was muscle under that shirt, and there was a good job behind those clothes. 

What did he do? And did he really not tip well? 

He played around on his phone for a few minutes, then folded his hands and stared out the window, looking lost in his thoughts. 

“I get it, girl, I do,” a voice in my ear said. I jumped. It was Lil. 

“You scared me,” I said. She was holding his plate of food, and she handed it to me. “If I were fifteen years younger, I’d be right where you are, doing what you’re doing.” 

What was I doing? I wanted to say, but I knew exactly what it looked like. It looked like I was staring at a hot guy from a hiding spot. 

I stood up and cleared my throat, taking the plate of food from her that she held out. “Both my ex-husbands never looked like that,” she said. “Go for it.”

Gor for it? Go for what?

I was very aware of my walk to his table, not because anyone was looking at me, but because he was the only one who could. I suddenly felt very exposed, even though no one could see anything. I felt like a soldier needing to walk out in the middle of a field, wondering if anyone had their sights on me as I did it. 

“Thank you,” he said, tucking his napkin in his lap as I set his plate down. 

“Anything else I can get for you?” I said, hoping he’d say no. 

“Actually, yes,” he said. “Are you from here?”

Oh no. Was he hitting on me? 

“Kind of,” I said, to keep the ladies from hearing me. “Yeah.” 

“Question. I’m only in town for a few days to do some IT work at the mine. I leave tomorrow. Is there anything cool to do here? Anything at all.” 

I laughed a little. “No, not really.” 

“I mean it,” he said. “Anything. Like, a garden. Some kind of monument to a local guy who died in the Civil War. A creek. A bridge. Anything to walk to or look at. Anything.”

“You kind of need to leave town if you want something to do that’s fun,” I said. “No ice cream until Summer, a couple places aren’t even open yet. But no, you’d have to drive for a while to another town if you were looking for something fun. We don’t have movie theaters or anything here. Unless you have an ATV, no, there’s not much left here.” 

“Well,” he said, picking up his fork. “I was hoping to leave here with some kind of memory other than work. Guess not. Can I ask why you live here?” 

“People work at the mine and live close by, or they have family here and want to stay close to them. That kind of thing”

“No, I don’t mean other people. I mean you,” he said. “What’s an attractive girl doing all the way out here? Don’t you get bored?” 

He called me an “attractive girl.” And it wasn’t gross, either. Like, it was just a question. 

“It’s complicated,” I said. “My father–”

He held hush and up. “I didn’t mean to pry. And I didn’t mean to make fun of the town. Like this place,” and he motioned all around him, “is great. But I’ve been doing IT work up at the mine for a few days, and I leave tomorrow, and I was hoping to get a little local flavor before I left.”

“This town is unflavored,” I said, which got a laugh out of him. 

“Unlike this meatloaf, I hope,” he said.

“I’ll come check on you in a minute,” I said, and then I was, once again, aware of the eyes on me as I walked back to the kitchen. 

His eyes. 

And while I walked to him thinking I was going to be taken out by a sniper, I walked back making sure that I worked whatever ass I had back there, and I bent down to pick up a menu that had fallen to the floor.

And Lil saw me do it.
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Lil dumped out the coffee pot and looked nostalgic.

“Once when I was younger, I worked a concession stand at a college baseball game. And a few players came by right as we closed and wanted food. We stayed open for them because their game went into overtime, or whatever it’s called, and I had to work the grill because almost everyone else left. And they were so appreciative and had a long bus ride home the next day, and one of the players slipped me his room number at the motel down the street, and I stared at that piece of paper for three days, and here I am still thinking about it.” 

“You never went?” I said.

“I never did,” she said. “I don’t even remember his name, and I don’t know where that piece of paper is now, but I think about that a lot. Who knows where I’d be if I went to see him.”

Vicki walked by with mugs hanging off all her fingers and she placed them all on the shelf behind the cash register, all in a row. “I have more regrets than you, sweetie,” she said. “Most of them I was married to.” 

“This isn’t like that,” Lil said. 

“Of course it is,” Vicki said. “We know what would happen if you went to his room. You’d still be here at the diner, you’d just have one more story, and most of the details would be wrong by now.” 

“Maybe it’d be a good story,” Lil said. I had the feeling they did this every night. 

“Eventually you forget them, you know,” Vicki said. “Even the good ones. Especially the good ones.” 

“It’s not just about what I remember,” Lile said, winking at me. “Maybe he’s the one who’d never forget it.” 

I knew what they were doing. They were talking about Jake. 

I knew his name was Jake because he wrote it on one of the twenties he left for me. I say “one of the twenties” because he tipped me $80 on a bill that came to $14.49. He wrote his name right on top of his phone number with an area code I didn’t recognize. 

I didn’t tell them any of it. I don’t think they saw the phone number on the bill, did they? Or were they just assuming he asked me out? Were they seeing how comfortable I was with them? Seeing how much I’d volunteer? 

I didn’t feel like volunteering anything. I was flipping all the chairs upside down and putting them on the tables so Marcus could mop the floor. I didn’t tell them Jake’s tip was huge; maybe they’d make a joke about what else of his was huge. I didn’t tell them I was almost halfway to paying my month’s rent on one night of work, thanks to Jake. 

I didn’t tell them that I forgot I was a boy for a few hours. I didn’t tell them that I hadn’t been horny in a while, but that I was now, and didn’t know why. I didn’t tell them that I was worried my pants would be too tight and would show off what was trying to get out of my panties. 

No, I let them badger each other about their past regrets, I let them try and lead me on, and I never took the bait. 

“You working tomorrow, Hannah?” Lil said as I hung up my apron on the hook labeled “Tracy.”  

“Let me translate that for her,” Vicki said. “We’ll see you at 4:30 tomorrow, Hannah.” 

And with that, my first day on the job was over. Hannah was off the clock. 

I walked fast up the street from Vicki’s to the gas station. The last two hundred feet were nothing more than a blur, me repeating “please no one be in the bathroom, please no one be in the bathroom” over and over again.

Luckily, no one was in the bathroom, and I slammed the door behind me, locking it with both locks. 

I had gotten used to seeing Hannah staring back at me in a mirror, but I needed to erase her right away, and got to work immediately. I pulled the ponytail out and shook my hair down, I rubbed all of my eye makeup off with paper towels, I rubbed my lipstick off so forcefully that I worried the red was blood when I looked at my work, and I scalded my face with the water I needed to get my mascara off. But when I dried myself off and looked back in the mirror, there was good ol’ Hank Carter looking back at me, maybe a little roughed up looking, but otherwise normal. 

I left the panties on because I was worried what would happen if I tried to wear boxers. I’d have a massive erection in front of me, poking out as I walked up the hill to my father’s house. I wanted that less than I wanted to think about the difficulty of keeping all of my secrets to myself. 

I tiptoed into the house and could hear snoring as soon as I got to the bottom of the stairs. 

I made it to my room and gently shut the door, locking it behind me with a soft “click.” 

Immediately, I started pacing. 

What to do? Do I wash the girly clothes so I can have them ready for tomorrow? Do I take a shower to get the smell of the diner off of me? Do I take off these panties and jerk off to get rid of the sexual tension I don’t know what to do with? 

I paced around the room, avoiding the creaky spots in the floor. I had no idea what to do with myself.

I didn’t want to jerk off, because the whole thing was just confusing. I know why I was horny, and jerking off was just giving in to the confusion. What would that even mean going forward? Would I need to dress up to get off all the time? What about the night was I even turned on by?

Jake? Being wanted? The underwear? The dangerous secret? The thrill of being caught? The thrill of finally having something happen in my life? 

I took off my clothes and stood in my room, just in the red panties. I was already smooth, already very feminine-looking. The long hair really made me look more like a girl. Why did I even do it? Was it really laziness that made me stop cutting my hair? Was I already pointed in a certain direction? 

Who knows what the direction was, but it wasn’t straight. I wanted to get off, badly, but couldn’t pick a way to do it. I searched around my room for headphones, but couldn’t find them. They were probably back in my dorm room. And this meant I couldn’t watch any porn, because I’d want the sound on and wouldn’t want my father to hear; that would be humiliating.

And I didn’t want to just get under the sheets and jerk off; that would be too crude. Except I didn’t want to get girled up again and try it creatively; that would be admitting that there was something new about me, and I wasn’t sure I wanted that to gain any traction. 

I sat down on my bed and crossed my legs, trying to get my throbbing erection to go away. I needed to figure this out. 

Let’s say he knew about me. Like, knew everything about me. If that’s the case, he didn’t care, right? He knew, still flirted with me, still left a huge tip. 

If he didn’t, well, he couldn’t tell, right? So he thought I was just a poor, landlocked mountain girl. 

But he didn’t act like he was trying to rescue a charity case from a life of boredom. He was the one who was bored. He expected something to happen, and I could guess the possibilities there. 

He was also leaving. He was not local, who knows where he lived, and he’d probably never come back to this place. 

Meaning, this was it. 

Would I be in this town, at Vicki’s, telling the story of the giant tip someone left me when I was young, and how I never did anything about it? Did I come back to Steven’s Mills to kickstart my life of regret? 

No.

I absolutely did not. 

I tried college and did nothing. I couldn’t hack it. So I came home.

But home wasn’t likely to be more exciting than college, especially if I ignored whatever happened. I did not come home to blow my chances at having something happen. 

I did not. 

And so for the second time in a few hours, I got to work creating Hannah again. I left the red panties on. I put on a black tank top. I put on the green cargo skirt, and I put my hair back in a ponytail with a black, glittery scrunchie. 

I was right; now that I had done my makeup a few times, it was easier. It only took me ten minutes to transform, and I even got out some kind of tray that looked like it had different paint colors on it and I was able to make my cheekbones look a little more pronounced. I even drew little points on my eyes with an eye pencil. 

I was Hannah again, but a slightly different Hannah. A revved-up Hannah. A Hannah that got out her phone and entered the phone number that Jake wrote on her tip. 

Hi, it’s Hannah, I wrote, and my thumb hovered over the Send button. I could hear Lil’s voice in my ear, telling me the story of the baseball player who left town and told her how to find him. 

I hit Send, and got up to pace. 

Would he write back? What did I want him to say?
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It didn’t matter what I wanted him to say. I only had to wait 30 seconds for him to reply, and what he did say was I was hoping you’d write. 

Then, nothing. 

I stared at my phone and waited for something else to appear. It didn’t. 

I had to keep this going.

Did you mean to leave me an $80 tip??? I wrote. 

Lol, he wrote. Yes. I liked the meatloaf. Also, it was a company stipend and I have nothing to spend it on. 

You’re really stuck here with nothing to do, I wrote. 

Been a long few days, he wrote back. 

And you’re just sitting in a hotel waiting for something to happen?

Company house, he wrote. No hotels nearby. But yes, nothing is happening here. 

What was I doing? I was teasing a guy who thought I was a girl. I was living Lil’s life for her, making sure I didn’t regret something that might happen in a town where nothing ever happened. I was thinking with my dick, something not many girls did, and I didn’t know what was going to happen if I listened to it. 

But I felt like a ton of pressure was forced between my legs, and couldn’t wait to get out. I felt like I was too cute to go unnoticed, and too confused to do anything on my own. So for whatever reason, it felt right to have someone on the other end of my texts who was clearly interested in something happening. 

I’d make something happen. 

Want some company? I wrote, and I imagined Lil nodding. I imagined Vicki nodding too. 

Lol, he wrote. Sure. Glad you asked. 115 Carlisle Street. 

And that was that. Now maybe he’d be pacing around his place waiting for something to happen. Now maybe he’d be nervous. I was excited, but couldn’t figure out why. Something needed to get out of me, and this felt like the way to do it. Something needed to happen, and this was the closest way to get there. Even if it went badly, he’d be gone in the morning, I’d never have to tell anyone anything, and all of the evidence would be in my head for as long as it stayed there. 

Be there in a bit, I wrote. 

I still smelled like Vicki’s, or at least I thought I did. I was already made up, and I looked good, if I do say so myself. Did Liv have anything in her room? 

I walked quietly across the hall, and looked again at what she had left behind. 

A bottle of perfume. Blueberry lotion. Ocean Breeze hand cream. Cherry lip gloss. 

It was mostly fruit, and I used it all. I put a little lip gloss over my lipstick, and then ran blueberry lotion up and down my arms and legs. I worked the hand lotion in between my fingers, and decided if I used the perfume, that the house would smell like my sister when my father woke up. I’d get by with fruit. 

It was a short walk to Carlisle Street, and I knew the house. It was a hulking, semi-maintained large house that overlooked the upper part of town. 

The driveway had a steep switchback as I walked up, and by the time I got to the house, my calves were burning. I wanted to sit down. It was hard to get anywhere in this town without walking uphill.

If you’re not gay, but you’re dressed as a girl and you go to spend time with a man, what are you? How do you label something that has never had a label? How do you explain the feelings you have when you never paid attention to your feelings before? 

If the last few days were anything to go by, you don’t. You just act. You just do something, and then you do another thing, and you do another one, and who cares if it all adds up to a single thing or not? Who cares if there’s a neat little box that you can sort your life into? It can happen in Miami, or Wakeman, or Steven’s Mills. It can be in pants, or shorts, or a skirt, or a baseball uniform, or coveralls. It can be with a lover you see the next day, or someone you never see again. 

Life is too short to wait for it, and the three knocks I knocked on the door of 115 Carlisle Street were so loud I thought I’d wake my father up from even that far up the hill.

“Hey,” Jake said when he opened the door. I felt myself swell in my skirt, which of course, my panties would not allow. 

It no longer mattered that I didn’t know why I reacted that way. 

He had changed his clothes, and was in a pair of gray joggers and a black, form-fitting t-shirt that made him seem even bigger than he was before. 6’4”, easily. 

“Hi,” I said, and immediately didn’t know how to continue the conversation, or even what I wanted the conversion to lead to, specifically. 

Just that it was pointed in a direction that was not a straight line. 

“Come on in,” he said. “I was just watching a movie. Again.” 

There were four sets of keys on the hallway table right outside the living room.

“Are you here by yourself?” I asked as we walked by.

“Yeah,” he said. “Oh, those keys are to the mine. There was an older mechanic staying here when I first got in town, but otherwise, I’m alone. No one else is staying here.”

He collapsed on the couch and moved a bowl that had some popcorn kernels at the bottom of it so I could sit next to him. 

“What are you watching?”

“Some movie called When Worlds End. It’s pretty bad. And I watched it a couple days ago. You have like two channels here.” 

The movie was a Western, and it was terrible. A horse thief was hiding out in a small town where a young widow agreed to hide him for a few dollars. When he ran out of money, he told her some story about how the horses are actually his dead father’s, and she needed to decide whether to continue helping a scoundrel for free, or to trust this complete stranger and hide an innocent man. Either way, she was in trouble, because the sheriff was paid a lot of money to bring him in, innocent or not. 

The acting wasn’t great, and the town looked completely fake, like it never had a horse in it in its life. 

We laughed at some of it, even though he had probably laughed at it once before. 

“Here comes the shootout that makes no sense,” he said, and we watched as the sheriff and his men made a raid on the house, shooting people no more than a few feet away, missing every time. The widow picked up a gun at one point and took out the sheriff’s deputy, then when the smoke cleared, the widow and the horse thief were the only ones left standing. 

And they kissed, and it was awkward. 

She fought it, saying she was married, though her husband was dead. You could see her accept it, the only believable acting in the whole movie so far, and she gave in. 

I had to cross my legs on the couch to keep from popping a tent in my skirt. The kiss was hot, I’ll give it that much, mainly because she whimpered while she lost control. 

Then she melted in his arms, having given in completely, and it was even more awkward for us on the couch. Jake cleared his throat.

And then the onscreen kiss was even more passionate, and they disappeared into her bedroom and he tore about a dozen layers of clothing off of her, and it was even more awkward than before. 

“Kind of forgot about this part,” he muttered. 

And out of the corner of my eye, I saw him shift his weight. 

But not before I saw what was trying to poke through the front of his joggers. 

He was turned on. So was I, and we were both trying hard to not let the other know.

“30 seconds of kissing and then this?” I said. “They don’t waste time.” 

“No,” he said, clearing his throat again. “And we’re only like 30 minutes into the movie, too. This isn’t even the climax.”

Climax. Just the sound of that word made me throb, and I needed to squeeze my thighs together harder. 

He shifted his weight around and grabbed the popcorn bowl, putting it in his lap, probably covering the erection he didn’t want me to see but that I knew he had. 

It was kind of cute the way he pretended to search for anything left that was edible. 

Go for it, was what Lil said to me at the diner. And here, an awkward silence hanging over us during a commercial during what was an obvious booty call, there was a little energy that had nowhere to go. It was inside both of us, and it needed to get out of me, and Jake was pretending it wasn’t real yet, and someone needed to do something, and I had the least to lose, and so I did it.

I grabbed his bowl, and looked in it, seeing nothing but unpopped kernels. 

“Let me help with that,” I said, putting it down on the coffee table.

Then I put my hand on his knee, and walked it up his thigh. He jumped a little, but did not stop me. 

“Speaking of not wasting time,” I said, stopping at the hard cock trying to work itself through his pants.

“I…wasn’t sure if you were the kind of person to have fun like this,” he said, trying to keep his smile under control. 

“What else do you think we do here?” I said

Which was a dumb thing to say. I had never done anything like this before. I knew people who had, obviously. But why was I making him think I knew what I was doing? What was I doing?

I was channeling Maria. That’s what I was doing. I was giving myself something to do. I was having an adventure. I was giving myself an outlet that felt like it belonged with the outfit I was wearing. 

And it started by reaching my hand into his pants and finding a cock in there that was way, way bigger than what I had in my little red panties. 

And when I felt the warm, soft head of him in my hand, I felt myself make a single little squirt in my panties, just a little bit, and I knew then that I was going to like whatever happened. 

I worked his pants down to the floor, and again, he did not stop me. 

I felt my nipples get hard under my tank top, and wondered how, exactly, my body had rewired itself in just a few days. How did it suddenly decide that I could do this?

I got down between his legs, and I lifted the hem of my skirt so my throbbing bulge was let out from between my legs.

He couldn’t see it, of course, because my head was blocking his view. 

But I felt my little dick jump in response to being semi-exposed to a strange room in a strange house with a strange man.

A good-looking strange man whose hard cock I lowered my mouth onto.

I closed my eyes as I heard him moan, and I tried to remember everything about Maria that I could. How she sounded, what the rhythms were from across the room, how I heard the sheets rustle. 

All of that was my guide as I worked my mouth up and down his whole length, tasting the hot, sweaty pole that he kept between his legs.

And I felt the little, embarrassed one between my legs squirt again, just a tiny bit, and I didn’t even try to moan like Maria, but a little whimper came out of me anyway. 

Just like the woman in the movie playing on the TV behind me. 

And I whimpered again as my little dick suddenly felt needy, that it had to have the same attention that I was giving to Jake’s.

But I couldn’t. And my whimpers, that I could not seem to control, were less about sounding like Maria, and were more about knowing that I was not going to get any attention any time soon. It was desperate, it was needy, and it would always be my secret with him, and I knew it. 

And that only made the sensations building down there more intense. 

I wanted to pull my panties aside and stroke myself, knowing that I only needed two or three tugs before I’d lose my mind and cum all over the floor. But I couldn’t. I stayed pent-up in those red panties and felt myself twitch with every head bob.

“My God this feels amazing,” he breathed as I looked up at him. I knew what Kevin must have seen when Maria did it, and now had that power over someone, and even in the most boring place on earth I could make something happen if I wanted it badly enough.

And I wanted this pretty badly. 

I could feel how slick I had made him with my spit, and I reached one hand to jerk off the base of his cock as I sucked on the head. 

“Holy shit,” he said, tensing even more. He was trying to shove himself into my face. 

I could hear myself slurping on his wet shaft. I snuck a look at him and he had two fistfuls of the couch, with his head leaned back against the couch; he looked like he was hanging on for dear life. 

Because of something I was doing. 

And I bobbed my head even more forcefully, feeling the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat, and I wanted to get it even farther in, wanted it all the way, but that was as far as it would go, and he started to tense up

“Oh God!” he said, holding on to the couch even harder. 

I stopped jerking him off and put one hand under his balls. I had never felt balls before, other than my own, and I wasn’t about to do anything to myself. I gave them a squeeze and kept bobbing my head. 

And that’s when I felt myself start that familiar sensation between my legs. It started as a tingly feeling right at the base of my cock that I was not letting get fully hard.

But it didn’t need to, because that tingly feeling started at the base of my cock, and was spreading to the tip. 

I bobbed faster.

It was at the tip, then it went back down to the base and spread to my thighs, and I spread my legs even wider. As wide as they would go. 

And the feeling grew, and built, and I moaned, and just hearing myself moan was enough to put me over the edge, and I felt myself start to pulse in my panties. I felt the cum start to come out of me as I sucked Jake’s cock as hard as I could, and I filled my panties with more cum than I thought was ever possible.

Wave after wave hit me, and I felt the warmth spread all over as I wet myself with hot cum, and I never wanted it to stop, and for a while, it didn’t. 

Then it was Jake’s turn, and I felt the first pulse of his orgasm hit the back of my throat, and I shoved him as far into my throat as I could and stopped stroking. 

“Oh my God!” he yelled as I had him all the way into my throat and my nostrils were right up against his body. 

I felt spray after spray of cum go right down my throat, and he must have shot more than I did. 

With each of his blasts, my own little cock twitched and convulsed in my panties, though it had nothing more to give.

And when he was done, when he slowed down and no longer spasmed in my mouth, I backed off of him, slowly, and made sure not to let anything come out of my mouth. 

He looked exhausted. 

“I hope you don’t hate our town now,” I said, standing up and smoothing my skirt. 

“I’d never dream of it,” he said, wiping his hand across his forehead. He looked like he’d just run a mile. He had a sheen of sweat across his head.

He’d never know I had two loads with me: his, that had gone down my throat, and mine, which I could feel between my legs as I leaned down on him and kissed him on the cheek. 

I turned and walked out of the living room, and he struggled to get his pants on. 

“Wait!” he said as I walked down the hallway. 

I turned at the front door and blew him a kiss. “Let me know if you’re ever in town again, OK? Maybe we’ll catch another movie.” 

And I shut the front door behind me, and I ran down the driveway, one day into my new life, and it was already more than I ever got out of the old one.
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