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First base is kissing. Everyone knows that, and almost everyone gets there. Second base is a hand on her breast. Not everyone gets there. Third base is…I’m not sure. It could be a lot of things. But getting all the way to home plate means you’re not a virgin anymore. 

The trouble with this, if you know anything about baseball, is that going base to base is an inside the park home run, which is a lot harder to do than hit a ball a long way right off the bat. For guys like me, 5’6” and built for speed, we have to earn our way around the bases, and we have to run hard and we’re out of breath when we’re done. But Gavin Freese? The dude is enormous, he led the team in home runs as a freshman, then did it again the next two years, and he’s on pace to lead the whole league this season. He might even get drafted. He gets to jog around the bases. 

With girls, guys like Gavin can start on second base. Sometimes at team parties, there are so many girls around him that he starts on third, no matter what that means. They throw themselves at him. He’s had sex with girls he’s never kissed. How do you skip bases? You can’t. 

He doesn’t even know their names, and doesn’t care. One day I asked him who he was with the night before, and he said “some Freshman cockgobbler. Kelly, I think.” 

It was Callie. Callie Renshaw, and she was in my biology lab, and she’s beautiful, blonde, petite, and funny, and is my type, not his. His type is anybody; my type is her. I thought she enjoyed being lab partners until she switched to Joni Meyers’ table. I invited her to the party at the baseball house in the first place. Now he’s already moved on to the next two girls and I can’t even look at her anymore without remembering her saying “gotta go” at the keg in the middle of one of my sentences when she saw Gavin come in the room. Then she was gone. 

To raise Gavin’s draft profile, Coach Michelsson has him playing right field now along with his normal first base, but he’s not fast and doesn’t cover much ground. Coach pulls him late in the game for defense if we’re up one or two runs, and that’s where I come in. Callie came to a game once and left when I went in. 

So that’s me, Jamie Landry, college freshman, backup outfielder for the UMASS Minutemen, and a virgin. I got to first base with Wendy Givens a few times when I was in ninth grade. On the field I can steal second, but I’ve never managed to do that with girls. You shouldn’t have to steal anything if they want you. So far they haven’t.  

My high school teammates all thought it was so cool that I got to play Division 1 baseball, even if it was in a Northern program. I guess the fact that I’m on the field at all as a Freshman is something to be happy about. But the D3 schools weren’t giving scholarships, and I couldn’t afford places like Bowdoin and Allegheny. It was State School all the way for me, even if it meant being a bench player. 

If I went to one of those other schools, I’d probably have a nicer dorm room, and wouldn’t live in a building where people throw couches out of windows when the Bruins lose a playoff game. Gavin fits right in here. 

Ruben Garoppolo and I live on the tenth floor of Kennedy Hall, and most of the time he sits on his computer and plays Blood Canyon III all day with some people on the Internet. His girlfriend Kenzie is into some obscure superhero whose name I forget. Hevira? Helissa? Whoever it is, she wears these impossibly tiny shorts when they do cosplay events around campus, and I feel like she has more events than I have games sometimes. 

Kenzie’s kind of a nerdy-looking girl with glasses and very tightly curled black hair. She hides her cleavage most of the time, and only lets it out when she dresses up. Luckily, Ruben’s usually looking at his computer and doesn’t catch me staring at Kenzie’s ass when she cosplayed and tried to get his attention. 

Sometimes all she needed to do was walk into our dorm room and I could feel myself get hard. I mean, it didn’t take much to set me off these days, but I had so little privacy that I almost never could do anything about it. Ruben was always around, and when he wasn’t, Kenzie was usually there. I had roommates when we traveled for road games, and there was no way I was going to take care of business in the bathroom or shower and risk having someone barge in on me. That happened to Matt Micheli in high school when his sister’s boyfriend walked in on him jerking off in the bathroom one night. Everyone called him “Captain Wanker” the rest of the year, and he was so mortified that he deleted all his social media and no one knows where he is or what he’s doing. His sister won’t even tell anyone. 

Anyway, Ruben almost caught me masturbating once, in my bunk, and I had to pretend I was taking a nap. Never again. The last time I did it was two weeks ago, in a Taco Bell bathroom, because I knew I could lock the door with a deadbolt. I shut the lights off, spit in my hand, and five or six tugs later I was flushing a wad of tissues down the toilet with what felt like a quart of cum in it. How that came out of my little dick, I have no idea. 

That’s as close as I’ve gotten to first base in a long time. 

***

When I left for my run at 7:30 one Saturday morning, Ruben was still asleep in his bed. By the time I got back at 8:30, he was awake, on his computer, and already ignoring Kenzie, who was sitting on his bed dressed as herself, which usually meant black leggings. She was staring at her phone screen, and they’d do this all day sometimes, looking at their own screens. True, I didn’t know what dating looked like, but I knew it wasn’t this. 

“Morning, Sunshine,” she said. I got a grunt and a nod from Ruben. ‘Sunshine’ was different, but she was a little sassy sometimes, so that made her OK, I guess. Behind my back they called me Blondie, since I had shoulder-length, wavy blonde hair. A lot of baseball players have long hair now. It was the new hockey hair. 

Ruben and I got along fine, but weren’t really friends. He was taller than me, but not by much. Like Kenzie, he wore thick glasses with thick rims, and I could swear he was starting to hunch when he walked. When I pointed that out a few weeks ago and that maybe he should get away from the computer once in a while, he snarled something about bullying and ignored me until Kenzie came over, when he pretended to be friendly. 

“You have practice today?” Ruben asked when I got back from the shower. What he was really doing was planning when he and Kenzie could have sex. One day I found a condom wrapper on the floor under my loft, so I knew they were having sex because it certainly wasn’t mine. He probably put it there on purpose. 

“3:30,” I said. “But I’m leaving in a minute, probably for the day. I have a Business test on Monday that I need to study for and we have a game tomorrow, so I’m going to head over to the library.” 

“Oh, I’ll walk down with you,” she said. Ruben perked up. “I never had breakfast, and I need to head over to Callista’s to get something for tonight. I’ll be back later. You’re playing anyway,” she said, and she kissed him on the neck. He didn’t move. 3:30 was a long way away now. 

We had the elevator to ourselves on the way down, and it smelled like someone unloaded a whole can of body spray in there. 

“That’s not me,” I said. 

“I smelled you fresh from the shower, remember?” she said. 

“True,” I said. “I’d never use this, and if I did, it wouldn’t be this much.” 

“This is what all bros smell like to me,” she said. 

“Bros?” I said, laughing. 

“Yeah, you know. Gym bros, football bros. You and your baseball bros. I bet if I didn’t say anything about the smell, you wouldn’t have noticed, but this is what locker rooms at my school smelled like.” 

“You mean when you were 14?” I laughed again. 

“No!” she said. “Even last year.” 

“I bet it smelled that way because it had 14 year olds in it.”

“And your locker room doesn’t now?” 

I let that one hang in the air a second as the elevator dinged to let us know we got to the ground floor. “Was that a height joke?” I said as the doors opened. 

“What? Oh God no,” she said, and she slapped her hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry, no, I just meant that sometimes guys act really immature. That was it.” 

“Huh,” I said, and we walked through the lobby. I walked a little faster than normal and she was keeping up. 

“Jamie, I’m sorry, really,” she said as we pushed the doors open and got outside. It was warm already, and quiet. On Saturdays, campus took a long time to wake up. 

“It’s OK,” I said. “They’re my teammates, but they’re not really my friends.” 

I’m not sure why I said that. I wasn’t close with her and I wasn’t in the confessional, but I was not a bro, whatever that entailed. She scrunched up her face at what I said. 

“You mean, you’re not friends with them? Don’t you go to their parties?”

“I did,” I said. I didn’t mention Callie. 

“So where’d you go last night, then?” she asked. “Hot date? Ruben said you got in late.”

“I wish,” I said, as we got to the takeout breakfast place I liked. I held the door open for her. “Last night I hit in the cages for a bit. We can go anytime we like, and since I switch-hit, I have to work a lot. When I was done I went out for a milkshake.”

“By yourself? Oh, hey Craig,” she said to a guy dressed all in black with a big wallet chain hanging down his side. 

“Yeah,” I said. “I don’t mind it. Gives me time to think.”

“Oh yeah? About what?” 

I didn’t want to say what I had thought about. I had sat at a table in the corner and thought about Callie, about how I loved that she wore skirts where every other girl on campus seemed to wear leggings. I thought about how I knew what lots of girls’ asses looked like, but not hers. I thought about how I went from being a Regional All-Star to being a bench player. I thought about how I didn’t even click with the other Freshman players, not even Alex, the super religious one who liked to talk Bible verses on the bench. I thought about how I hadn’t jerked off in so long that I wondered what Matt Micheli’s life was like and whether it might be worth it to get caught. 

It took too long for me to answer her, and I knew I missed my chance to say something witty. 

Luckily our spot in line got to the heat lamp where the egg sandwiches were, and I grabbed two, one with bacon, and one with sausage. 

“Hey Kenzie.”

“Hey Violet.” Violet was wearing black leggings too, and had a great ass. 

“You know a lot of people,” I said, grateful to change the subject but keep talking. 

“You don’t seem to know anyone at all,” she countered. “I thought athletes were popular?”

“Being on a team isn’t an instant social group,” I said. 

“Well, cosplay is,” she said, proudly. “Violet taught me everything I know about weathering.” 

“That sounds…useful,” I said. “Do you often dress as an old house?” 

“No!” she said, and slapped me on the arm. I hoped it was playful. 

We made our way down the line and we skipped over the coffee bar. “Not a coffee drinker?” she said.

“No,” I said. “I stay away from caffeine. I’m good with water,” and I patted the side of my backpack where my water bottle was. 

“Same here,” she said. “Coffee makes me pee.” 

The line kept moving, but it was too late: I was so horny and overdue that I thought about her peeing. Then I thought about her panties around her ankles. Did Ruben ever yank her panties down when they had sex? If I went through the trash and found a condom, would I see that Ruben is bigger than me? Why was I thinking about that?

That brought me to wondering what Kenzie looked like when she orgasmed. Was Ruben the kind of guy who would know how to make a girl cum? I had watched enough porn to figure it out; what about him? Then I pictured him and his slightly hunched back, fucking her from behind, lasting as long as I did in the Taco Bell bathroom. 

We swiped our cards, paid, and were back on our way, walking up to Massachusetts Ave right across from the ROTC building. It always looked so out of place compared to the giant buildings behind us, like it hoped no one noticed it was there. 

“I always had you pegged as a jock,” she said as we crossed the street. “But you’re not, are you?” 

“I mean, I was All-State in high school,” I said, suddenly defensive. 

Why did I care about this? I didn’t care, not really. And yet for some reason I continued. “I had the most stolen bases in school history. I didn’t make an error my whole high school career.” 

I knew how I sounded, so I stopped. 

“‘Was’,” she said. “Past tense. You need a new identity. College is for new stuff, right? New friends, new clothes, new attitudes, new girlfriend.” She paused and looked at me. “Unless you kept the old girlfriend?”

“No girlfriend,” I said. “Not anymore.” 

There never was a girlfriend. I never had another steady girlfriend after Wendy, not that she was steady in the first place. But at one point everyone I was friends with was dating and making out and a few people got to second base, and a few people went all the way, and I had nothing to show for high school other than what I had on the field. Athletes were supposed to have girlfriends, and were supposed to be in demand, and yet I had nobody. 

I had to do something pretty drastic: I had invented a girl named Harper, told everyone she went to another school and that we met on vacation in New Hampshire, and that the reason I wasn’t dating anyone at my high school was that I was already seeing her. 

The difference between Harper and every other imaginary girlfriend that went to another school, though, was that Harper had a phone. It was a burner phone, and it never left my bedside table in my room, but it let me send text messages to myself, and I’d let my friends text her, and Harper would write back after school, and she’d be witty, and she’d be flirty, because I could think all day of what her reply would be, so it was always great. She told everyone how great I was, and I could skip my prom to go to hers, and I had proof in case anyone ever asked. I pretended to date her for six months. Then I graduated. 

“You need something new,” Kenzie said. “I’m willing to bet that you thought baseball would be enough, but if what you said was true, you’re probably disappointed that it’s not a social group for you the way it was in high school.” 

“This is all fascinating,” I said. 

“It should be,” she said. “Riddle me this. Is there a baseball house?”

“Yes, there is.”  

“Tonight is Saturday night. Is there a party there tonight? Are you going?”

“Yes, there is, and no, I’m not.” 

“The prosecution rests,” she said. “Get out and do something fun and new. You already know you don’t click with those people. Go find new people. Or sit in your room with Ruben.” 

“Remind me what your major is?” I said.

“Psych,” she said. 

“And are you gathering material about me?”

“I might be. There’s usually more to the quiet ones.” She paused and I thought I heard her say “except Ruben” under her breath. 

Before I could say anything, we passed someone she knew named Florian, and she said hello, and we were almost at the library anyway. 

The library was a big tower right in the middle of campus. Not as big as Kennedy Hall, but still pretty tall. There was a rumor on campus that when it was built, they forgot to account for the weight of the books, so when they finished and filled it up, bricks started squeezing out of it and falling below. Maybe it was an urban legend, but that was why everyone thought there was a fence around the perimeter so you couldn’t get close to it. Whatever the reason, every other floor was for books now, with the rest for offices and study cubicles. 

“If you don’t want another solo milkshake tonight,” Kenzie said as we got close. “It’s Hero/Villain night in the union later. You’re welcome to come. I’m sure I could hook you up with a costume since no one cosplays as a baseball player unless they’re eight.” 

“Am I a hero or a villain?” 

She turned and walked backwards as I slowed down to go into the library. “You can be whatever you want,” she said. 

Then she spun around and I watched her butt jiggle in her leggings as she walked off.
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I may not like being analyzed, but Kenzie was right. College was for new experiences, and I was either failing to have them, or choosing not to. 

So far in college I hadn’t taken anything I could consider new. Calculus I, American History, Earth Science, Biology; all of it was repeated from high school, but if UMASS was going to act like I hadn’t taken those classes already, who was I to argue? I’ll take an easy A. Business Fundamentals, though, was unlike anything I had taken in high school. 

That had to count for something, right? One new class? How far out of your shell do you need to go before you’re considered out?  

It took a lot of concentration to study for my test. The library felt quieter than normal, even for a Saturday morning, and that silence felt like a pulse. The wrappers on my egg sandwiches seemed to crinkle more than usual, and the image of Kenzie walking away from me stayed in my mind more easily than business facts seemed to. Black leggings were barely clothes. There were beautiful, firm asses everywhere, and we couldn’t touch them. For those of us who never saw naked legs other than our own, black leggings were almost unfair. Girls get to walk around like that, all the time.  

Even if they aren’t knockouts they can still dress like that, and men still want them. Men seem to be completely fine with great bodies and OK faces, while women seem to want…what is it that they want? Tall guys, it seemed. Not me. Muscular guys. Guys built for strength, not speed. Was I aiming for the wrong women? If I was a bench player for the team, should I stop dreaming about the Callie Renshaws of the world and go for the backups? 

I couldn’t imagine those thoughts ever leaving my head; just as I thought Kenzie was making a hurtful height joke earlier, there’s no way anyone would ever take it as a compliment that they’re a great-looking second-tier, backup girlfriend. 

Can I put my hands on your breasts, backup? You’re almost as good-looking as the girl of my dreams. 

One time in study hall I let Adam Halloran text Harper’s number and he told her she was the hottest invisible woman he’d ever seen. I liked being able to act snarky when I replied, and I told him Adam was easily one of Jamie’s Top Twenty friends. I could flirt when I pretended to be my own girlfriend. I could not flirt with Callie. 

Truth be told, I’d probably be OK if I were Callie’s second choice, or even her third, as long as she eventually got to me. It hurt that Gavin came first, though. 

I tapped my textbook with the back of my pencil to a rhythm that was only in my head. I had been trying to read about how businesses really only have a few strategies: sell a lot of things and make a little bit of money each time, or sell a few things but make a lot of money each sale. 

It wasn’t perfect, but that described dating, too. Gavin seemed to go after a lot of quick experiences with a lot of people, while Ruben was fine with one person and being interested in other things. Of course, I had neither, but I also wasn’t very good at identifying the kind of person who I could share either experience with. I never hooked up, and the longest-term relationship I had was with someone who wasn’t even real. What was my strategy, exactly? 

By the time I was done choking through my textbook, I was ravenous, and didn’t have a ton of time to get back to the room and get ready for practice. On my way back to the dorm I went through the same line I did when I got breakfast, only this time I got a sandwich, which I started to eat as soon as I paid. 

“Chew,” I heard Kenzie say as I walked up the steps to Kennedy Hall. She must have been here for her 3:30 booty call. I was glad one of us was getting laid. 

“I’m actually glad I ran into you. Ruben’s not here yet, and I don’t think I have your number. He doesn’t always answer my texts, so who knows how long I’d have been waiting here.” 

Ruben wasn’t in the room. So there was privacy, and I couldn’t have it. I’d have to wait to jerk off. 

“Oh, sure,” I said, and we exchanged numbers. 

“By the way,” she said as we got to our floor. “Don’t forget about tonight. The offer’s still there.” 

“I don’t know, Kenzie. It’s really not my thing.” 

“If it helps, don’t think of it as cosplay. If that’s too nerdy or whatever, then fine. But think of it as a disguise. You get to see how people have fun here without drinking.” 

***

“Landry!” Coach yelled after we stretched and did our warmups. “You’re a sneak, so you go to second base. You’re our lead runner.” 

For the next half hour we worked on infielders positioning themselves, and then me and Todd Sturdevandt, the runner on first, would try and steal at the same time. Sometimes the pitcher would try to pick one of us off. Sometimes the catcher, Ethan Heller, would throw to third. It did not go well. 

“I don’t get it,” I said to Coach Vazquez, our third base coach, when the drill ended and I brushed the dirt off my chest again. “I wasn’t safe even once.” 

“Ethan’s got a great arm,” he said. “But you’re also thinking about it too much.” 

I shook my head and muttered something about never getting thrown out before. 

“Look,” Coach Vazquez said, putting his hands on my shoulders and looking into my eyes. “You’re fast, you have good instincts on the bases, and you’ll get there. Your first steps are too passive, and we’ll work on the swim slide. The third baseman is in a different position, and it’s not as long of a throw for a catcher. This is hard for a reason.” 

Then he patted me on the butt as I walked away. The rest of practice was the normal jabber of trash talk, the soft ping of balls hit to the outfield for outfield drills, and the louder ping of batting practice. My routes were sloppy during fielding drills, as I was still distracted by how badly I ran the bases earlier. 

“Get your head right, Rookie,” Gavin said to me after I took another terrible first step. “Coach is going to have me replace you if you’re not careful.” 

Hitting wasn’t much better, but at least I got to go last, after most of the team had gone back into the locker room to get changed. Today I started hitting from the left side, which is probably my weaker side, if I’m being honest about it. I don’t feel as comfortable there, but since we mainly face right-handed pitchers, I hit lefty the most. 

“Landry!” Coach Michelsson barked after I rolled my hands over the fourth or fifth time. “Try something else today. Hit righty. We’ll see what happens.” 

My timing was off for the first couple swings, but what happened after that was something that I wish I could bottle. I hadn’t been in a groove like that in a long time. I felt like I was hitting everything with the full barrel of the bat. I’m not a home run hitter, so they were all line drives, but they were scorched. Figures that I finally did well and most of the team wasn’t there to see it. 

“C’mere, Landry,” Coach said. “Good stuff. I wondered about this the other day. I know you switch-hit in high school, but you’re stronger from the right side. You never faced D1 velocity in high school, so you could get away with it. You can’t anymore. Your bat’s a little slower from the left, and you don’t seem as confident there. Let’s try this out. Righty only, OK?” 

What the hell happened to me? I was an All-Star center fielder in high school, now I back up right field. I stole bases at will, now I can’t even steal in practice. And switch hitting is who I am; how can I pick a side now? Is there anything less remarkable than a right-handed hitting backup right fielder?

“Can I think about it?” 

“Here’s the deal, Landry.” I could feel myself tense up; this wasn’t going to go well. “I develop players here, but I’m also trying to win games. It takes all kinds of roles to win games, and I’ve got to put people in a position to succeed. Right now I can say I don’t feel good about having you pinch-hit as a lefty, and I’d rather see you work from a strength. Build from there.”

“I don’t know, coach. This is what I’ve always done.” 

“You want to hit on your own in the cages as a lefty, you can. I never discourage hard work, or extra work. But in practice, I want you just hitting from this side. You did well, and the ball was popping off your bat. This time next year, who knows where we are.”

“OK, coach,” I muttered, and started my walk of shame to the locker room. 

“Hey Landry?” I turned around. “I’m happy to have this girl talk, but next time I say something about a role, your answer is ‘whatever it takes.’ OK?” 

By the time I got to the locker room, most of the guys were showered and done changing. Ethan Heller was telling everyone about the handjob he had gotten the night before. 

“Her name was Kenya,” he said proudly. 

“Yeah but you can do that yourself,” Gavin snickered. “She used her hands, so what? You have hands too.” 

“Still third base, motherfucker,” he said. 

“Bzzt! Wrong,” Gavin said. “You don’t count what she does to you, asshole. You’d let anyone do anything to you. It’s about what you earn, not what you allow. It’s what she lets you do to her. Did you finger her? No? Then no third base. Did you touch her boobies?”

Boobies? Who the fuck are these guys? Maybe they are bros.

“No,” Ethan said. “Just a handy.” 

“Then nothing. You kiss her?” 

“No. Didn’t need to.”

“Buddy, you didn’t get shit!” Gavin laughed. 

“Whatever,” Ethan said. “Why don’t we ask our resident third base expert?”

Fuck, he meant me. Suddenly the whole locker room was looking at me as I was half-undressed. 

Then he made a gun with his thumb and index finger, pretended to shoot me, and then he stuck his imaginary gun in an imaginary holster. Everyone laughed. 

“Plus, you're so small I bet she’d only need to use two fingers to give a handjob,” he said, then he stuck up his pinky and jerked off the tip really fast with his thumb and index finger, which got another huge laugh. 

Yeah. Practice sucked. I started the day as a switch-hitting backup outfielder who could steal bases. I ended it as nothing, and as nobody.  

My second shower of the day lasted a lot longer than my first. I didn’t feel like getting out, and the hot water was better at the field than the dorm anyway. By the time I forced myself to get out, the whole team had gone and I was alone in the locker room. 

I got out my phone and texted Kenzie: I’m in.
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“Florian’s not around and isn’t coming tonight, so you can’t borrow anything from him after all. But I have a few things that you might wear.”

We were in Kenzie’s room, which was a four-person suite that had its own bathroom. I didn’t ask how she got it as a freshman. Her roommates were at dinner and we had about an hour to get ready. She was already dressed as Black Widow, but she had to tell me that. 

“I’m guessing you’re joking,” I said, and motioned to her outfit. “That’s not exactly my body type.”  

“No, no, not like this, don’t worry. It’ll be fine.” She paused. “Mostly fine.”

“Kenzie.”

“We’ll make it work.”

“Kenzie? Am I going to change my mind immediately?”

“No! No, I’ll show you.” She reached into her closet and pulled out some bizarre blue and white suit of armor. 

“Oh, this is great,” I said, relaxing. The helmet was sleek, the armor was blocky. It was not sexy. 

“This will fit you because the shoulder parts are detached, and then this here is a turtleneck, so you just get it over your head and you’re good to go. Then I have these sleeves, and the gloves go on over them but your fingers can move. You can leave the helmet on all night if you want; it might get a little stuffy in there, but it has two vents.”

“It looks fine, but I’m almost embarrassed to say I don’t know who I’m supposed to be.”

“This is Samus Aran.” She waited for me to recognize the name. I never did. “From Metroid,” she said. 

“As long as I know how to pronounce it so I can tell people if they ask, I’m fine,” I said.

“Yeah, people are going to know,” she said, as if it was obvious. “I wouldn’t worry about it.” 

“Well, even better,” I said. “As long as we have pants, we’re good to go.”

“So…about that,” she said. 

I just stared at her, holding the breastplate of the armor I wasn’t sure I’d be putting on.

“I don’t actually have pants for this costume. I wear it with these blue leggings. But I do have the boots.” 

“You want me to wear leggings, Kenzie?” 

“They’ll fit you, no problem.”

“I’m not worried about the fit. I’m worried about how they’re girls’ leggings. Somehow I don’t think Shamus Aran wore leggings when he went out and metroided.”

“Samus, not Shamus. And it’s she. When she went out. Samus Aran is a girl.” 

“So I agree to come to one of your things, and you have me go as a space girl.” 

“A space girl. Jeez. She’s a bounty hunter, Jamie. She’s badass, which you’d realize if you knew the game.” 

“This is not a great idea anymore. I’m sorry I agreed to this.” 

“No, this is a great idea. You need to get out, and no one will even recognize you. It’ll be fun, and you need to do something other than hit balls in cages by yourself.” 

And a lot of good hitting balls in cages got me, since I got demoted today. 

The closest I ever got to dressing as a girl was when Adam texted Harper and asked for a photo, to make sure she met his twentieth best friend’s approval. All I did was stand in the corner of my room in a T-shirt, take a selfie, and apply a filter to it that turned me into a girl. It looked feminine, and sure, it looked a little like me if you looked closely enough. Same curly blonde hair, same pointy nose, same thin frame. 

So, you know. Like Callie. 

That’s the photo I thought about as she got us ready for the party. I could keep my T shirt on and the armor would cover that up. I’d be wearing arm-length gloves anyway. It didn’t take long to get dressed as there wasn’t much to wear. When I came out of the bathroom wearing her blue leggings, I felt weird, but if I had a helmet on, no one would know it was me. Plus the leggings were making my leg muscles stand out. If I were being honest, I’d say they didn’t look half bad. 

“That is…not going to work at all,” she said when she looked me up and down. 

“What do you mean? This is fine,” I said, suddenly defensive of the plan to wear this. 

“I don’t mean the pants, I mean the boxers you’re clearly wearing underneath them.” 

“What? It’s fine.” 

“Hmmm,” she paused, staring at my legs. My thighs felt a little tingly as she stared at me. “You wear jockstraps, right? Like, under your uniform?” 

“Well yeah, but I don’t bring it with me. It’s in my locker.” 

“So this is no different. You can’t wear boxers under these leggings. It’s all bunched up. It looks weird.”

She went to her dresser and held out a black thong. 

“What the hell is that?” I asked. 

“You have to wear this. It’s all we’ve got to work with that won’t show. Believe me, I don’t want you in my underwear any more than you want to be. But you have to look like a girl if you’re going to blend in.” 

“I’d rather wear nothing.”

“Just wear the thong. It will not draw attention to yourself. If you wear your own underwear, then you draw attention to yourself. If you wear nothing, nothing holds you in place and you go boing, then you draw attention to yourself. Remember, trust me, you can be invisible here as long as you do this. The only person who will care is you.”

“This deal gets worse all the time,” I said. 

‘’Pray I don’t alter it further,” she said in a deep voice.

“What?” 

“Nothing. Never mind. I’ll turn around, just get changed. I don’t want to be late.” 

Logically speaking, maybe she was right. I looked down at my boxers, all bunched up and weird in the leggings. I was used to seeing panty lines on girls sometimes, but this was something else entirely. My thighs were rippled and it ruined the illusion, but it also wasn’t comfortable. Of course, it also wasn’t too late to come up with something else to do tonight. Alex was always inviting people to some religious group he was in, and some of what they did sounded fun, without the religious part. They had a big Nerf gun war last weekend. I could get some tension out that way, right? Did I need to do this? 

“Tick tock,” she said. 

“Fine,” I said. “Respect my manhood,” and motioned for her to turn around. She rolled her eyes. 

I turned around too, so neither of us faced the other, meaning I couldn’t be sure she didn’t watch me change after all. If she was tempted, I’m not sure what she was hoping to see. I’m pretty hairless, I’m not much bigger than she is, and while I liked seeing pictures of girls in thongs, I wasn’t sure anyone wanted to see a guy in a thong. 

Except when I got the thong on, I looked down and it did exactly what Kenzie said it would do: it kept me contained, so there was no chance an erection would out me. I looked more like a girl in a thong than I was expecting, and hurried to get the leggings back on. And I was instantly turned on knowing that sometime in the past, Kenzie had worn this. 

“Done,” I said when I pulled my leggings back up and the erection my body wanted to have disappeared behind the smooth front of the blue leggings. 

“OK, now we do the makeup. We don’t have a ton of time.” 

“Makeup?” 

“Listen,” she said. “Make-up is for looking like someone else. You want to look like yourself? Just put on the helmet and pray. You want to look like someone else? That’s where this comes in. This way if you need to take your helmet off, you still look the part. You need to trust me. You’re just going to look like a blonde girl in a ponytail.” 

It was after 7 and we were supposed to be there by 8. I could put my helmet on and pray, or I could go hang out with Alex and pray without a helmet. 

“If my teammates ever found out about this,” I said.

“They’d what? Not be friends with you?” 

It might have been the truth, but the truth still hurts. Luckily, Kenzie knew instantly that it did. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m really on fire today, huh?”

“It’s OK,” I sighed. “Doesn’t mean you’re wrong.” 

“I’m only trying to help,” she said, softening. “I know you need something. Maybe this isn’t it. But there’s no risk, really. Way less than you might think. No one will recognize you. I’ll get your hair in a little ponytail, and it’ll be out of the way. I’ll do some eyeliner and eyeshadow, I’ll make your cheekbones pop, and no one will be able to tell it’s you, even up close.” 

By the time she was done, I stared at myself in the mirror. I looked exactly like my fake photo of Harper. I didn’t look like me, or not the me I was used to seeing. I looked like a Girl Me. I could tell I was seeing me, but my eyes were dark and mysterious, almost sultry looking. She had used blue eyeshadow, my lips were fuller-looking and red. 

I couldn’t help it: I made a kiss face. 

“Don’t fall in love,” she said, suddenly appearing right next to me in the mirror. “We’ve got to go. You can do this, and it’ll be fun.”
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As soon as I stepped outside, I caught my breath: I knew instantly why girls wore leggings whenever they could. 

I felt covered but not clothed, if that made sense. Perfectly safe, but like I was risking a lot simply by walking. In a way, I was risking a lot, not that anyone would recognize me behind the helmet. 

“We can slow down a bit,” Kenzie said. “I know those boots are hard to walk in sometimes.”

I was glad we slowed down, but it had nothing to do with the boots. I felt every bit of breeze on my legs, which felt bare. I felt a breeze on parts of my thighs that weren’t used to feeling exposed when I was outside. An army of girls wore these every day, and I was glad for it when I stood behind them, and now, somehow, I was one of them. 

I tried to keep myself from looking like I was enjoying the walk too much. By the time we got to Herter Hall we had picked up a few other people headed to the union, and soon it felt totally normal for a bounty hunter, Black Widow, a sprite, Link from Zelda, and a whole bunch of other people dressed like who-knows-who all out in a group. 

I had never been to the union at night, and the vibe was definitely different from the last party I went to at the baseball house. The cosplayers were in one of the windowless event rooms downstairs. Dance music was playing from somewhere, but no one was dancing. Instead, there were four or five rollup green screens on the far wall, each with some photography equipment facing them, and people were huddled around laptops. It looked like they were playing with backgrounds, making it look like the characters were in different places. There were bright lights everywhere, and everyone had their phones out. 

“This is a lot of cameras.” Someone would have a photo of themselves and their friends and I’d be in the background of it. Just me in a helmet and tiny panties. 

“Oh, yeah,” she said. “This is huge for people’s Instagrams. So much of this hobby is connecting with people all over the world who dress as the same characters we do. It’s cool, too. Some of these people do computer graphics, so they help out here just for practice. And a lot of photographers do this for portfolios. But you should also be careful,” she said. 

“Oh, why’s that?”

She shrugged. “Because some of these people just want to slap Batgirl on the ass. Good luck guessing! It’s usually a hoot.”  

I kept asking Kenzie who people were supposed to be, but the farther into the room we got, the louder I had to shout since she couldn’t read my lips through the helmet. Eventually I stopped asking who everybody was, but not before learning that it was a lot of anime. 

“Isn’t it a little weird to dress up like an Asian if you're not—” I started to say, but when I turned, Kenzie was gone. 

OK, OK, don’t panic, I thought. She probably saw someone she knew and is catching up. I glanced around the room in my helmet and heard my breath. All I could confirm is that I couldn’t see her. 

Eventually I realized I was just spinning in circles in the middle of the room, and that I should move to a wall. At least there it would be quiet enough for me to hear myself think and I could possibly look normal. 

How does a girl stand by a wall? I thought, as I clomped in my boots over to the side where three progressively sluttier versions of Wonder Woman were working at a laptop to make their photos look like they were on top of a building. I decided to stand like the least slutty one was standing. 

“Well hey hey!” I heard to my left. It was a guy dressed like a vampire. At least, I thought it was a vampire. 

“I know who you are!” he said. My heart stopped. Shit. Who was this guy? Was I in class with him? Did he really recognize me? How could he recognize me under this helmet? 

“You do?” I stammered, trying my best girl voice. I realized I could do a girl voice, and it wasn’t that hard to do. 

“Yeah!” he said, and before I knew what was happening, he got close, dropped his arm behind me, and put his hand on my ass. 

I jumped and swatted his hand away. “Hey!” 

“I vant to touch your butt!” he said, smiling, holding his arms out so his cape got wide. 

“What the hell is your problem?” I yelled, rubbing where this dude touched me. 

“Aren’t you a booty hunter?” the guy said. He found that hilarious. 

“Bounty hunter,” I said. 

“It was a joke,” he said. 

“For who?” I said, looking around to show no one was paying attention to his joke. 

Except someone was paying attention. 

“Hey buddy,” I heard a deep voice from behind me. The guy looked up and got wide-eyed. “I think you have someplace else to be, yeah?” I turned to see a huge black guy, dressed up in silver armor with a huge spear. 

Mr. Vampire Booty Hunter backed off and bowed as he left. 

“I don’t want to assume you can’t take care of yourself,” the big warrior said. “Being you’re a bad-ass mercenary and all.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “That was creepy.” 

“It happens,” he said, looking down on me. He somehow managed to look me in the eye through the helmet visor. 

“I’m Marcus,” he said, holding out his hand.

I needed a name, fast. 

“Harper,” I said, letting his giant hand shake mine. 

“That’s a great looking costume, Harper. I remember the first time I played that game, it was pretty boss to discover you were kicking ass as a girl the whole time.” 

“Oh, thanks. Yeah, I had a lot of help. I don’t even know what some of this stuff is,” I said, holding up my armored gloves with weapons and things sticking off them. 

Man, if this guy wanted to talk Metroid with me, I was in serious trouble. 

“That guy won’t bother you again,” he said. “I just watched him leave.” And he banged his spear onto the floor. I jumped a little. 

“Oh, this ain’t real,” he said. “It’s just resin. I can’t hurt shit with it even if I wanted to.” 

“I heard girls have to be careful,” I said. 

“Not just girls,” he said. “You know how many people want to touch my biceps?” He flexed. He was right: his biceps were huge, and I had to admit that when he flexed, I was a little curious to touch them. 

“Boo!” I heard from my left. By the time I turned to see who it was, Kenzie was on my right. “Miss me?” 

“Jesus,” I said, “you scared me.” 

“Make any friends? I see you’ve met M’Baku.” 

“What’s up, Kenzie?” Marcus said. 

“Marcus is a protector.” 

“I noticed,” I said. 

“Just scared off a grabby vampire,” Marcus said. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Kenzie said to me. To Marcus she said: “This is her first time here. I don’t think I went over what to expect. Maybe I expected better tonight.” 

“Yeah, that happens. We have a saying: ‘cosplay is not consent.’ You’d be surprised how many people think you’re a toy. Like you’re here only because you can’t wait for strangers to touch you.”

I immediately thought of his biceps again. 

“Oh, Storm’s waving at me. I have to go do some pictures. It was nice meeting you,” he said to me. “I hope we see you again sometime.” 

“Shall we mingle?” Kenzie said as we watched Marcus walk toward one of the green screens. He was halfway across the room and still seemed huge. 

The next hour or so was nothing but meeting new people. I rarely knew who they were dressed as, and I had no way of remembering their names. There seemed to be hundreds of people there, everybody being passionate about something I had never heard of. 

With every new person I met, I found myself comparing them to Marcus. Dressed as a warrior? Marcus’s armor was better. Got a weapon? Marcus’s spear is bigger. Trying to look big and strong? Marcus was bigger and stronger, and he wasn’t even trying. 

I caught Marcus’ eye once during his photoshoot with a gorgeous black girl, as much as you can catch someone’s eye if one of you is wearing a helmet. 

After a while, I loosened up and was honestly having a pretty good time. I wasn’t really doing a whole lot, didn’t want my pictures taken and didn’t want to pose with anyone, but somehow after today I was finding it easier to be honest with myself. Kenzie had floored me twice with some pretty harsh truths: I did need to branch out, and I had no real connection to my baseball team. Practice was throwing me for a loop, too, as I struggled with things I had never struggled with before. Coach may have been hard on me, but he wasn’t wrong. 

That sheer amount of acceptance was helping me not overthink everything around me. There was a strength knowing that I was risking a lot dressed how I was. There was a feeling of freedom in what I was wearing, and I was somehow keeping my horniness in check while also keeping it alive, as I felt electric with every step I took in tight, form-fitting, revealing clothing. 

And as terrible as it sounded, some random guy thought my ass was actually worth grabbing. No, he wasn’t good-looking, and no, I didn’t want him to touch me. What would I be thinking if Marcus were the one to run his hands over my ass? I knew he wasn’t the type of guy to do that, but…did I want him to be?  

While I couldn't deny that I was enjoying myself more than I thought I was going to, I also couldn’t deny that I was getting pretty hot in that helmet. I motioned for Kenzie. “I think I need to leave,” I said. 

“No!” she said. “Not yet, please?”

“Kenzie, this is really hot in here, and I need fresh air. I am not ready to take this off near people. I at least need to go outside.” 

“Let’s take a break then,” she said. “We’ll go sit by the pond.” 

We got outside again, and my legs felt the same as before: they were exposed, they were barely covered, and they could be seen if only someone wanted to look. 

“You can take your helmet off now. No one’s here but me, and I’ve already seen you like this. I bet you’re hot.” 

I looked around to confirm it, then I lifted off my helmet. I felt instant relief as I took cooler night air into my lungs. I slowed my pace and secretly enjoyed the walk, again feeling naked but knowing I was not. I ran my hands over my own ass, imagining someone staring at it. 

“Sorry about the grabber,” she said as we found a bench by the pond and sat down. “Your makeup still looks great, by the way.”  

“It was definitely weird. He had no idea I was a guy, too.”

“You don’t look like a guy right now. You saw yourself in the mirror. Plus you run, you’re an athlete, and you have a good girl butt.” 

“Sometimes guys on my team talk about girls they almost get with. I wonder if that guy is going to tell a story about how he almost got with Samus Arus,” I said. 

“Aran,” she said. “So close, yet so far. Did he at least ask your name, or did he go straight for your ass?”

“Right for the butt.”

“Well, if someone did ask your name, at least you can say ‘Jamie’ and it works for both boys and girls.” 

“Marcus asked me my name,” I said. “For some reason I said my name was ‘Harper’.” 

“Who is Harper?”

“My old high school girlfriend.” I was hoping she didn’t ask anything else. As soon as it came out of my mouth, I felt weird that my invisible girlfriend continued to exist. 

“Why do you do this?” I asked. “Like, what is it, exactly? There were these sexy Wonder Women in there, which is so different than what Mr. Vampire was doing. Or what you’ve made for me, or what Marcus made.” 

“Some of these costumes take a lot of work, yeah. It’s not just about showing off people’s bodies, it’s about showing off what you can make. But I have to admit, it’s nice to feel hot sometimes, you know?” 

“I’ll take your word for it,” I said. 

“You don’t like feeling hot?”

“I have never felt hot in my life, Kenzie.” I couldn’t say that this was the closest I’ve ever come. 

“Not once? You’ve never had someone tell you that you looked great?”

“I think my Mom told me that once, but it was probably for school picture day or something.”

“Oh, come on. Harper never told you you looked good?”

“Harper never said anything,” I said. 

She got really quiet. “That’s really sad,” she said finally. 

It was sad. But my reason for finding it sad was completely different than her reason. People are often sad about the same things for different reasons.

“What about you?” I asked, trying to move on. “Anyone grab you?”

“No, but I could tell one guy wanted to. These photo parties are usually fun if people look but don’t touch. Ruben touches but doesn’t look. So it all evens out.” She looked down at the ground. “I’m…not sure why I told you that.” 

“It’s OK, Kenzie.” 

“No, I think I just got carried away. You’re really easy to talk to. I’m not sure why we’ve never talked before. It’s not like I don’t see you during the week, right?”

“Well, you do, only not like this.” I waved one hand in the general direction of my eye makeup, and then wiggled my ass in my leggings. She laughed. 

“See? You’re loosening up, and you can even do girl talk. You’re great at this. Marcus didn’t suspect a thing. Here, let’s go back inside. It’ll only last another 45 minutes or so.”

When I stood up, I knew that the night had changed. My leggings caught on something sharp on the bench we were sitting on, and I felt the cool night air hit me right in the thong. Suddenly I wasn’t contained anymore, and I was partially exposed.

“Uh, Kenzie?” I said, helplessly. “We have a problem.” 

“That was a rip I heard, wasn’t it?”

“Yep,” I said, and I put the helmet down to examine the damage.  

The crotch seam was split most of the way. “I must have sat on a nail,” I said, feeling the bench until I found the jagged nail sticking out of the wood. 

Well, that ended that. The realization that my night was over hit me all at once. Why did that make me a little sad? Why was my first thought that I’d never go back inside and walk around, secretly enthralled that I had no idea how many people had checked out my ass so far tonight? 

“Let me see,” she said. “Oh, yeah, that’s…wow, I can totally see your underwear.”

If there were levels of feeling exposed, this had to be pretty high, like a Level Three or Four. Kenzie was thinking of a plan as I thought about how there was now only one thin layer of cotton keeping my cock from being seen by everyone. Kenzie was the only person who had seen this much, and as I realized that, I could feel my cock jump a little within the restrictive panties. 

It was too dark for her to see, but I felt a little drop of precum squeeze out of me just then. 

“Here’s what we do,” she said. “Marcus can repair a lot, and he lives just up there, in Northeast. I’ll go back inside and get him. He might be able to help.” 

“What do I do, wait here practically naked and hope no one grabby bothers me again?”

“You’re not practically naked, but if you want, come with me and then wait outside the door, and just hold the helmet in front of you. This shouldn’t be long. I’ll text him as we walk. I told you, he’s good at helping people out and we’ll get this sewn up. Maybe you can even stay out later. It’ll at least get you back to my place without getting harassed.” 

I had been carrying secrets around with me ever since I changed into this outfit, and now I had a couple more. I didn’t know when I’d be able to cum next, but it felt like it would be an unstoppable flow. 

Kenzie disappeared back in the union, and I was on my own. I tried positioning my helmet so that it was close enough to cover my torn crotch, but far enough away to prolong the feeling of being exposed to the world. I closed my eyes as a slight breeze picked up, and I felt sparks throughout my whole body. I waited for the next breeze that came a few minutes later, and my body erupted in sparks again. I stopped counting after the fifth time it happened. 

“I hear you have a problem,” came a familiar voice from behind me. 

Shit. I wasn’t wearing my helmet. I was a horny mess. My mind was focused on me feeling like a naked girl in public. 

I turned to face him, and we locked eyes with no helmet in the way, and he saw me.
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“Aren’t you a villain?” I said, after we stared at one another in silence. 

“Depends how you look at it, I think,” he said. 

“Kenzie found you,” I said. “I have a little problem,” and I motioned between my legs, though he couldn’t see anything behind the helmet. 

“Happy to help,” he said. “Under one condition.” 

“Oh? What’s that?”

“Next time you do one of these, don’t wear any helmet.” 

I was glad it was too dark for him to see me blush. I thought back to what I saw in the mirror and tried to relax. 

“We should go,” he said. “I have some costume first aid in my room. I’m not great at sewing, but it’ll get the job done.” 

We started our walk up to where we’d cross North Pleasant Street, and I had to concentrate on holding my helmet very still in front of me. 

“Here,” he said, and grabbed my helmet from me. “I have a free hand.” 

Again I felt my tightly constrained cock jump a little bit in my panties, and another little drop of precum came out. Not only was I exposed in front, but if this kept up, soon I’d have a wetspot and anyone close enough to me could see how turned on I was. Since he was the only one around, Marcus would see how turned on I was. 

What did I want? 

“I was serious before,” he said as we got to the Northeast dorms and he held the door open for me as we went into his building. “You look great. You could be anyone. You’ve got a lot of options.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “I’m really, really new to this.” What was I talking about? It could have been anything. New to experiences, new to honesty, new to me, new to this. 

“Here, this is my room,” he said as we got to the end of the hallway. He unlocked it, and held the door open for me. 

He turned the lights on and I could see there were bunk beds on one wall, a couch on the other, a trunk for a coffee table, and a dresser in the closet. The desk by the beds was covered in paint bottles, hot glue guns, leftover pieces from various projects, and a bunch of tools I couldn’t identify. The desk under the window had just some books on it. No computer in sight. 

“No roommate?” I asked. There may have been two beds, but there was only one dresser. 

“No, not anymore. He failed out and they never gave me a new one. Don’t look at the mess, ‘cuz now I just leave everything out if I’ve been working on something. Who am I trying to impress?”

Yeah, really. Who?  

He rummaged around on his dresser and brought a small pouch out. He unzipped it and started emptying its contents out onto his desk, one by one. A lighter, some matches, a couple small bottles, a tube of crazy glue. As he kept looking, I realized one of the bottles was lube. 

“Do I even want to know what you fix with that?” I said, pointing to the lube. 

“You try putting latex outfits on without it. Mostly we use it to get rings off when people wear other people’s stuff. OK, here we go.” 

He turned and stood towering over me, and I wasn’t sure whose breathing I was hearing, mine or his. I realized I was up on my tip toes as I looked up at him. 

“I have to level with you, I can’t move around in this armor too well, so if you don’t mind, I’m going to take some of this off. I can’t sit at the desk to sew otherwise.”  

“That’s fine,” I said. “I wondered about that. I can turn around if you’re bashful.” 

“I’m not bashful, girl. But you do you.” He slipped his armor over his head and revealed a white tank top beneath. His chest was huge, and his biceps seemed bigger than they were an hour ago. I had seen Gavin Freese with his shirt off plenty of times; Gavin had nothing on Marcus. 

Then he stepped out of the armored leggings and revealed that he was wearing a pair of white biking shorts underneath. Despite the fact they weren’t black leggings, I couldn’t help but stare at his muscular backside. If I needed to feel any more inferior and tiny, I’m not sure I could have. 

“That suit gets hot.” He turned around and sighed, wiping the sweat off his forehead. “That’s better,” he said. 

I don’t know what happened. It wasn’t intentional, I had no idea I did it, but I inhaled sharply when he turned around and it couldn’t have been more obvious what I was staring at to make me do that. It looked like had a softball tucked in the front of his shorts, and all it did was remind me that my own little dicklet was stuffed into a pair of Kenzie’s panties and couldn’t move. 

“I can be decent, hang on,” he said, reaching for a pair of flannel pajama pants that hung from the top bunk. 

“It’s fine,” I said. “Cool off. But now I feel indecent.” 

He and his massive dick bulge walked across the room and sat back onto the couch, hard. 

“OK, let’s see what we’ve got.” 

I realized he wanted me to move my hands from where they were covering the torn crotch of my leggings. “Let’s see how far gone this is,” he said, now looking up at me. 

“Pretty far gone,” I said softly. 

“Let me see for sure,” and I dropped my hands, giving him a clear view of the bulge in my tiny panties. The world stopped moving. I had one more secret. 

“I should tell you something,” I breathed.

“I bet I can guess what it is,” he said, and slowly reached for me, and then I heard a rip, and the whole seam was now split from front to back. 

“Oh, look. I just went and made it worse,” he said, locking eyes with me and rubbing the front of my thong with his thumb. I heard myself whimper. He moved his massive thumb in slow circles, massaging me. I ground into him, wanting more, wanting it to keep going. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, pulling his thumb away, and I was in instant agony. “I broke my own rule. ‘Look but don’t touch.’” He patted the couch cushion next to him and I sat down. My heart was pounding and my cock wanted out. 

“Sometimes it’s hard not to touch, right?”

As he said that he started running his hand 6 inches above my legs, never touching me, but moving slowly, and somehow I couldn’t breathe while he did it.  

I had been in locker rooms my whole life, and sat in them multiple days each week. I had smelled sweaty men before, but Marcus smelled different. I couldn’t quite place it, but there was a muskiness to him that was unlike a locker room.

Don’t ask me how I knew, but he smelled like want. And right now I knew what he wanted. 

“We don’t always want to be someone else’s toy, except when we do,” he said. “You know? There are rules.” 

“I know,” I finally breathed, and I took my hand and moved it nearer to his abdomen and his thighs, getting close to touching him but never making it all the way. 

“How close can you get without touching?” I asked him, cocking my head to the side. 

“Pretty close,” he said, shifting his weight so he was a little closer to me. 

The skin on my legs crackled with excitement as his hands moved above them, imperceptibly closer each time, never quite making it and yet dragging electricity over me anyway. I could no longer deny that my body was responding to this, and to him. Whether it started with the leggings, or the thong, or the makeup, or the fact that I hadn’t had a proper orgasm in weeks, I felt my cock jumping in my panties as his hands came close to touching me but never quite made it. 

“Let’s see how close,” I whispered, and lowered my hand to his inner thigh, getting closer, and closer, and closer to touching him, but never quite getting there. 

Except just then, his own cock flexed and brushed against my hand. “Oooh!” I squealed, and felt my own dick try again to get hard in response. 

“I have never been so turned on by not getting touched,” he said, looking directly into my eyes. 

I had never had an effect on anyone, and here we were, working ourselves up simply by being near one another. My hand moved the last inch it needed so I could cup his giant cock. I petted it through the fabric of his compression shorts, feeling it flex a few times as I stroked it. 

Then I started to massage it, feeling it uncoil and stiffen.

“I’m still not touching you,” I said. 

“Oh yeah?” he laughed. “You’re pretty good at not touching. Feels exactly like touching.”  

I stuck my hand in his shorts. 

“Still not touching.” 

His face got serious, and then he leaned down and kissed me, just as I got my hand onto his dick. My lips didn’t know what to do, so they opened. We stayed like that a long time, and I realized I hadn’t moved my hand yet. 

It was enormous. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do with it other than wrap one hand around the shaft but I realized there was room for at least one more hand above that. I didn’t know what he expected me to do, but luckily he took control. 

“Girl, you ain’t getting that in your mouth. Here,” he said, and stood up to get the bottle of lube. He squeezed a few drops onto my outstretched hands. 

I knew how to do this, not that I had done it on myself in a while. I used both hands, now nice and slippery, and started slowly working my way up and down his full length. He was completely hard now, making me feel even more inadequate about my own size. If girls like Callie wanted bigger guys, how could I blame them? Marcus was huge. 

As I watched my own small hands slowly work their way up and down his massive hard-on, he leaned in and pressed his lips to mine again, and I could feel myself throb inside the panties that would never let me get hard. 

My entire midsection was tingly. I had never felt anything like it; I needed to move around or I felt like I was going to ejaculate right then and there, and I wasn’t even hard. 

I needed release. I ached for it. I jerked him off with one hand and looked down at my other hand, covered in lube. I wanted it in my panties so badly, even though I knew I would only last a few slick strokes before blowing my load. 

“Uh-uh,” he said, shaking his head and reading my mind. 

He stood up, and then pulled me off the couch, leading me just a few steps until we were close to the bunk beds. With one motion, he spun me around and stood behind me, breathing right on the back of my neck. He grabbed both of my hands with his and put them on the bedframe of the top bunk. “You leave these right here,” he said into my ear. “No matter what happens, you hold on, OK? Don’t you move.”

I nodded and whispered “OK,” interlocking my fingers and wrapping them around the frame. I had to hold on tight since my hands were still covered with lube.  

By the sound of it, he had sat down on the trunk behind me, then I felt his hands move up the sides of my legs, and I shuddered. Then he slid his hands to my front, getting tantalizingly close to where my cock was throbbing, only he never actually touched me there. 

Then he did it again. 

And again. 

By the fourth or fifth time I knew I wanted him, I knew I wanted him to do whatever he wanted, as long as I could cum, which I desperately wanted to do. 

“Good girl,” he breathed. “Keep those hands right where they are.” 

I felt one of his massive hands find my ass, and he parted my legs a little with his other hand. He slipped one of his fingers into my thong, and pulled it aside. I felt helpless not knowing what he was up to back there, but I had a pretty good idea what he had in mind. I stood there with my ass exposed, and my helpless cock still stuffed into a small thong, pulsing with need. 

I felt both of his hands on my ass cheeks next, and then he spread them apart, exposing my asshole to him. Then he got to work with his tongue. 

“Oh my God,” I heard myself moan. 

He worked his tongue in slow circles around the outside of my asshole. I had no idea how sensitive it was, and never knew to dream about it. I felt like I collected another secret, and that I wanted hundreds more. 

His tongue had skill. His pace quickened, and he started to dart it over my puckered hole, not just the outside. It was just a tease, and as much as his tongue flicking against my hole made me want something more, he never gave it to me. 

Until he stopped, and I heard him get the bottle of lube again. 

“Don’t move those hands, remember,” he said. “I’ve got to start you off slow.” 

This time it was a lubed finger that he worked around my asshole, and he followed the same path: a slow circle, another slow circle, dragging it around and around the outside, only teasing me with more. He’d drag it across the hole and then start it over again, a circle in the other direction, and I felt my insides want to be filled. I pushed myself back against him, and I gasped as I felt his finger slide in. 

“Shhhh,” I heard him say, and he ran his other hand up my belly to hold me in place as he worked his finger in and out, slowly at first. I kept my eyes closed and concentrated on keeping my grip on the bedframe, but the pleasure I was feeling made me want to lose control. 

I turned my head to look behind. “More,” I whispered. 

I felt a second finger slide in, with a small amount of pain, followed by even more pleasure, like there was something inside of me that was always hidden and needed to be stroked. He worked two fingers in and out for a few minutes, curling them, pressing down on me and making me gasp, and the only thing I could think to say was: “More.”

“Oh, I’ll give you more,” he said, and I felt his fingers pull out. I immediately wanted them back in, and pushed my ass back to try and find them.

What I found instead was much bigger than two fingers, and now he was teasing my asshole with the head of his slippery cock. 

“Oh, take it, girl,” he breathed. 

The head of his cock was soft, and gentle, and even though it was much larger than mine, I still felt like I wanted it inside me, like I could fit it. I felt it slide partway in, and I knew I would need to stretch even more to let the rest of him in, as behind the soft head was something rock hard and wanting to get inside of me. 

Slowly, he eased the rest of him inside me, and it was slow, and torture. And then all at once I felt him slip all the way in at once, and I gasped “Oh!” and I squeezed my hands around his bedframe as hard as I could. He was all the way inside me now, and I was so full I couldn’t stand it. 

Slowly he eased himself out, but not all the way, then went back in again. He felt like he was at least nine inches long, and the whole length of him was working in and out, slowly. I got used to the size, and my body was sparking again the way it did outside. 

He was standing behind me, hands on my hips, thrusting in and out, and I could feel my soft cock try and fail to get hard as he started going faster. 

At the start of each stroke, I would feel him hit a pleasure button I never knew was inside of me, and when he was all the way in I felt so full, so stretched out, that I would feel a flutter of pleasure so intense that my knees would almost buckle. With his hands on my hips, he never let me fall, though. 

Then I could feel the need inside of me start to grow, start to take over the entire lower half of my body. As if he sensed it, as if he knew that I craved the climax that I knew was getting closer, he tugged the front of my thong aside and my soft little girldick was let out for the first time. 

He stroked deeper, holding me close, nibbling my ear and my neck, and I felt the sparks in my body start to explode all at once. 

There was so much cum inside of me, and he was fucking it out one dribble at a time. With every stroke of his he was hitting something inside me that unleashed another spurt. There were long ropes of cum on the floor, on the bedspread, dripping down my inner thigh, and hanging out of me. I was dripping everywhere, and still I could feel an orgasm building from within. This still wasn’t release, and yet that was what I wanted, whatever it took. It needed to be him, though. I knew I could not touch myself the way I had always done. Not anymore. 

In one swift motion, he pulled out of me, and I ached for him to put it back right away. He grabbed me from the bed, spun me to face him, and lifted me up off the floor, and I felt him re-enter me. I gasped and bucked against him as I was held in suspension, being filled by a pleasure I had never imagined, feeling myself lose more and more of myself as I begged for climax. 

I wrapped my own arms around his neck. He started fucking me just like that, slowly at first, only having me ride an inch or two of him. I felt a little like I was on one of those amusement park rides that makes you feel weightless when you go around a corner, and eventually he was bouncing me up his entire shaft, and I was feeling an intense pleasure deep inside me that only he was able to reach. 

I closed my eyes and gave in to it. I felt like I was flying. His sweaty thighs pounded into me as I hung in mid-air, being pushed to the brink of what I could take inside me. I had it all. I wanted it to keep going, and it did. 

I felt more pressure building inside of me, and I clenched, squeezing more out of my still-limp cock. I wanted an orgasm so badly, and it was almost here. Marcus grinned as he felt me grip him tighter. “Oh, you’re so ready,” and he moved us over to the couch, laid me down on it, and spread my legs. 

“You want it, don’t you?” he said, standing over me and not moving. 

“I want it,” I breathed. “Keep going, I’m so close.” 

I didn’t know what to do with my arms, so I steadied myself against the couch. Marcus held me in place with his huge hands behind my knees, bending me in half as he gave me his whole length again, fast, animal-like. He kept going faster and faster, and I felt that pressure build from inside me until it had nowhere to go. 

I could watch my soft dick flopping around as he pounded me, totally at the mercy of the pace he chose, and I held on as I couldn’t take it any longer and a wave of climax finally broke, hit me with full force. My legs shuddered, and a jolt of pleasure shot up, traveling every nerve in my body, through my chest and down my arms. I felt myself spasm, my tiny little cock spurting uncontrollably and shooting cum onto my belly, onto the couch, and hitting Marcus on his abs, glistening on his sweaty skin. 

“I’m gonna cum!” he groaned, and I felt him pull out of me. 

Just the act of him pulling his massive cock out of me felt like he plucked every nerve in my body at the same time, and I was completely over the edge. My soft little cock kept squeezing out cum, even as he started spraying shot after shot of his own thick cum onto my belly. 

My orgasm finally broke, and he let my legs down, as I was completely spent and had never been satisfied by anything more in my life. He stood above me and rubbed the inside of my thighs with his hands as we let our breathing slow. I felt no regret, no shame, not the way I did when holding a wad of tissues in a Taco Bell bathroom. This was not simply a release; this had been something more.

Wordlessly, he grabbed a towel from his closet and cleaned us both up, mopping up our sweat and ejaculate from one another’s bodies. He turned and went to grab the comforter from the bottom bunk, but before I could remind him that I had just shot cum all over it, he turned to me and said “yeah, maybe not that one, huh?” 

We laughed and he grabbed the comforter off the top bunk, then returned to the couch. 

“You’re not going anywhere,” he said, and he laid down on the couch, I curled up next to him, and felt his now-soft cock nestle right between my cheeks as I backed into him. He wrapped his arms around me, and we disappeared under the blanket. 

I don’t know which of us fell asleep first, but before I fell asleep I heard him say in my ear, “I don’t think Kenzie wants these leggings back. We’ll get you some new ones.”
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As far as the baseball team is concerned, Jamie Landry doesn’t go to UMASS anymore, and as far as I know, they don’t miss him. 

There is, however, a Harper Landry at UMASS now. Maybe you know her? Harper and her roommate Kenzie moved off campus for Sophomore year, and share an apartment down by Rao’s Coffee. Kenzie’s not around much since she spends so much time with her new boyfriend Nate, which leaves plenty of opportunity for Marcus to stay over with me a few times per week. 

Marcus and I are on the same co-ed softball team. It’s much more low-key, and not only do we get to laugh a lot when we play, but I get to wear leggings. I don’t switch hit anymore; better to only be one thing if that’s what you are. But Marcus likes to pat me on the butt when I do something well. Really he likes to pat me on the butt no matter what I’ve done.

I’d love to say I’m a pro at cosplay, but right now I’m really only interested in Samus Aran. Apparently in one of her games there’s a cheat code where you can play the whole game with her wearing a pink leotard. Marcus showed me one day when we were messing around in his room. I think he saw in my eye that that was going to be my next costume, and I wanted to be the one to put it together. It didn’t take a ton of work, and he taught me everything I needed to know to make the boots. 

Kenzie was so proud, and I felt pretty good that I accomplished something. I had been pretty down after walking away from baseball, but Marcus couldn’t keep his hands off me when I wore it, so I knew I was on to something.

Who knew? Harper was a real girl after all.


GIRL FOR A WEEK

A Transgender Romance Story

_________________________________
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Knee-high boots or not, there was nothing for me to do but start to walk home with my thumb out and hope for the best. Maybe I’d get lucky and Darien would come back for me. 

I had woken up that morning no more than a mile from the field where the party got busted by the cops. Most people ran at the first sign of the flashing lights, and Darien clearly didn’t wait around for me. We had gotten separated earlier when he followed a cute guy he swore made eyes at him, and since he was the only person I knew at the party and I didn’t want to talk to anyone yet, I went for a walk to clear my head; I had never gone out dressed as a girl before and was trying to avoid talking to anyone not named Darien. 

By the time I saw the flashing lights, I was nowhere near the party, and hid by the creekbed, waiting for the cops to leave. His van was gone by the time I made my way back to where we parked, so I grabbed the first full backpack I could find and headed for the treeline. 

The good news was that the backpack I grabbed had a tent and sleeping bag in it, along with some granola bars, a bottle of water, and a Red Sox baseball cap. I didn’t even pitch the tent; in the dark, how could I? All I did was take the sleeping bag out, stuff it in the tent, and zip everything up to keep the bugs off of me.

I slept a few restless hours. Every small forest noise was an aggressive policeman, just waiting to take advantage of someone in the woods, some party girl who probably already made so many bad decisions, what was one more? 

I only had the clothes on my back, and there wasn’t much fabric. Black chunky boots, fishnet stockings, a denim skirt, a t-shirt and hoodie. My dark eyeliner and blending couldn’t have survived the night, and I couldn’t check to see how I looked since there was no mirror. I probably looked how I felt, but at least I wasn’t covered in bug bites. 

I couldn’t go to any of the houses around here, since they’d know about the bust; I’d be turning myself in. And I had no phone, since it was still in Darien’s van, connected with a USB cable so we could listen to my playlist on the way to the party. I don’t know how far we drove, but we made it 6 or 7 songs, so I was miles from Northampton. 

I grabbed the water bottle, put on the hat since I had slept in my wig, and followed the creek bed to Route 116. I walked all the way to Route 5 before I knew I had to take my boots off and walk in my stockings, or else I’d get bad blisters, making the long walk that much worse than it already was. 

I didn’t know what time it was, but it was early enough where there weren’t many cars out yet to ignore me. But who could blame them? I must have looked awful, my red wig a mess, my fishnet stockings not the usual Sunday morning churchwear. Though I was passing businesses, nothing was open yet, and even if something was, who was I going to call? Yes, Darien is my friend, but it’s not like I know his phone number; he’s in my phone as “Darien” and that’s it. I’d need my phone to call him. 

The Whately Diner and truck stop wasn’t far, and if I could get there, maybe I could hitch a ride with a trucker who was headed into Northampton. Yes, I was a guy dressed as a girl in public for the first time. Yes, it was humiliating. 

Did I have a choice?

***

“What can I get you, sweetie?” the waitress said. Her name tag read “Laurie.” 

“Nothing yet,” I said, controlling my voice the way Darien taught me. “Can I use the bathroom?” 

She pointed to the sign that read “Bathrooms and Showers,” and I remembered I’d have to use the women’s room. The stall door closed but wouldn’t lock, so it wouldn’t stay shut. I sat and peed like a lady, holding the door shut with one hand, and looking at the black lace panties at my knees. 

I stood, wiped, and shimmied back into my panties and stockings. This was the longest I had stayed dressed as a girl in my whole life, as usually it was just for a few hours. I needed to fix myself up; who knows what the waitress saw when I talked to her, but she probably thought I had done a walk of shame to the diner and now needed saving. 

The wig looked like hell, but the hat took care of that. The makeup was a little rough, but nothing some damp fingers and a little soap couldn’t clean up. The paper towels felt rough on my skin. I could face her like this, I suppose. 

“What’ll it be?” she said, as I made my way around the corner. The diner was empty except for us. 

I sighed. Here goes. 

“I…actually have no money, I have no phone, I have no ride. Do you know if someone here can take me to Northampton? I kind of…made a mistake.” I didn’t need to tell her what kind of mistake. I’m sure she made plenty. 

She looked me up and down and grimaced. “Look, sweetie,” she said, before looking away. “You know what? I bet you don’t need a lecture. You look like you already learned whatever I’m about to tell you. You want a cup of coffee? On me. You can help me wrap these forks and knives in napkins. I’m all alone up front right now. We’ll call it even.” 

She got me a cup of coffee and I hopped up onto a seat at the counter. She asked if I had a rough night and I made my best “I don’t feel like talking about it” face, and she didn’t push it. She told me about her labradoodle home in his new cage, her two grown kids, and I must have made a face that made it look like I didn’t think she could have grown kids. She had a few wrinkles around the eyes, a little gray in her hair, but her figure was still great. 

“I know, I know,” she said. “I was too young. Younger than you. It was hard, and he wasn’t worth it. I hope you were careful with whoever it was last night. Life’s already hard. Don’t make it harder.”

Did Laurie think I was a girl? Or is she humoring me? Is she saying the things I want to hear? Don’t women talk this way? Wait, how do women talk? 

“I have to use the bathroom again,” I said quietly.

“Yep, get it all out,” Laurie said, but I didn’t want to know what she meant. 

I just needed to collect myself. As I stared into the truck stop bathroom mirror for the second time, if I thought about it really hard, I guess I saw what Darien had seen when he said “girl, you could totally pass for a hot chick, and I can prove it.” 

Darien only found out about my little girly hobby because he doesn’t knock. Or, more specifically, he knocks while opening the door. I was just tipsy enough to not remember to check that my door was locked, and the music was loud enough to cover up his knock, and there was therefore a totally excusable reason Darien burst into my living room to see me dancing to Lady Gaga in a long, blonde wig, a white corset, and a white thong. 

It would be a great story if I said he was flustered, thought I was a visiting girlfriend, and backed out the door thinking I finally had a lover. But no, he knew immediately it was me, and we both froze though the music kept playing. 

Of all the things that could have happened that night, I’m eternally grateful for what really did, and we’ve remained best friends ever since. He shut the door, locked it, turned off the music, and gave me a huge hug. When Darien left at 3 in the morning, I had a sidekick, a confidant, and I had two appointments with some drag queen friends of his so that I looked less like a “scary clown.” 

From there it was two months of dressing up, tips from Darien, and all the support I could use. When I graduated, I stayed put – what was there at home? At home, there was no dressing up. Here there was. 

“A secret life is not a life,” he had said the night he convinced me to go to the field party. “It’s just a secret. And believe me, girl, no one keeps these kinds of secrets very well.” 

So we went to the party. 

Now you’re caught up.  

“There’s your guy,” Laurie said, pointing to the parking lot as I came out of the bathroom. “Just came in for a cup of coffee to go. He’s outside waiting for you. Good kid. You’ll be safe, and he’ll get you home.” 

I whispered a quick thank you and went outside. 

The truck had “Ed Garrault Construction” painted on the side, with a phone number. All the letter Ts were hammers. 

“I’m Toby.”

“Oh,” I said.

“Oh?” he laughed. “That’s it, just an ‘oh’?” 

“Sorry,” I said. “I guess I figured your name was Ed.” 

“Ed is my father,” he said. 

“Gotcha, Toby Garrault.”

“And then here’s where you tell me your name.” 

That question usually has a simple answer. Every time someone asked me that question, the answer was either “Duncan” or “Duncan Tepps.” When I was 3 I’d say “Duncan Lee Tepps.” Of course, I had an alternate name for when I dressed up, but since yesterday was the first time Darien convinced me to go out as a girl, I had never used it with anyone other than him. 

“Leanna,” I said. 

“Nice to meet you, Leanna,” he said. “Hop in. Laurie told me you need a ride to Northampton. I’m headed to Florence, but I’ll drop you off on the way. It’s no trouble.” 

I couldn’t tell if Toby was always a talker, or if he was nervous and looking to fill the space in the truck cab with something, but I was glad for it. He talked a lot about himself, and mostly wanted to know things about me that I could answer with a yes or a no so I didn’t have to control my voice for very long. 23, Boston, Software Engineering. That got a raised eyebrow.  

He was 26, and had lasted one semester at UMASS, years before I got there. He felt sorry for himself for a few months, but then realized he didn’t want to prove to others that he’d read a book, and instead he could show them what he made. He went to work for his Dad and loves feeling like his work matters, like he’s done something that people need and can care about. 

“And then when I’m done building their thing, I want them to never think about me again. That’s the goal. To make something so well that it turns invisible, and is a normal part of their house.” 

Toby was the opposite of Darien. Toby was tall, Darien was shorter. Toby was scruffy, Darien was smooth. Toby’s boots were filthy, his shirt had paint on it, his hat was stained. Darien only wore clothes that looked brand-new, hated dirt, and got manicures. Toby’s hands were already dirty and it was only 7:20. 

“This is me, the white one on the left,” I said as he crawled his truck down my street. He stopped out front, and he said “well, nice to meet you, Leanna. I’ll see you.”

“See you,” I said. “Thanks so much for the ride. I owe you and Laurie.” 

He held his hand up. “Don’t sweat it,” he said. 

I hopped out of his truck and didn’t watch him pull away. Though my legs were sore and my feet hurt, I did a speedwalk around back to get to my staircase.
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If I were a real girl, would I have said ‘this is me, the white one on the left’? Would I have felt safe telling a total stranger exactly where I live? It was Leanna’s voice, but it was Duncan talking. I was used to being immediately forgotten by everyone, so there was no risk sharing details. Where do I live? Right here! Are you coming over? Well, no. Maybe I’ll see you around. 

Luckily my landlord has rented to college kids for a long time, and I remembered the code to the keypad lockbox at the top of the stairs so I could get the spare key. As soon as the door unlocked, I rushed inside my apartment, slammed the door, locked it, and tore off my wig. I’d put the key back later. 

I’d have all day to go to Darien’s to get my phone, assuming he made it out without getting stopped by the cops, but I needed to change clothes and take a shower. Everything I was wearing went right in the hamper, the boots went in the closet, and I wasn’t sure what could be done about the wig. I wondered if Laurie and Toby would have treated me differently if I hadn’t found the baseball cap. 

I was Duncan now, good old Duncan, and needed a shower. 

I turned the water on as hot as it would go, sat in the tub, and scrubbed it all away. I still wasn’t used to being so smooth, and washing myself felt strange. I couldn’t lather soap the way I used to, as I’d work up some suds and it would all slip right off of me like a slide. I had also shaved my pubic area completely, at Darien’s urging, and so washing myself there felt even stranger. I always felt my cock was tiny, which was why I had no experience with girls; I was too afraid when it came down to it. But running my hands over my little hairless nub made me feel even smaller than I probably was. 

It didn’t feel like a normal shower, and yet I still had my sandalwood soap and my sporty shampoo. I smelled like Duncan when I was done, but I felt a little like I borrowed someone else’s soap. 

After I toweled off and came out to get dressed, I saw I had been in there for 30 minutes. What was it with me and time today? For me to have gotten to the diner shortly after 7, I must have woken up at 6. How many miles did I walk? 

After I slid into my boxer briefs and sweatpants, I heard a knock at the door, loud and urgent. Cops? Did they find my stuff in Darien’s van and track me here? 

I tiptoed through the living room and looked out the peephole. 

It was Darien.

“Dude,” I said, opening the door. “What the hell happened?”

“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry,” he said, throwing his arms around me. 

“How’d you know I was here?” I said.

“The lockbox is open,” he said. “I have all your stuff. What have you been doing? I’ve been knocking for like an hour.”

“I was in the shower,” I said. “It was not an hour.”

“Whatever,” he said. “It felt like it. Tell me everything. How did you get home? Where did you go? I couldn’t wait for you, and I’m sorry, and you must hate me.”

“I don’t hate you,” I said. “I was by the trees when the cops came, so I hid. You walked off to chase Mr. Blue Tank Top, remember?” 

“Eric,” he said. “I didn’t even get his number. Whatever. Keep going. Did you just wait? Did you go to the van?”

“They must have busted some people, but they never came back where I was. It felt like forever, but they left, and then I went to where we parked but you had gone. I found someone’s bag that had a tent in it. I slept by the trees.”

“I don’t know what happened,” he said. “We’ve had parties in that field for years. The guy who owns it never checks it and doesn’t do anything with it. It’s just a meadow. We’ve camped in it all the time! No one even lives on that road!”

I told him about walking, about Laurie, about Toby. I told him how I walked partway home and tried hitchhiking and no one picked me up. That I must have looked like a sad girl feeling last night’s regrets between her legs. I told him how, strangely enough, no one thought I was a guy. 

“I promised you a night out dancing where no one knew you and you could be your sexy self, and I still owe you.”

“Forget it. I’m not doing that again.”

“Girl, you have to! You’re so close.”

“Please don’t call me that. I’m just me right now.”

“I don’t think so,” he said. “You were you last night. Right now you’re in costume. I used to wear one too, you know.” 

“Seriously, what would have happened if I got caught by the cops? I had no ID on me, and then we’d have gone to your car and I’d look crazy saying ‘my name’s Duncan’ and then I’d bat my eyes. It’s ridiculous.”

He waved his hands. “This is the Happy Valley, these cops have seen worse already. Plus you looked cute, plus they’d have gotten a female officer to frisk you, so you don’t have to worry about some big, burly police officer putting his big, strong hands all over your body, feeling you all over, making you feel his strength, like he could do anything to you if he wanted, which he does, because you totally looked cute.” 

Darien opened my wallet and fanned himself with it, waiting for my reaction. When he didn’t get one, he put it down and shrugged. 

“We’ll get you a nice guy one of these days.”

“Darien, I don’t want a nice guy.”

“Then we’ll get you a bad guy.”

“I don’t want a guy at all.”

“Then we’ll get you the kind of girl who likes girls like you.” 

“I’m tired, Darien, I’m not exactly thinking about my sex life.” I thought about washing my tiny little cock in the shower. Did I even have a sex life to think about? 

He paused and stared at me. A smile formed on his lips.

“But it was fun, right?” he said. 

“Oh, come on. It was a total disaster.”

“No it wasn’t,” he said, still smiling. “You got out, you wore what you wanted, you looked great, you had an adventure, you got a ride home from a sweaty builder, nothing bad happened, and you had two people convinced you’re a girl. That was spectacular. No one gets coming out parties like that, and you did.” 

“I could have been killed.”

“Stop it, Duncan. You weren’t there. Leanna was, right?”

“It was a huge risk. The world can be cruel.”

“Don’t I know it,” he said. “You didn’t go through high school like this. I did.”

“Are we having a contest?”

“No,” he said. “I’m not trying to brag about being bullied. I’m saying, I came out and it was hard. I had no boyfriends in high school and no one to date. My parents never accepted who I am. My first kiss was when I was 19. You had a great first time out, even if it doesn’t feel that way. When this story starts being funny to you, you’ll see.” 

“I can’t see this being funny.”

“This should give you confidence. We’ll work on the sexy part later. This worked out, girlie. We didn’t get caught, you got to be yourself, and I can tell Lakeisha she was right.”

“And what exactly did Lakeisha say?” Lakeisha was the drag name of Darien's friend Tripp. 

“She said you’re a natural, that you learned everything you could about makeup, that you learned fast, and she’d kill for your body.” 

“She did not say that. And she can have my body. I want hers.”

“She’s six-three, she has broad shoulders, has a five o’clock shadow as soon as she shaves, and has an absolute hog between her legs that she can’t hide and that she doesn’t use because she’s a bottom. Whatever you got, she wants.”

Darien told me all about how he panicked and drove off with two freshmen girls who heard of the party from their RA’s boyfriend. He told me how he had to drive them all the way to campus, then was too spooked to go back to the party to see where I was. He said he prayed I was OK. I said I was done with pop-up parties, no matter how accepting the crowd. 

When we were roommates freshman year, Darien and I never talked sex. I’d change the subject when he’d bring it up, and he later told me that he didn’t like making straight guys feel uncomfortable. “You’d be surprised how prudish they get once the conversation stops being about what they’d like to do with their dicks.” Something clicked with us right away, though, and we roomed together for three years. 

He was respectful, and always gave me a head’s up if he thought he’d be bringing a guy home so I could go to the library or head to the lounge. Only one time in three years did I have to pretend to be asleep when he brought a guy home. They stage-whispered until they found Darien’s bed, and then I heard them making out, and they must have been sixty-nining because for about 90 frantic seconds all I heard were muffled, throaty sounds of pleasure. 

He apologized the next morning, saying that Elliott’s roommate was still up and they had been dancing and were about to explode and needed a place to go. I said it was OK, and to please don’t do it again. 

I never told him that in the same 90 seconds it took them to get one another off, I had given myself just two little tugs beneath my sheets and blew so much cum into my hand that I panicked and didn’t know what to do. I had no idea how long they were going to giggle-whisper in the next bed, and had no idea if they were just waiting around for Round Two, so I did the only safe thing I could think to do: I slowly licked it all off my palm and fingers and swallowed every drop. 

That night I was collecting reasons to be ashamed. Not only was I ashamed that I was that turned on by two guys, and ashamed that I had to lick my own cum off my hand, but I also was ashamed when, less than ten minutes later, I was hard again, after they left the room and I was left staring at the glow in the dark star and moon stickers on our ceiling. I remember waiting for my second erection to go down, then I got up, brushed my teeth, and tried to fall asleep. I swore I’d never tell him one bit of what had happened, but it stayed in my mind every time he mentioned sex or dating. 

What was I even attracted to? 

It wasn’t Vanessa Gerber, my one and only kiss on my one and only date. She told everyone I was a bad kisser, and I was humiliated. 

It also wasn’t Darien. I couldn’t imagine kissing him, or dating him, or cuddling on the couch with him. 

It wasn’t Elliott, or Eric, or Li, or Ryan, or anyone else he had dated. 

It wasn’t Lakeisha.  

“Look, I’ll leave this alone,” he told me one night after trying–and failing–to set me up with another girly boy or boyish girl from his circle of friends. “You keep saying you’re straight, but you’re definitely a little bent, and I’m just trying to help you find someone. Girlfriend or boyfriend, you’ll make a great one, and someone is going to make you melt. I won’t push this anymore, but if you’re going to do this on your own, know you can tell me anything.” 

I knew he cared, and his discovery of Leanna at least meant that he knew why I needed to live on my own. 

He stayed another hour and by the end, we were laughing a lot, just like we usually do. Maybe the hitchhiking story was funny already. I was exhausted, and needed to take it easy, so a day of boring domestic stuff sounded pretty good. I did two loads of laundry, no longer bothering to separate girl clothes from guy clothes. I watched a samurai movie with subtitles, ate a bowl of cereal, and took a nap. When I woke up it was turning into that part of a Sunday evening where it’s too early to call it a night, but too late to start anything that takes time. 

While I was figuring out what to do and what I should eat for dinner, there was a knock at the door. 

I slowly got up from the couch, secretly proud that I was better about locking my door. It was probably Darien, back to try and get me to go out, like I didn’t have work the next day. 

I looked through the peephole. I jumped back a little from the door. It was not Darien. 

It was Toby.
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I froze, not wanting to make a sound. If I moved, maybe he’d see a shadow under the door and know I was here. Then he wouldn’t go away. 

Could he even see a shadow under the door? Have I ever checked?

Even if I wouldn’t cast a shadow that he could see, he would definitely be able to hear me if I moved. 

He knocked again. 

Don’t move.

There's no way I could answer the door. Toby didn’t meet Duncan, he met Leanna. And right now, as far as he knew, Duncan was in her apartment. 

So my fears came true: Toby was definitely paying attention when I told him where I lived, and this was my own fault. No girl would have done this, and he probably took my nervousness as flirting. If a strange girl told me her address and then I watched her walk there, would I have felt invited? 

Not long after the third knock, I could hear the rustle of clothing, then he started walking down the stairs. I tiptoed in my socks to the kitchen window, where if I pressed myself against the wall, I could make out the side yard. Toby walked until he was out of view, and a moment later I saw headlights, then the street was dark. 

Darien, I texted as soon as I could exhale. Toby was just here.

It only took a minute for a reply to come back, and it was only one word: shit. 

I could see the little bubbles, indicating that he was writing. They stopped, then started again. This went on for a few minutes, until finally he sent: did you talk to him? 

No! I wrote back. 

More bubbles, and then they stopped. 

After a full minute with nothing, Darien was Facetiming me.

“Seriously,” I said, after answering. “What just happened?” 

I could see him walking. He was at the Haymarket and was making his way outside.

“OK,” he said once he got to the street. “Tell me everything.”

“He just knocked on the door,” I said. “I didn’t answer. I stood there until he left.”

“Why are you whispering in your own place?” he asked. “Relax.” 

“How can I relax? He knows where I live, and he stopped by. This means he’ll probably do it again.”

“He probably wants closure,” Darien said. “You made an impression and he wants more. I told you, you looked cute, and you sleeping outside didn’t change that.”

“Or he knows I’m a guy and he wants a thrill.”

“And that’s so bad?” 

“I don’t want a thrill.”

“You will once you have one,” he teased. “But OK, let’s think about this. Could he be bringing something back? Could you have forgotten something in his car?”

“No. You had everything, remember?” I said. 

“Oh, right. I think you have you treat this like he thinks you’re cute, is interested, and isn’t going to go away. Like I said, he wants closure. And…” he paused.

“And what?” 

“And you have to give it to him.”

“No I don’t!”

“Yes you do,” Darien said. “What are you going to do, screen visitors like you screen calls? Move to a new apartment? You’ve been there two years. It’s just one conversation, and it’s with someone you’ve already talked to.”

“I can’t do this!” I hissed. “It’s not fair to either of us.”

“He is probably sitting up thinking about you, which is romantic as fuck and you can’t see it. So even if you don’t want to date him, he’s going to stop by again, and Leanna should break it to him gently.” 

“How do I know when he’s going to come again?”

“You don’t,” Darien grinned. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“Do you have work this week?” he asked.

“Yes, but it’s for Professor Hale, so I’m doing it here.” 

“Then you need to make sure when Toby knocks on your door again, Leanna answers.” 

“But that could be days!” 

“I’ll call you tomorrow, Leanna.” 

***

Even though I was in my own apartment, I had slept better the night I slept in a field in a tent that wasn’t even pitched. 

The whole night I thought about Toby, about how in his mind he picked up a girl from a truck stop and saw her home. I tried seeing myself from his seat, a quiet, young woman with an unstated problem that he needed to help solve. He did bring that girl home, after all. Who knows how long I’d have been at that truck stop if he hadn’t come by? Would I still be walking home now? 

I thought maybe Darien was right, and that I wasn’t picked up by a crazy person; I was picked up by Toby. I was fine. Nothing bad happened. 

I thought about myself, how I was waiting for something, but didn’t know what. I was 23, had only been kissed once, and had no idea how to be in a relationship. I wasn’t even sure who I wanted to be in a relationship with. 

If he shows up again tomorrow, what do I say to him? What will he say to me? 

My alarm went off at the usual time, but I was already awake. 

I knew I had to dress as Leanna, but I had never done it first thing in the morning before. I got up, made some coffee, and examined my wardrobe. Most of what I owned was to make me feel hot or turned on or feminine, and was not exactly something a modest girl should be wearing to talk to someone they weren’t dating. I quickly used a test of “can I answer the door in this?”  

Very little passed the test. For someone with no sex life, I sure dressed like a slut.

I started with pink cotton panties. The entire time I had worn panties, I’d get turned on as soon as I tucked myself into them. They felt so tight, and even though I wasn’t as well-endowed as Lakeisha, even that had nowhere to go once I slid into them. Today was no different, even if the panties I chose weren’t supposed to be sexy. 

But they felt good, and I had to take a few deep breaths to remind myself not to get turned on. 

That was hard, as I had to go through a lot of sexy outfits to find some that other people could safely see me in. I settled on a baby blue tennis skirt, white knee-high socks, and an oversized pink T-shirt. The red wig was a tangled mess from the other night, and so I had to go with a blonde one, which was my natural hair color anyway. After 30 minutes leaning toward the mirror, Leanna was staring back at me. Hopefully I didn’t have to do this all week, as being a girl took more time. 

Did I look the way I did when I met Toby? Would Toby think so? Would he think I looked better? 

I sat at the kitchen table with my laptop and got to work. For the Summer I’d be helping a Sociology professor with his research on the placement of free clinics in New England. When I’d tell Darien about software and coding, he always found it fascinating. “I can’t believe you get to do that for a job. At least it’s honest. My job is to tell people they look good in whatever they just tried on,” he said once. “They usually don’t.” 

It could have been honest work, but it wasn’t glamorous. A lot of people didn’t see the work that went into things before you could write software. Professor Hines had data on lower income healthcare access, but since many of the patients aren’t well-educated, “Massachusetts” is spelled about a hundred different ways. So are the towns they’re from. Some didn’t have social security numbers. Some had two. Some didn’t know their zip code, and some never wrote the reason for their visit, and I had to figure it out from the clinic code. 

The database contained thousands upon thousands of rows of data. I had to fix all of it. 

It was unsexy work, and I was in an unsexy outfit. 

It was a good distraction, though. After an hour I realized that I was sitting at the table, legs crossed, and I hadn’t thought about Toby since my morning makeup session. I padded around the apartment in my socks, had lunch, and realized that if I was going to be a girl for a little while, I may as well paint my nails. This made the afternoon a little bit more bearable, as I’d look down and see pink nails typing the words I told them to type. 

I must have been daydreaming, because at 2:45, there was a knock at the door. 

It couldn’t be. Could it?

I stood up and smoothed my skirt, walking slowly to the door so that I wouldn’t make loud footsteps. I still needed an out.

When I looked through the peephole, though, I saw that it wasn’t Toby. 

“Supplies!” Tripp said, shoving his way into my apartment after I opened the door for him. I had a hard time when Tripp was Tripp, as I mostly saw him as Lakeisha when we’d go out to the Denim Club for his shows. Even saying “his” was hard. 

He started taking out some bottles from a shopping bag, putting them on my coffee table.

“You look great,” he said. “I am so proud of how well you learned about makeup.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “I’m guessing Darien told you about this?” 

“You can’t be dressed all cute and then smell like a guy when he comes over,” he said. “Here’s some shampoo, body wash, some shaving foam, pink razors, and the rest is in case things go well.” 

He took out a squirt bottle of lube.

“Tripp,” I said, “come on! I don’t even–”

Tripp put his hands on my shoulders and looked down on me. He really was tall. 

“Girl, please. I don't know what you’re into, and maybe you don’t either. But whether you’re a Girl Scout or a Boy Scout, be prepared.” 

He walked over to the door. “There’s sushi in there. You get that in the fridge. And there’s  a little surprise from me.” 

With his hand on the doorknob, he turned back to look at me. 

“You are going to kill it. I know you will.” 

“Why does everyone think that?”

“It’s a performance for me, girly. It’s not a performance for you.” 

And with that, he was gone.

I looked in the bag on the coffee table, and sure enough, there was sushi, along with two pairs of chopsticks. I took the surprise out of the bag. It was a pink leather purse. Inside was a note that read “So you don’t leave anything in the van again.” 

***

By six o’clock I had eaten half the sushi, and by 6:30 I had eaten the rest. By 7:00 I stopped looking out the window and moved from the kitchen table to the couch. By 7:30 I had been sucked into a Hallmark movie and hadn’t noticed that Darien had texted me twice. Any luck??? was the message at 7:42, and at 8:12 it was I hope this means you’re getting laid, girl. 

Nope, I wrote back during a commercial. 

I couldn’t decide what to write next, so I didn’t write anything. I sat there on my couch with my legs tucked beneath me, watching the end of the movie. It was about a once wealthy woman who got divorced and had to move back to her small hometown to help her ailing mother, but only after her rich, hedge fund husband helped buy the local tool factory and then move it overseas. The woman started to rekindle her high school relationship with Garrett, a gruff machine operator at that factory who lost his job and didn’t feel like a provider. He eventually discovered it was her ex-husband’s company who was to blame for his unemployment, and the whole town turned on her out of loyalty to him and his family. 

By the end, though, they proved their love for one another, united the town, and used her divorce settlement to turn the tool factory into their own soap company, named after her now deceased mother. 

Garrett dressed a little like Toby. 

Although, how do I really know what Toby dresses like? I saw him twice. Once for a 20 minute drive, the next time standing outside my apartment door. Both times he was in work clothes. 

But he probably could clean up, right? At the end of the movie, Garrett wore a shirt and a tie so they could talk to representatives of a store, and it all worked out. What would Toby look like in a shirt and tie? How often did he transform like Garrett? 

By this time it was 9:30, and it was pretty clear no one was coming over. 

I had, however, spent the whole day dressed as Leanna, the first time I had ever done that. The first few times I dressed, it was only for an hour or so. I was getting very turned on from anything I wore back then; whether I was wearing something sexy or modest, eventually I wouldn’t be able to resist, and I’d play with myself. 

Even that went through phases. At first I would masturbate like normal, getting hard and jerking myself off. But getting dressed up took a lot of time and energy, and I never liked staying dressed after I climaxed. Plus, I wouldn’t feel very feminine if I got dolled up and then played with myself like a guy. That’s when I decided that I’d only rub myself through my panties, which is how I started buying much sexier panties. 

At first I’d get hard, but over time I’d rub myself and stay soft the whole time. I could also rub directly above my cock and get the same result, as if I had my own clit. It would take a lot longer, but that was fine. Over time, being dressed as a girl would last hours, even if I decided to play with myself. 

Most of the last several days were spent as Leanna, and I needed to go to bed. Might as well keep it going.

For the night I settled on a pink tanktop and pink cotton panties that looked like they matched. I also touched up my fingernails and toenails, and sat cross legged on my bed, brushing the tangles out of my red wig. I could see my little bulge in my panties, and while it felt a little electric, I didn’t feel like masturbating. While my dressing as a girl was undeniably sexual for a long time, recently it didn’t feel sexual. Sometimes it felt, well, normal. 

I was satisfied with how the red wig looked, and while I wasn’t ready to try and sleep in it, I set it aside for the morning. I cracked the bedroom window open a little, let in a little cooler night air, pulled the sheet up around me, and went to sleep.
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I jerked awake at 4:08. Sometime earlier I had kicked my sheet off of me, my bedroom was chilly, and I could feel the goosebumps on my exposed thighs. My hard nipples poked into my tanktop. My cock throbbed, and I felt tingles running up and down my legs. I hadn’t felt like this since I was around 13 years old and I would wake up in the middle of having a wet dream. This time, I hadn’t cum, but I felt close. As I lay there, I slowly pieced together the dream that caused me to wake up, and I tried to calm myself down. 

In the dream, I was in my bed, unable to move. I heard sounds of construction all around me, and at one point Toby climbed in the open bedroom window, covered in sawdust. “You need a lot of work,” he said, rubbing his hands together, sawdust flying everywhere. 

“What can I do?” I had whimpered.

“Well, let me see,” he said, and he started to rub his rough hands all over me. He dragged his open palms over my thighs, up my sides, over my nipples, and up my neck. Then he went back down again and started over. I wasn’t able to move much, but I could squirm my hips. 

The whole time someone was drilling in the next room, and I heard hard, regular hammering. 

“Who is that?” I said, my eyes closed as he rubbed me all over.

“Don’t worry,” Toby said. “They can’t see you. But I can.” He rubbed even harder. 

I woke myself up when I felt like I couldn’t take another full body rub, and Toby’s voice was echoing in my head: “This is going to take a lot of work.”

My heart was pounding and I was feeling the same way I felt when I had listened in on Darien getting off with Elliott: a combination of shame and excitement, and I couldn’t tell which was winning. 

I was wearing panties, and my body was trying to get hard, but there was nowhere for the erection to go, so I was simply throbbing helplessly. 

Despite it being four in the morning, I needed a cold shower. Yes, I was turned on, but I still couldn’t bring myself to climax knowing the dream I had. Could I be this turned on by the thought of Toby? 

That was a rough way for the week to go, and it only got rougher.

After getting out of the shower, I knew I needed to keep my cock compressed, as there was no way I could let it free. The more it moved, the more I wanted release. The more I wanted release, the more I felt conflicted about why I wanted it. The only solution was to make sure it couldn’t move. 

That was Tuesday, when I decided on a pair of black capri leggings, a yellow tanktop, and the same red wig I wore to the party. Wednesday I picked a short black miniskirt and a white cami, and redid my nails in the shiniest red polish I had. Thursday I decided that a white blouse and a black pencil skirt would help me power through the rest of my data work, and I felt like I was in command. But Thursday night came and went, and by the time the second commercial break had happened in that night’s movie, I had changed out of my power office outfit and into sweatpants and a hoodie. I kept the wig, though.  

All week, I kept having dreams about Toby, or about Garrett, or about whatever impossibly good-looking man happened to star in that night’s Hallmark movie, and was getting very worked up. 

Darien stopped by one night with ice cream, Tripp came by with a new moisturizer that smelled like peaches, and the whole week I stayed dressed as Leanna. I kept cleanly shaved, I did my makeup each morning and removed it before bed, and I watched a new romantic Hallmark movie each night. I smelled like berries one day, peaches the next, and I stood in front of my mirror to apply lotion, going delightfully slowly, feeling every inch of my now-smooth body.

While I enjoyed the sensations, it was nothing compared to how I felt when dream-Toby would touch me, and I knew that if I got myself off, I’d be fighting the same battle between horniness and shame, and I didn’t want to lose that battle again. 

By Friday morning I had so much pent-up sexual tension that I knew I needed to stuff myself into the smallest black lace thong I owned. Yes, I was horny, but all I thought about and dreamt about all week were construction workers, and what was that admitting about myself? If I gave myself release now, that would be admitting something I wasn’t sure I was ready to admit. 

There I was, standing in front of a mirror in a sensible black sundress and a tiny thong, and I was relieved that there was no bulge in my front, despite how much I felt like I was going to pop. But it was Friday, it was the last day of the week, and I gave myself a little pep talk.

OK, he hasn’t shown up all week, but today could be the day. Get ready. You can do this.  

I got the last of the encouraging text messages from both Darien and Tripp. Good luck, gurl! Came the note from Darien. I sent a selfie to Tripp. You look great! He wrote back, with a kiss emoji and a flexing bicep. 

Whose bicep? Mine?

I wanted to share that underneath my black summer dress was the tiniest pair of panties I owned, that the black lace was working overtime to keep my erection contained, and that I was so desperately horny that every night I was agonizingly close to cumming in my sleep, and that I was terrified that even smelling sawdust would put me over the edge. 

I also wanted to share that, despite being reluctant to dress as Leanna all week, I was now getting used to it. I woke up each morning and didn’t have to suppress my urge to dress in girl clothes; I just did it, and it was normal. 

Despite Darien telling me that Toby wanted closure, and that I should just give it to him, wasn’t part of me disappointed that it was Friday morning and he hadn’t come by again? 

Who wanted closure, me or him? 

For as much work as I got done on Thursday dressed in my pencil skirt, Friday was the opposite. I sat at the kitchen table and simply could not focus. I’d catch myself staring out the window every few minutes. I’d watch my painted nails type on my laptop, but it felt slower than it did the other morning. I sat with my legs crossed under the table, but while I would cross them earlier in the week because it was comfortable, now it felt like I was trying hard to squeeze something, to hold it back. 

Maybe it was the humid day, or the black dress, but my cock felt warmer between my thighs, a pulsating little button. I kept my legs crossed tightly, swinging one foot almost constantly, trying to keep myself as small as I could. 

I was grateful for a lunch break, but it also gave me time to think, which was dangerous. I spent a few minutes thinking back on my week, how it began with Darien telling me to spend it dressed as Leanna. It ended up being the longest I’d ever spent dressed as a girl, and while it proved to me that I could do it, and that I had the support of my closest friends, it also hadn’t led where I thought it would go.

While I was doing it in case Toby came by my apartment again and he could talk to me as he knew me, it’s not like I knew what I’d say to him. What was I going to say? Hello, I’m not interested, thanks for stopping by?

Plus, after the week I had, was I really not interested? What were those dreams I was having? 

It was Friday afternoon, and it’s not like there was much more week left. How much more time would I give him? If he didn’t show up by tonight, is that it? Do I pack it in and go back to dressing as Duncan? Do I keep this up all weekend, or more?

Admittedly, the thought of doing it for the weekend felt almost expected. There were some things that I’d have to make sense of, but if this felt right, couldn’t I keep it going a little while longer? Even if not for closure with Toby, couldn’t I do it for me? It was starting to feel like the “me” I lived as last week was suddenly different from the “me” I was this week. 

Could I do it all weekend, Toby or no Toby? I could go grocery shopping, or go to the library as Leanna, sure. I had a lot of practice over the last week. I had a few outfit options left, and after being cooped up all week waiting for him, I felt more than ready to go out, boy or girl. 

I pecked at my keyboard for a while, paced around the apartment to fight off the ache I felt inside me, and tried to keep focused. When Darien texted me, I had no idea how long I had zoned out for, but it was nearly 6 o’clock. 

And? read his text. 

Nothing, I quickly wrote back. 

Two words, came his reply. I imagined what they’d be. “Fuck him,” was one contender. “Move on” was another. “Too bad” was a distant third. 

Denim Club, came the end of his thought. Dress for fun. Pick you up at 8. 

I had been there many times, mostly to support Tripp and Darien for their drag shows. Could I go as a girl? That meant that most men would leave me alone, but it also meant that I might get hit on by women. Two weeks ago, the thought of being hit on by horny, confident women wouldn’t have been nearly as disappointing as it felt now. 

Did I want to get hit on by men? Or a man? A particular man?

I looked down at what I was wearing. The dress I had on was fine for working in the house and feeling girly, but it probably wasn’t as “fun” as what Darien had in mind.

I could do fun, and I knew the dress I needed to pick. It was slender, form-fitting, and black. It somehow gave me hips, which thrilled me the first time I pranced around in front of my mirror. It was so tight, in fact, that I knew I’d need to keep the same panties on so I’d stay compressed. I was already worked up from the week, and the Club seemed to pulse with sex whenever I’d go. I would need all the help I could get. 

Especially if I’d be dancing. 

Wait, could I dance? 

I suppose I could, if my late-night practice sessions in my apartment meant anything at all. I knew that when I put on some sexy underwear or a slinky dress that I felt the need to move. Alcohol helped, sure. So did the fact that I’d feel sexy all dolled up, even when I didn’t look it. 

At first I needed Tripp’s help with makeup, but by the time he and Darien knocked on my apartment door to pick me up that night, I had shimmied into my garter and stockings, squeezed into my dress, and transformed myself into Club Girl Leanna all on my own.  

After some quick air kisses and some reassurance that it was worth waiting the week, after some compliments and some support, we all went out the door, and I had my phone and keys in my new purse. 

They made comments about that purse all the way down the stairs, and when we got outside I realized it had been a week since I had left my apartment; the last time I had been outside was when I ran up the stairs after saying goodbye to Toby. 

The cool air outside felt amazing on my legs, and I wanted to let it reach all the way up my skirt to try and keep my pent-up horniness in check. I had to force myself to walk like a lady. 

We made it ten whole steps. 

“Is that Leanna?” I heard a deep and familiar voice say. 

We all stopped on the sidewalk and heard a car door slam behind us. It was a pickup truck I had seen before. 

“Oh. Toby,” I said. My eyes must have been enormous. The entire week’s waiting hit me at once. 

“I was hoping to catch you. Oh, but you have plans,” he said. He had on dirty jeans, workboots, and a long-sleeved tan work shirt with the sleeves rolled up, exposing his large forearms, which were gripping the strap of his messenger bag. I had spent the week waiting for him, and suddenly wasn’t waiting anymore. 

“Girl, you are not coming with us,” Tripp whispered under his breath. 

From there, Darien took over. He stuck out his hand, thanked Toby for getting me home the weekend before. Darien took the blame, saying he screwed up, that it was good that people still cared. 

Toby looked at me the whole time Darien was talking. 

“If you’re on your way out, that’s fine, don’t let me change your plans,” he said. “I would have called first, but I never got your number.”

“We’re going out dancing,” Darien said. 

“You can have her number,” Tripp said at the same time. 

“You look great, Leanna,” Toby said, and I could feel myself blush. “I am not dressed for that.” 

“It’s OK,” I said. “We can do something else?” I asked it like a question, but I’m not sure who I was asking. Luckily Darien thought I was asking him.

“We can do this some other time,” he said to me. “You two should talk.” Before I knew it, his arms were around me as if hugging me goodbye, and he whispered a “he’s cute, and tomorrow you tell me everything” into my ear. 

Before I could say anything, Darien and Tripp were a few steps away on the sidewalk, leaving Toby and me behind. 

“It was great meeting you,” Darien said as they started off without me. 

It was just us.
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My hands shook as I unlocked my apartment door. Toby followed me in, and I shut the door behind us. 

“I’d say your place looks great,” he said after a few seconds of silence, “but I can’t see a thing.”

“Oh,” I said, “hang on.”

My heart was pounding. 

I shut the door and reached for the light switch, except Toby had been standing right in front of it, and instead of my hand reaching up for the light switch, I was touching his shoulder. 

“Oh,” he said. “Hello there.” 

“Hi,” I said, and I froze. It was like my dream all over again, where I was on my bed and he was near me, and I couldn’t move but the world moved normally around me. Before I could process anything, he reached down and grabbed me around the waist, pressing his lips against mine.

A moment later, he pulled away and looked at me. “I’ve…thought about you a lot this week, Leanna. I’m sorry if that was too forward.” 

“No, it was…fine,” I said, steadying myself and realizing I just felt what Vanessa Gerber never did, at least not with me. 

If this was kissing, I was in. 

“Just fine?” he laughed. 

“No, I mean…” 

“It’s OK,” he said. “I’m kidding. Partly. But maybe we should try again in a while and see if it’s better than fine.”

I hoped it was too dark for him to see I was blushing.

“Can I make us a drink?”

“Oh, that sounds nice,” I said. “But…I’m not sure I have anything.”

“No problem,” he said, and as I flipped the light switch, he reached into his bag, pulled out a little bottle of bourbon and wagged it at me. “I’m sure you have something we can mix it with, or else we can have some straight.”

“Not straight,” I said, and there was that word again: straight. I walked around the corner into the kitchen and he followed me in.

“Let’s see,” he said, opening up the fridge. “There’s a ginger ale. That’ll work if you have some glasses.”  

I grabbed two glasses from the cupboard, and I heard him close the fridge behind me. I stood on my tip toes a little, not because I couldn’t reach, but because I knew I looked good in the skirt and was wondering if I could give him a little show and maybe catch him in the act of staring at my ass when I turned back around.

Except that’s not what I caught him staring at when I turned back around. 

He had put the can of ginger ale down on the counter. 

Right in front of the lube that Tripp had given me. 

“Oh, um,” I started to say. “I can explain. It’s not mine, really.”

I could feel myself blushing even more than I had done a moment ago. 

He just looked at me. “It’s OK,” he said. “I mean, I can’t make a cocktail with it, so we’ll just have to stick with the ginger ale.”

I couldn’t hide my face in my hands because I was holding two glasses and not sure what to do with them.

“Here,” he said, taking the glasses from me. “You get ice, and I’ll pour.”

I did as he said. 

The cold air from the freezer felt great on my face, and helped me regroup after the embarrassment. I heard the can of soda open. 

“How stiff?” I heard him say.

“I’m sorry?” 

“Your drink,” he said. “How stiff? How strong do you want it?”

I was losing it. I was offered something straight. My drink instead, needed to be stiff, or strong. I could smell him, he was in my apartment. I hadn’t had an orgasm in more than a week, and I could feel my cock pulsing in my little panties as I tried, and failed, to keep my thoughts pure. Too many stiff, strong drinks and I’m not sure what kind of control I could have over my body. I was feeling an ache I had never felt before. 

“Strong sounds great,” I said. 

We made our way back to the living room, drinks in hand, sitting at opposite ends of the couch. 

“I wasn’t sure I’d see you again,” I said. 

“Yeah, I wondered the same thing,” he said.

I couldn’t tell him I saw him knocking on my door and chose not to answer it. That was Duncan, and it was Friday, and Duncan was gone. 

“Maybe it was a damsel in distress thing, I don’t know,” he said, laughing. “We sat together for 20 minutes, and I wasn’t sure how to tell you I hoped you lived farther away. But what was I going to do? Drive around for no reason just to keep us talking?”

He said he had spent the week fixing up a condo in Florence, a two-bedroom place in an old industrial building. Three other units had gone on sale, and he and his father decided to buy the whole building to do it themselves. It was a big project, and he was living there for the time being, working late and starting early. 

“I haven’t slept much this week,” he said.

Tell me about it, I wanted to say. 

“I smell like sawdust all the time,” he laughed.

Not a problem, I wanted to say. 

At that moment, I realized that I can’t want to say things; I have to say them. 

When we first sat down, I felt warm because I hadn’t recovered from embarrassment over the lube. But we sat and talked for hours, had two more drinks, and eventually I felt warm all over from that. I had my legs tucked under me the way I did when I watched movies during the week. At one point I realized I was twirling my hair. 

He told me about his father, about how he hated college and felt like he couldn’t connect with anyone there. He told me about his ex-girlfriend and how he was too busy to date now. He didn’t know any of the music from my playlists, and I could tell he pretended to like it. 

I told him about my hometown, about my childhood, but didn’t tell him the part about how it was a little boy in the soccer story rather than a little girl. I told him about college. I told him about work, and what I spent my week doing. 

He was curious about Darien and Tripp, and we talked about the Denim Club, and about what living in Northampton was like. My phone worked its way through a few playlists, and after a while I realized I couldn’t have told you what we had already heard. 

Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was the week of longing, maybe it was the slow song that just came on, but I had risked a lot all week and knew I needed to risk even more. 

“Toby,” I breathed, “there’s something else I should tell you about me.”

“No you don’t,” he said.

“No, I really do,” I said. 

He leaned in towards me. 

“I already know what you’re going to tell me,” he said. “And I don’t care.” 

“Wait, what?” I said. 

“I mean, I care, but it’s not like I’m going to change my mind,” he said. 

“How…how did you know?” I breathed.

“I didn’t,” he said. “Not at first. That whole ride down here I had no idea, I swear. When I saw who you were with tonight, I half-wondered, and then when we came up here, that’s when I knew.”

“What…did I do wrong?” I said. 

“You didn’t do anything wrong,” he said, holding my hands in his. “Don’t ever feel like you’ve done something wrong. It’s just–”

“It’s just, what?”

“It’s just…” he looked away. “I could…kind of see up your skirt when we walked up your stairs.” 

“Oh my God,” I said. 

“What?” 

“And you stayed?”

“Of course I stayed,” he said. 

“And earlier you kissed me anyway?”

I never got an answer. He leaned towards my end of the couch, put his hands on each side of my face, and brought his lips to mine. 

That ache I had started feeling earlier was getting more intense. 

I had fought it all week, and I knew at that moment that I shouldn’t fight any more. That feeling was longing, and that feeling was over Toby, someone I had clearly connected with in a way I never did with anyone else. I lived all week like this. I felt what I felt, I dreamed what I dreamed. 

“Here,” he said, standing up and offering me his hand. “You’re dressed up to go dancing, and you never got a dance.”

“Oh my gosh,” I mock groaned. 

“No, really!” he said, and he pulled me off the couch. 

I placed my hands around his neck, and he put his strong hands around my waist again. I closed my eyes and leaned against him.

There may have been some debate about whether or not I was a dancer, but there was no debate about Toby: he wasn’t. Being held was perfect, though, even if all we were doing was shifting our weight like a couple of seventh graders. I wanted to nuzzle into his chest, but in order to do that I needed to take off my shoes, which had a few inches of heel. 

The second time he stepped on my stockinged feet with his massive workboots we laughed together and he managed an embarrassed apology. I stood on his boots, though, grateful for my small feet for the first time in my life.

He looked down at me and kissed me again.

We stayed like that as the song ended. 

My phone was silent, as I had run out of playlists. 

Our kiss, however, kept going. 

It may not have been the most Romantic dance, but he was holding me, he was kissing me, he had brought some bourbon to make a cocktail for me, and he was clearly making an effort to spend time with me. 

This me, the one he was seeing. 

The whole week I had been driven by want, leading up to kisses that were melting me, and with my legs slightly spread apart so I could straddle his feet, he was moving me around as if I weighed nothing. The stirring within my body was becoming too much, and I couldn’t hold back my desire any longer. 

I knew what I had to do.

“Hold that thought,” I whispered, as we broke our kiss. I walked to the kitchen, and this time I knew he was staring at my ass as I turned away from him. I grabbed the bottle of lube from the counter and tucked my hair behind my ear as I came around the corner. 

“I’m not really this kind of guy,” he said, looking up at me a little flustered.

“I’m not sure what kind of girl I am,” I breathed between kisses before I pushed him back down to the couch. “But I know I want you so badly right now.”

I hiked my dress up over my slender hips, and straddled him. He ran his hands up my sides, and it felt exactly like it did in my dream. 

From where I sat above him, it was easy to reach down in the middle of another kiss and undo his belt buckle, and I had easy access to his cock, which was already hard. As I pulled it free from his boxers, I had the thought that it was hard for me. 

He was thick, and our kisses slowly became open-mouthed as I worked two squirts of lube all over him. Our tongues tentatively started working against one another.

I pulled my panties to the side, keeping my cock from getting out. Yes, it was agonizing to keep it from getting any attention, but I knew that the need I felt inside me wouldn’t be met if I let it out and had a normal orgasm. This was not a normal night. I had been Leanna all week, and there was no going back. 

I was rubbing the head of Toby’s cock against my asshole, and I could feel him start to buck his hips as I teased him. I was teasing myself too.

He wanted me.

I wanted him. 

With one hand at the back of his neck keeping our mouths locked, and one hand at his thick shaft, I guided him into me. 

The change in sensations was almost too much. At first it felt divine as I teased myself with his head, followed by a feeling of being penetrated and full, then a sudden pop as it slid all the way in: a bright burst of pain followed immediately by a pleasure I had no words for. I shuddered as he slid farther in, and took a moment to recognize what was happening.

I clenched at each stroke as I slowly rode him, and he gripped my hips tighter. With each stroke I could feel the precum start to leak out of me. I looked down and could even see the crotch of my panties, clear drops pushing through the lace as I rode. 

As I looked down and watched myself ride him, I clenched as hard as I could and watched a spurt of it come out of me and drip somewhere below. 

That was enough to make him groan with pleasure, and he stopped me from doing any more. 

“We have to slow down,” he whispered. “This is intense.”

At that moment, he grabbed me around my waist and stood up from the couch, keeping me mounted to him.

“Oh!” I gasped in surprise. 

He walked us to my bedroom door, kicked it open with one foot, and guided us to the bed. He lay me down and we kissed again, almost hungrily, and as we kissed I felt him start to work his way in and out of me again. 

This was the bed where I dreamt about being manhandled by Toby, where I could feel him work my body over and fill the room with the smell of sawdust, and work, and lust, and now I felt every bit of that dream, only it was real. 

He stood on the floor, spread my legs, and started to thrust quicker. I ached for release, and all I could feel was my restricted little cock bouncing in its tight, lace package. My eyes were closed, and I could feel something starting to grow inside of me, deep within. 

“I’m so close,” he panted above me, and I could feel his pace quicken even more. Now instead of the whole length of his cock sliding in and out of me, he shortened his thrusts and was pummeling something just behind my cock, which was trying to get hard but couldn’t.  

“Keep going!” I said, wrapping my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist. 

As he pumped harder and harder I felt more and more helpless, something deep inside me being rubbed with force, something starting to be squeezed out of me. The release I craved all week was so close, and all I needed to do was clench, make myself as tight as I could for him.

It hit me all at once, starting just behind my neglected little cock. A pleasure that got stronger until it burst, radiating down my legs, making little electric sparks run up to my nipples, and I felt myself squirt over and over as I had the strongest orgasm of my entire life. 

“I’m cumming!” he groaned, and as I pulsed the final few pulses of my own climax, I felt him start to spasm inside me, feeling him squirt again and again, before he collapsed on top of me, and it was done. 

I tingled all over, felt him press his body down onto the wetness in my crotch. My hands ran through his hair, and we lay together, locked in an embrace, and I felt him soften inside me. We didn’t say a word, but instead listened as our breathing slowed. 

“Please stay the night,” I whispered.
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I leaned back in my chair, feeling the sun on my skin. These days I was working in the office off of the living room, the room that Toby had renovated first. It was the sunniest room, and when Professor Hale’s grant money was renewed and he needed an assistant, he made it clear he didn’t care where I worked from. 

He also didn’t care what name was on the checks, and it turns out changing your name isn’t that hard. 

Toby says I make better coffee than he does, but I think he just likes watching me walk from the bedroom to the kitchen in my underwear. While he misses the red hair that the wig gave me, he’s gotten used to my own natural blonde hair, especially now that it’s almost reached the length of the wig. 

During the day I sometimes wear his dirty work shirt from the day before. Yes, it smells like sweat and sawdust, but it smells like Toby, and keeping his scent on me drives me wild. A lot of days we’re making love just a few minutes after he gets home from the job site, and that’s one reason why.

Tripp moved to LA and now does makeup for game shows by day, and by night he still performs as Lakeisha. He sends me pictures every week, and has kept me in purses for a month. “You wouldn’t believe the stores out here, girly,” he said after he got there. “You have to visit.” 

Darien followed another cute boy in a tanktop, a red one this time, and followed him all the way to Vermont, where they have a little farm and run a small store that sells local, handmade things that he believes in. “I don’t lie any more,” he told me the other day.

Neither do I.


OUT WITH A BANG

A Transgender Romance

_________________________________
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“But why did they have to call me a ‘pet’?”

Uncle Walter was driving me to work again. It was my second week, and I already wanted to quit. I wanted to quit my second day. 

“These are hard men,” he said. “Some of them mean well. Some don’t. But they’re good at what they do, and they don’t like being held back. They’re just testing you.”

He put his blinker on to turn onto Eighth Street, and I stared out the window at the long line of warehouses. We splashed through all the puddles from last night’s rain. Wrightman Builders was at the very end of Eighth Street, a giant warehouse as big as an airplane hanger, where huge pre-fabricated houses were built. All the way down at that end the neighborhood was fine, but here, where Eighth Street and Commodore Avenue met, was pretty sketchy. We passed by the lot where the warehouse burned down a couple years ago, and there were already people hanging out. Two tired-looking women in short red skirts and fishnet stockings looked at us as we drove by. I loved skirts, I stared, and the women knew I was staring. 

“Terry, I don’t need to tell you you got the job because of your father. You know that already. But so do they. These guys are resentful of that. Not much goes their way. Sure, sometimes it’s their fault, but they don’t like seeing people get handouts, and they don’t like seeing people skip the line. To them, you skipped the line.” 

I didn’t ask to skip the line. I didn’t want the job. My father said it would be good for me. I don’t see how being a 120-pound weakling dragging lumber through a warehouse was good for me. What was next? Defensive lineman? I had the body of a gymnast, and not even a boy gymnast. 

“I didn’t even say anything to them, though. They’re already giving me a hard time.”

“If the new guy can take it, then they respect him more. That’s all. By the end of the Summer, some of them will be friendly if you show you don’t let this stuff bother you. They want someone reliable. Work hard, they’ll have no choice but to respect you. But these guys get judged on how much they build during the day. They have to hit their numbers. If someone prevents them from doing that, they don’t like it.” 

We pulled into the parking lot. It was full of trucks already. 

“Just try,” he said, cutting his engine and handing me the coffee from the drink holder. “When they fail, they get fired. But your name is on this building. They know you can’t fail. That’s all.” 

Uncle Walt meant well, but I felt worse. 

“You’re either going to be here after you graduate, sitting in an air conditioned office, telling them how to do their jobs, or you’re going to be someplace else telling someone else. They think you don’t get them.” 

“Is that why Dad wanted me to do this, do you think?” 

“I think he thought it couldn’t hurt.”

“This is his life, though. It’s not mine.” 

“He’s giving you the opportunity to try things and to grow. Not everyone gets that opportunity.” 

“Grandpa told me once that he didn’t want me working here. He said it was no way to earn a living.”

“Well, things were different then. Back then, they only built outside, when it was hot. Now we can pref-fab everything and work year-round. It’s still hard, but not as dangerous. Could you do what your Grandfather did when he first started out? Well, probably not. But you don't have to.” 

He took his seatbelt off and opened his door.

“Plus, you’re not giving yourself enough credit. You’ll try everything. This week it’s mounting windows, right? You’re done framing, so no more Mike Bondi, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

Mike Bondi was a framer. While he was only a year or two older than I was, he went straight from high school to Wrightman Builders. He was tall, at least 6’4”, and muscular. He threw two-by-fours around like they were nothing, and was one of the cockiest guys at work. I was not his pet. 

“I couldn’t lift anything. They made fun of my size all week.”

“You’re stronger than you think, and you’re more athletic than you think.”

“Look at this bicep!” I said. I flexed, or tried to.

“Lift with your legs. I remember watching you hit home runs, you know.”

“I only ever hit two.”

“Well I remember them both.”

“They were small fields and I was 10 years old. Once I played on the full-sized fields I couldn’t hit it out of the infield.” 

“And then you took up competitive swimming out of nowhere, and did great. I remember those races too.” 

I looked up at the three-storey building next to the giant warehouse where we built houses indoors. My father’s BMW was parked in his spot. It looked blue. I didn’t know he had a blue one. 

“Uncle Walt, why doesn't Dad ever tell me this stuff?” 

He looked at me and sighed.

“Terry, it’s one Summer. I guarantee you’ll find something you like. You can do this.” 

He hopped out of the truck. If I knew what to say to myself to psych myself up for the week, I would have said it. Instead, I just got out of the truck. 

***

“Back for more, rookie?” came a voice from behind me. 

Mike Bondi was walking with the guys everyone called T-Rex and Hobbes. I framed for a week and I never learned their real names. Although looking at T-Rex and his ratty beard that couldn’t quite hide his neck and face tattoos, I could easily see him coming from the kind of parents who would name their son T-Rex for real. He was a scrawny guy in his thirties who drank a lot of energy drinks and who looked like he was in his fifties. Hobbes and Mike were high school football buddies. While Mike was on his first job out of high school, Hobbes was on his fifth or sixth. Other than how much he drank the night before, all he ever talked about was high school football. 

Bondi gave me a little shove and it was enough to push me into Clark Woodruff, who was explaining what I’d be doing to help Spider and Tom install windows. 

“New boots?” Mike asked, and both Hobbes and T-Rex laughed. Bondi asked me that several times a day last week, and everyone in framing would laugh as if they’d never heard the joke before. I looked down at my feet. You couldn’t hide brand new boots. 

“I see you’ve met Bondi,” Clark said as I regained my balance. 

“I framed last week,” I said. 

“Was one week enough?” 

“Plenty.” 

“Those guys are good, but they’re a little rough,” he said. 

“Tell me about it.” 

He went over everything again. Help swing the wall into place, lock it in between the grips, test it like this, make sure the screws are ready, keep the cords away from people’s feet, stay between these lines on the floor. Simple, simple. 

“We’re about to get going here, but do me a favor. Go to the back and grab two packs of shims.”

“Sure,” I said. “Uh, what do they look like?”

He stared at me for a second and shook his head. “They’re long, tapered wooden wedges. Two packs should do it for what we need to do this morning.” 

OK, I could do that. Wedges. In the back. Got it.

Once he explained what a shim was, I felt like some of his instructions on installing windows made more sense, but Clark never paused and asked me if I understood anything. He just talked and kept going. I didn’t want to let on that a builder’s son didn’t know what a shim was. 

Is that what the rest of my Summer would be? People assuming I knew something? Or were they deliberately trying to point out that I knew nothing, waiting for me to ask and embarrass myself? I didn’t know which of those was worse, but I’d find out. 

“Look out!” 

Suddenly I was whisked off my feet and moved, just as a forklift turned a corner and a few long boards swept through the area where I was just walking.

It took a second to realize what had just happened. Mike Bondi had grabbed me with one arm and pulled me out of the way. He looked down on me, still holding me around the stomach. Everyone at the stations closest to us stopped what they were doing to stare at us. 

“If you’re going to walk through this area, you stay between the lines of tape on the floor,” he said under his breath, pointing with his chin to where some black and yellow tape on the concrete floor marked out a walkway.  

“Uh, OK,” I said. “I didn’t know.” 

“I know you’re Walt’s pet and everything, but you need to be careful or you’re going to get hurt. Think, rookie, think.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “I could have been hurt.”

“I could have let you,” he said, releasing me from his grip. If he was that strong with one arm, what could he have done with two?
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I had tried my best with the windows, but I was rattled, and not just by my near-miss with the forklift. It was everything: my experience the week before, the fact that my father never really asked me if I wanted to do this, all the way to me feeling like I had a target on me every time I walked across the floor. At least now I was staying between the lines when I did that.  

But more, Uncle Walt was honest that morning, spelling out what I already kind of knew, but that no one had told me. Honesty hurt sometimes. 

Ultimately, Mike Bondi may have been hard to take, but he was right about two things: I was careless and could have been hurt, and my boots were clean. How could people respect a builder with new boots? You couldn’t. You could tell they hadn’t built anything yet. 

By the time my lunch break rolled around, I had an idea. Clark and I had the same break, and when he asked if I wanted to go sit with him, I said no thanks; I was going to go for a walk instead, just to get outside.

Some of the ladies in the business office did it on sunny days, wearing sneakers with their dresses, and after the rain we had all weekend, it was nice to get outside. 

But more than that, I was going to break in my boots. 

I walked to Eighth Street and scuffed my heels on the parking lot the whole way. I scraped the sides of my boots against the curb, alternating between walking on the sidewalk and walking in the street. Occasionally, a car would drive by and I’d have to get back against a building to avoid being splashed as it drove through a puddle in the road, but as soon as it passed by I’d shuffle through the puddle, getting my boots a little muddy with street grime. 

It was a beautiful day, I wasn’t in the warehouse, I wasn’t making a mistake, and I was breaking in my boots so Mike Bondi couldn’t make that stupid joke anymore. 

Eventually I looked up and realized I had wandered a little too close to Commodore Ave, and I stopped on the sidewalk, ready to turn back. There were people around, hanging out, smoking, drinking from paper bags, and a couple people looked passed out in front of a little booth that looked like it used to be for a parking lot attendant from back when there was a reason to come here.  

“You want a good time, sailor?” I heard a woman’s voice say to me from behind the attendant’s booth. She was one of the women from earlier that morning, wearing a red skirt and fishnet stockings. 

“Viv, shit, what are you thinking?” a man’s voice said instantly. “This kid doesn’t want a good time. This kid looks like he is the good time.” 

“Marcus, shut the fuck up,” the lady in the fishnets said. “Sweetie, you lost?” 

I didn’t look like a professional builder. Something told me that they wouldn’t have asked Clark or Bondi if they were lost. 

“No,” I said. “I was out for a walk, and I was thinking. I guess I wasn’t paying attention and walked too far.”

“Sugar, no one comes out here to think.” 

She laughed a hoarse laugh, and I heard the man laugh. She reminded me a little of T-Rex. She was either in great shape for 50 or had lived a hard life by 30. Either way, I didn’t want a good time with her at any age.  

“Back to work,” I said to no one. “Have a good one.” 

I hoped my boots didn’t look so new anymore. 

“Hey man, fuck y’all,” another man slurred from the stoop. 

Neighborhoods like this always frightened me a little, as there was no way I would be able to defend myself if someone were to threaten me. What was I going to do, run? In these boots? And if I had to confront someone who wanted to rob me, what was I going to do? Get robbed, that’s what. I was little, scrawny, and wearing work clothes that were too big, which made me look even smaller, not tougher. 

During the day, sure, things were probably safer here that I thought. Would these people risk doing something out in broad daylight? But these didn’t look like reasonable people I could argue with if I got into trouble. 

Although, what did reasonable people look like? My father certainly wasn’t reasonable, and he was better educated and wore far nicer clothes than these people were wearing. 

And speaking of far nicer clothing, I was glad for my walk down here, because I did confirm what I had thought when I saw that red skirted woman in the morning: I owned the same skirt. 

Well, mine was pink. But it was the same miniskirt: cotton and spandex, ending just above the knee, slightly ribbed, $13.99, free shipping. 

I had always worried that I didn’t look feminine in it since I didn’t have hips, but that woman Viv was too skinny for hips too, and she looked fine in it. In fact, I’m sure I looked better than her because I looked twenty whether dressed as a boy or a girl. 

I kind of knew why my father got me the job at his company, and it could all be traced back to when I didn’t do a great enough job getting my eye makeup off. 

I can explain.

I had gone home for Christmas, and he commented on how my eyebrows looked different (I had them shaped), and then he paused, staring at me, seeing the remnants of my eye liner and eye shadow, but not saying anything. I had dressed up in my dorm room the night before, knowing that I couldn’t bring any of my outfits home and that it would be the last time I could dress up until the next semester started. I got completely glammed up in a blonde wig, makeup, a black cocktail dress, and killer three-inch heels. I felt tall. I looked nothing like myself. I danced by myself in a nearly empty dorm building, feeling the stress of finals week melt away as I ran my hands over the curves of my body that the dress gave me. I had badly needed it. 

And the next day, hours away from where I had folded that dress back into its trunk, my father had stared at me, seeing that I hadn’t quite destroyed all the evidence. Quickly, I had to make up a story about being an extra for a Christmas play that ran the night before. I just had to stand there and be an elf, I told him, and I guess I didn’t get all the stage makeup off.

He changed the subject. A few weeks later when I was leaving to go back to school, he told me that I’d work for him over the Summer on the floor, and I somehow knew he didn’t believe my story. I mean, really: a Christmas elf? Would I have believed me? 

Did he think that being around guys like T-Rex, Hobbes, and Mike Bondi all Summer was going to turn me into a real man? 

I still had a couple blocks to go until I got back to work. I had my own notions of turning into something, but it wasn’t a real man, whatever that was. 
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The rest of the day was a slow parade of different sized windows. I held some in place while Spider drilled, Spider held some while Tom shimmed, Tom held some while Spider caulked. 

We had to move the walls to where the lift operator could move them into position where they could be drywalled, and they were heavy, even if we had the walls on what looked like long skateboards and we could maneuver them pretty easily. 

By the time 5 O’clock came, I was pretty spent, and my arms burned from exertion. I zoned out the whole drive home, and Uncle Walt let me. 

“I’ll pick you up in the morning. Same time,” he said as he put the truck in Park right in front of my building. 

Well, my father’s building. 

“You don’t have to do that,” I said. “I mean, I appreciate it, but I have my own car and–”

He held his hand up. “I told your Dad I’d do it. It’s on the way, it’s no trouble. Save your money.”

“OK,” I said. “See you in the morning.” 

His truck roared off and I was left to walk up the stairs to the one-bedroom apartment I was staying in for the Summer, where I would swap my overly manly outfit for an overly feminine one. 

The trunk I kept my outfits and makeup in was locked, and I kept it in the closet that served as a pantry. I had covered it with bags of chips, and you couldn’t even tell it was there; it just looked like another shelf. But I had to do it; based on how suspicious my father was of me that night, I wouldn’t have put it past him to snoop around. After all, he owned the place and had a key.

Well, he’d send someone else to snoop, but still. 

I locked and deadbolted the door, took off the boots that looked a little more worn, and decided I’d keep the dirty theme going a little and just wear the same pair of jeans the next day; they had some grease and caulk on them, and I didn’t want to wash either off. 

It was hot in my apartment, as my father asked me to not run the air conditioning all day if I wasn’t going to be there. And that meant that I needed an outfit that wouldn’t make me sweat while the apartment cooled down. I had a couple bathing suits in the trunk, and while I had never worn one outside, I knew I wanted to. 

Eventually. But today, it was a red bikini. 

Uncle Walt was right earlier: swimming changed my life. I don’t really remember my best races, or even how much I improved my times. No, what I remember was seeing Cassie Stemple in her racerback one-piece bathing suit. I remember watching Eddy Rodriguez change, stuffing his huge cock into his little diving briefs. I remember seeing Joel Bateman’s six-pack for the first time. Why would I have seen it in school? What else was he hiding? What else were other people hiding? 

Swimming for me meant bodies, lots of them, all kinds, up close, sleek, and hot. We were all hairless to reduce drag, even the guys who got the most girls. There was nothing masculine or feminine about it. It just was. 

The girls who did the butterfly had broad shoulders. The guys who did the front crawl, like me, were narrow and leggy. The whole team used to joke that Felix Romero had the tightest ass in the group, and he used to get good luck swats from the other seniors, even the girls.

I stood and looked at myself in the mirror, wearing the red bikini and my blonde wig, glad I kept myself hairless even though I didn’t swim anymore. I did not like hairy men’s men like I was surrounded by at work; they had nothing on the defined, sculpted bodies from swimming, girls or boys. No stubble, no chest hair spilling out of a collar, no hairy forearms. No, nothing but slick, powerful muscle. 

I had fantasized about nearly everyone on those swim teams, though I never dated anyone. Back then, Cassie looked like she could hurt me, and part of me didn't mind. I’d have wet dreams about being on my back, Joel Bateman above me, fucking me, and I’d be rubbing my hands all over his abs. I didn’t know what his dick looked like, but I saw the outline of it in his swim shorts and I could imagine it inside of me.

We all knew what Eddy had between his legs, and at first, it made me curious. How could it not? Then curiosity moved to wonder. 

It never went further than wonder with anyone, and to this day, I regret it. I didn’t know who I wanted, and didn’t know what I wanted them to do, but I didn’t even try to find out. Thinking sexual thoughts about all my teammates made it harder for me to talk to them; how do you carry on a conversation with someone after dreaming about them ravaging you? You don’t. You can’t. 

And reliving those thoughts while in my bikini was making my sexual frustration obvious, as my cock was trying to grow in my bikini but couldn’t. In the mirror I watched as my little red bulge twitched and throbbed. 

Even with no makeup on, I still looked feminine. The wig helped, but it was really the shape of my face, my cheekbones, and my thin eyebrows that did it. I didn’t look like I spent the day framing a wall with two-by-fours, or installing windows, or sweating while holding up a whole wall. No other guy at Wrightman looked like me. 

There were bodies at work, but not the kind I wanted to see naked. Most of the guys, especially the older guys, had let themselves go. It was a lot of stained denim, blue or brown. Some guys wore coveralls. Camo was everywhere, and if someone wasn’t wearing camo, they were wearing plaid. 

By the time Uncle Walt brought me back home each day, I had had enough of sawdust, caulk, sweat, tobacco, stories of beer, and stories about what they’d done to women, which were probably stories about what they'd like to do to women. Some of these men were married, some were divorced, but many seemed hard, covered in sharp edges. They carried knives. The next guy carried a bigger knife. 

Did my father want that for me? Did he hire me because he saw how soft I was? Each day I’d get home, drag my trunk out of the pantry, and put an end to the workday by bringing myself back into balance. That meant pink, fishnet, lace, or satin. It meant skin-tight, floral, delicate, and lively. I could still be Terry, but I could finally exhale. 

Most of the time I would dress and simply be, not needing to play with myself. This was a good thing, as it meant that I could live comfortably, without any sexual distraction, however I chose to live. Sometimes, though, getting dressed up as a girl meant that I had some sexual longing that needed to be addressed, and since I had no partner of my own, there was only one way for me to address it. 

Then one day I invented another way of addressing it. 

It didn’t take me long after moving into the apartment to discover my new favorite way to masturbate. If I took my cordless, wand-style vibrator and wedged it between the couch cushions, then I could stand behind the couch and reach the vibrating head with my crotch. If I wore my favorite black heels, I would be tall enough to lower myself onto it and grind while it buzzed, and I’d cum, while soft, right in my panties. I couldn’t masturbate as a girl, and I never felt right jerking myself off as a guy, but this did the trick. 

After laying out my dirty work outfit for the next day, I pranced around the apartment in my red bikini, feeling light years away from the hellish, overly-masculine work floor of my unwanted job. I lotioned myself up, filling the small apartment with the smell of coconut and lime, which was infinitely sexier than caulk. I slipped into my heels, got my vibrating wand into position, and lowered myself onto it, turning it on low. 

On its lowest setting, the rumble was plenty to start me off in the right direction. 

I propped myself up with my arms and felt the sensations thrum below. 

At this low of a setting, it felt like an animal-like growling between my thighs, a low, throaty hum. I worked the bulge of my crotch over it, gasping at how different it felt when hitting the head of my cock directly, versus how it felt when nestled right up against the base of it. I spread my legs a little more and pushed more of myself into it; it could take more of my weight without coming loose from the cushions.

After a few minutes I flicked the switch and set it to the middle setting. This was slightly higher in pitch, and it almost tickled as I dragged the head of my soft cock against it. The sound of the vibrator was more urgent at this speed, matching the way that the lowest setting got me started and sent me off towards orgasm. 

I closed my eyes and thought about muscles, about showering in a group, about tight clothing, about taut, well-defined bodies. I started to have less control over my thoughts. 

I thought about a hand moving over my back. I pictured Joel Bateman touching his own six-pack with a firm press of his hand. I thought of a tight pair of white panties, flexing as a hidden dick unloaded spurt after spurt of cum that squeezed through the fabric and dripped onto an unseen floor. 

I spent very little time on that middle setting, moving on to the highest speed, which was almost a violent scream of sound that showed no mercy. It was powerful, it was concentrated in one tiny spot that amplified intense feelings all over my abdomen. I ground onto it as hard as I knew I could go, and held still, waiting for the high-pitched buzzing to take me the rest of the way. It was slapping Felix Romero’s tight ass, it was a slick hand running across the wet crotch of a smooth bathing suit, it was an open-mouthed gasp, it was…

…Mike Bondi running his hand up my chest after grabbing me across the stomach. 

No. 

No, it could not be that.

And just then, when I snapped out of my daydreams, the battery of the vibrator died, and the familiar “No Power” pattern blinked up at me from below as I opened my eyes and felt echoes of the vibrations and for the next few minutes I caught my breath. 

I backed off of the vibrator, and looked down at my now-large bulge. I couldn’t do anything about it now, not if Mike Bondi was in my thoughts. I had my pride.  

The heels came off, and I sank a few inches to the floor. 

I was not going to masturbate with Mike Bondi in my head. I was close to climax, but I was not that desperate. 

I plugged in the vibrator to charge, changed out of my bikini into some leggings and a sweatshirt, and started to make dinner.   

It took a long time for my erection to go down. 
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“What do you mean I’m back in framing?” I asked.

We were all standing by one of the loading bays, and hadn’t gone inside yet. We could tell something was wrong as soon as we pulled in the parking lot. Uncle Walt was rubbing his hand on his stubble and I could hear the sandpaper scratch. Clark Woodruff was doing the same, and I could hear the scratch of his beard too. T-Rex just stood there.

I had nothing to scratch. I never did. 

“We’re down a man, and you were just there. It’s easier for me to do this than move someone else. The window guys can spare you, and no one else here has framed.” 

“I’ve done it for one week!”

“That makes you a veteran,” T-Rex laughed. 

The rest of us didn’t laugh. 

“How are we down a man?”

“Hobbes is…out,” Uncle Walt said. 

Bondi looked at the ground. I looked back at T-Rex, who motioned with one hand like he was taking a drink from an invisible beverage. 

DWI? 

Shit, that sucked. I mean, it was his own fault, probably, but this was not the first time he screwed up. 

“We’ve got a rough day ahead of us, guys,” Bondi said, nodding at Uncle Walt. 

Walt nodded back, then looked at me. “Like I said, Terry, you got this.” 

“I need a minute,” I said.

“You got 30 seconds, rookie,” Bondi said.

I went inside and headed to the bathroom. I didn’t have to go, but for some reason I needed a mirror. I stood there and looked at myself. If I were my father, I wouldn’t have believed me, either. I mean, who the hell stands in for a play and then leaves their makeup on? I couldn’t even describe anything from the play other than I was an elf. 

I was as tall as an elf, probably. Elves looked feminine; I had that. I didn’t have the pointy ears, but I had the grace. 

I did not need grace this morning. I needed strength, mental and physical. I needed to work with guys I thought I was through with, at a job I didn’t want, to make a wall I’d never see once it went in a house.  

But wait a minute. That wall paid for my college, or helped pay for it. Some small part of that wall came back to me. They were never my walls, but I’d make one this morning, and then another. The walls paid for my college, they paid for my apartment. Since I got money from my Dad, the walls even paid for the bikini I wore last night, along with the vibrator that I forgot was still charging in my living room. It paid for Uncle Walt’s truck that he drove me here in. 

I didn’t even look at the schedule on the wall to see how many walls we needed to frame today to stay on schedule, but whatever the number, it may have meant more to Bondi and T-Rex, but it mattered to me too. 

“You ready, rookie?” T-Rex asked as I came out of the bathroom.

“I will be if you have an extra energy drink,” I said.

“Attaboy,” he said, and tossed me one from his cooler. 

It was disgusting. 

Its flavor was “Cool Green,” whatever that was. It tasted like…expired honey? Was that a…broccoli aftertaste? He watched for my approval, and I felt like I had to say something. 

“That hits harder than coffee,” is what I came up with.

“It’ll help you focus,” he said. “We need it.” 

Luckily it wasn’t as much as a can of soda, and I choked it down. It was longer than a can of soda, but not as wide. Before I knew it, I had an image of Eddy Rodriguez swinging his fat dick around the locker room after a meet, and I shook my head to banish the thought. I never did finish myself off after the vibrator battery problem; I didn’t need these kinds of distractions if I needed to work. 

We walked out to the framing area and Bondi nodded at the can in my hand.

“Stay sharp, gents,” he said. 

That’s when I felt that something was wrong. The room didn’t feel right. It felt still. I looked around, but couldn’t put my finger on it. T-Rex felt it too.

“It’s too warm in here,” he said. “Christ, is the AC off?” 

Other guys must have felt it too, as everyone was looking up at the vents. 

“Walt, what the goddamn,” Bondi said as Uncle Walt walked by. 

“We know,” he said. “HVAC guys will be here in a little bit. Compressor’s down.”

Bondi leaned on our work table and ran his hands through his hair. “Fucking Hobbes,” he muttered. He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, then snapped them open. “Let’s do it,” he said, and we got to work. 

We started with the short walls, just to get things checked off our manifest. We eventually had to start on the longer walls, or the ones that needed window and door framing, but we started simple. I think they were all garage walls first. 

An hour later, we were dripping with sweat. I was starting to soak through. T-Rex was getting there. Bondi looked like he had taken a shower. His t-shirt was drenched, and stuck to his skin. I could see how defined his muscles were, something that was usually hidden under his clothes; he had large pecs, broad shoulders, and a flat stomach. 

Every fifteen minutes, the room was a few degrees warmer, and the tension rose. After walking the third wall up to where we could get the floaters to cart it off, Mike snapped.

“Rookie, go fucking faster.”

I was hot. I was tired. My arms burned and felt noodly. That energy drink gave me more than energy. 

“Mike, I’m not as tall as you. If we go at your speed, the wall flexes because I can’t keep up. Do it at my speed, we only lose a few seconds, and it’s safer.” 

“No fucking way.”

I stopped and looked at him. “If I throw my back out trying to prevent my end from whipping forward because you won’t slow down, then you’re screwed. We’re screwed. You already have a Hobbes problem; you want one more?”

He opened his mouth to say something, but T-Rex spoke first. 

“Mike, he’s right.” 

“Fine,” Mike said, shaking his head. “We’ll go slower and get more done. Let’s see it in action.” 

I’d love to say it saved us an hour, but what did it save? Four seconds every hour when we’d finish a wall? It was more about pacing ourselves and staying focused. 

“Listen up!” I heard Uncle Walt bark from one end of the floor. The whole enormous room stopped moving at once, and everyone listened. “We’re all hot, this sucks, and I get it. The HVAC guys are here to fix the AC. We’re all sweaty. We have some old t-shirts in the break room if you need to change, and I’m bringing coolers of water around. In a year, this will all be funny.” 

“Well it ain’t funny now,” Bondi said under his breath, wiping his sweaty forehead with a sweaty arm. 

“Take lunch,” Uncle Walt said, handing me a cold water bottle. 

After a quick trip to the bathroom, I walked into the break room to grab my lunch cooler. I felt sweat dripping down my back. I was tired, I was hot, I felt gross, and I still had the whole afternoon left. I had risked the ire of Bondi by telling him what to do, and he did it.  

Bondi and T-Rex were already in there, rooting around a box of old t-shirts to swap theirs.

“You want one?” T-Rex asked when he saw me.

“If there’s an extra-small,” I said, looking down at myself.

“Boy, you really are a pet,” laughed Bondi, tossing me a faded, reddish-pink shirt. “Best I can do’s a medium. Tuck it in. It’s dry.” 

In front of all of us, he reached his arms over his head, behind his back, and pulled his wet, sweaty shirt off. 

I caught my breath.

Mike Bondi was ripped. 

Bondi had no chest hair, and did not look at all like I thought he would with his shirt off.

Although, why did I think about what he’d look like with no shirt? For some reason I thought he’d have chest hair, that he’d be yet another aging high school football athlete who watched his youthful muscle get hidden, little by little, under a layer of fat. But no, Mike Bondi was chiseled, his upper body a sheen of sweat. 

Like he’d just climbed out of a pool. 

I realized I was staring, but no one caught me. 

“You impress your football team with that hairless chest?” T-Rex said.

“Didn’t have to,” Bondi shot back. “They weren’t looking at my chest.” 

He winked at me and put his new shirt on. 

All of us stood around the break room wearing our new-to-us but long-forgotten-about Wrightman Builders Summer BBQ t-shirts, all with different years printed on them. The mood was lighter. 

On the long walk back to the framing area, I had to take a deep breath to clear my mind of what I’d seen. Just as I had to get Eddy Rodriguez’ giant cock out of my mind earlier in order to stay focused, now I had to stop thinking about Mike Bondi’s sculpted physique. With his shirt off, he looked like a stronger version of all the guys on my swim teams. 

That was a problem, and I didn’t want that problem, not at that moment. 

We powered through the rest of the day. We heard the compressor turn on around 3, and the whole room gave a big cheer. We gave the HVAC team an ovation as they walked out, and they bowed, waving like they were beauty queens in a parade. 

We never felt the temperature of the room drop, since it was too big, so we worked as hard as we could and then nearly all soaked our second shirts of the day. By the time the guys came by to wheel our last wall off, we were spent. 

A few guys had gone down the street to buy cases of beer, and slowly, people walked out to their trucks to call it a day, but not before they blew off some steam in the parking lot. I grabbed my empty lunch cooler and went out to wait for Uncle Walt in the parking lot. It was going to be a few degrees cooler outside anyway.

“Hey, rookie,” I heard from behind me. It was Bondi. He had his fist out. It took me a second to realize he wanted me to bump it. 

“You did good. Here,” he said, holding a beer out.

“Oh, thanks,” I said, “but I’d better not.”

“No? Too early for you? Shit, you should see when T-Rex starts sometimes.”

They laughed, and Mike handed the beer to T-Rex instead. 

“You gonna be back later?” T-Rex asked him, voice lowered.

“Damn right,” Bondi said, climbing into his truck. 

“Why’s he coming back?” I asked as we watched him pull out of the parking lot, one of his tail lights out. T-Rex finished his beer. 

“Bondi don’t give a shit, man,” he said. “Days like this, he needs to get his anger out. Gets one of the hookers up the street. He gets stressed enough, he’ll fuck anything that walks.” 

“Oh. I think I saw one yesterday, at lunch.”

“Man, if you seen one in the daytime then she ain’t charging much. Only ones I’d touch come out at night. Bondi comes back then.” 

“They better looking?”

“Hell, it’s dark then. Does it matter? They dress better and they do it in the alleys. There’s even a tranny. Bondi’s fucked her too.” 

“A what?”

“Tranny. Chick with a dick. She’s hotter than hell and probably hung better than most guys at work. Like I say, Bondi don’t give a shit.” 

“Huh,” I said. Chick with a dick. I felt my little nub flutter in my underwear. 

“You ready, bud?” Uncle Walt called from the building. T-Rex hid his beer behind him. 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“I’ll see you, pal,” T-Rex said, backing towards his truck. “Be good.”

Be good? Pal? 

The whole drive back to my place I couldn’t stop thinking about Mike Bondi. How ripped he was. How he winked at me, and said I did a good job. How he worked out his stress by fucking people. How he even fucked someone like me. 

In a way, he approved of both of me today.

At that moment, all of me felt good. Not because I needed his approval, but because I knew that my need to deal with stress while dressed as a girl was just a preference; other people had their own preferences. Some people, like Hobbes, made choices that hurt themselves, or hurt others. Bondi’s preferences were between consenting adults. 

By the time Uncle Walt dropped me off at my place, I had a plan forming. 
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I may have worn a dirty uniform on purpose for one day, but that little experiment needed to end. I had soaked through two shirts, and as soon as I got into my apartment, everything came off and went right in the laundry. 

I stood in front of my little washing machine, completely naked, and looked down at my body. I was still sweaty from the day. I felt grimy, I was sore, and I felt like a dirty young man. I looked like a sad, dirty young man. I wanted to feel like a clean young woman, and that meant a bath. While I soaked, I could work out the details of my plan. 

I was already hairless, but I slid a razor over the usual trouble spots anyway, and when I was done, I was dolphin-smooth all over, and no longer smelled like wood, grease, caulk, or sweaty men. 

The bath gave me time to think. My whole swimming career came and went and I never acted on any of my urges, never did anything at all about my attraction to other people. I hid everything from everyone, from my father, to Uncle Walt, to the old swim team, even to the guys I worked with now. They had no idea who Terry Wrightman was, other than the obvious. 

Terry Wrightman was a lot of things: son, student, nephew, coworker, friend. I was a lot of things, only most of them stayed private, and that was going to change. 

The bath water had gone cold by the time I was done working it all out, and by the time I ate a quick dinner, did my makeup, chose my outfit, slinked into it, and fought off daydreams of being manhandled by a group of naked, hairless men, I was the horniest I had ever been. I had gotten almost painfully close to orgasm before my vibrator battery died, and I needed to get off, badly. The only solution was a very small, very tight thong that kept my little cock confined to a small bulge between my legs. 

It had started to get dark as I stared at myself in the mirror. I was a hot blonde woman in a pink skirt and black heels, out on the prowl to finally make good on my fantasy of Joel Bateman fucking me. Mike Bondi was going to help.

He works out his needs, I work out mine. 

And for this to happen, I needed to be back on Eighth Street before it got dark so I stood a chance of getting picked up by him. 

I looked way better than Viv, though the skirt was the same. I looked inviting, I looked sultry, and I looked like I was about to get what I wanted. Was this how I looked when I would dress up by myself and stay inside, when I wouldn’t get what I wanted? Could I have gotten what I wanted before? Did I even know what I wanted?

The last thing I needed was my little purse, which was large enough for a condom, a bottle of lube, and a steak knife I grabbed from the kitchen. I wasn’t going to be that far down Eighth Street, but in heels I wasn’t exactly going to be in good shape to run or defend myself, not that I would have fared better as the usual me.  

I leaned my blonde head against my front door. Again, I didn’t know what to say to get myself moving, but the thought of living another day with regrets was enough to blur over the act of opening the door. Before I knew I had even done it, I was halfway down the stairs and about to step outside for the first time ever as a girl. 

It was cooler out than I thought it was going to be. I could hear traffic on all sides, some hidden highway nearby bringing people someplace, and they had no idea that just a few feet from them, I had just come outside dressed in a skirt. I felt the air on my body and glanced around. Nobody was out, and nobody was there to see me. 

I drove my car all the way down Eighth Street and got to the Wrightman building. 

My plan was…what was my plan?

Well, it was to wait for Bondi, that was clear. I thought I’d park at Wrightman, walk up Eighth Street towards Commodore, and hide in an alley between two buildings. Then when Bondi would walk by, I’d get picked up. Simple. 

Except that was Dad’s BMW, still parked at the business building, lights on in a couple windows on the top floor. I could not park my car here, as I could not risk him seeing my car if he left work any time soon. 

I needed to change the plan quickly, as Bondi’s truck wasn’t on Eighth Street, and neither was it in the Wrightman parking lot. So I had time, but how much? 

I turned the car around, headed back towards Commodore, but turned down one of the alleys that would take me to Seventh Street. Seventh Street was really more of a service road for the warehouses on Eighth and Sixth Streets, and it was well-lit enough by all of the loading docks that it didn’t take long to find a place to park my car. As I turned my body to get out of my car, I could feel my cock start to throb. I needed this to happen, and soon. 

The alley seemed perfect. There were large warehouses on both the Commodore and Wrightman sides of the alley, but on the Wrightman side there was a metal staircase that led up to a side door, giving plenty of space to hide out of sight and wait for Mike to walk by. If he was going to walk by. It occurred to me as I settled under the stairs and stared out at Eighth Street that my entire plan relied on him driving down to Wrightman and parking his truck there. 

There had to be easier ways to get laid, but I didn’t know them. So far in my life, this was the closest I had ever come to being in the right place at the right time. 

A truck drove by towards Wrightman, but it went too fast for me to see if the tail light was out. I had to play the waiting game now, and I could almost count the seconds by counting the times my little dicklet would try and grow in my panties. It wanted out, and had nowhere to go. 

What was I going to say? Bondi’s “they weren’t looking at my chest” comeback from earlier was the kind of quick one-liner I needed. I was around that kind of talk all my life, and I was sure I could remember enough of those lines to make this work. They were memorable because I wished I had said them. Now I could pretend they were my idea. 

Then I heard footsteps approaching from the direction of Wrightman. 

My heart was pounding in my chest, and I knew that there was no time to make a decision.

“Looking for a good time, sugar?” I said. I didn’t remember if that’s what Viv said to me, but it didn’t matter. 

It was Mike, and he stopped to look at me.

“You’re not Felicia,” he said after a second or two. 

“No,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “But I can help you blow off some steam.” 

“Felicia up the street?” he asked.

“Haven’t seen her,” I said, which was true. 

“I’m not sure I know you,” he said.

“I’m Katie,” I said, not sure where that name came from. 

“Katie,” he said. “You don’t look big enough to hold much steam.” 

“I do fine,” I said. “Plus I have something…extra.”

“Oh?” he said. “What kind of extra?”

“I think you know the kind I mean,” I said, and I rubbed my bulge through my skirt. 

“Let me see it,” he said.

Slowly I lifted the hem of my skirt until I could feel the night air on my little lace package. Still holding my hem, I started backing towards the side staircase in the alley. I could see him hesitate, then he followed. 

We got close to the stairwell and he stopped. “There anyone else in there?” he asked, poking his head in. 

“No,” I said. “But there’s room for two if you want to be one of them.” Eddy had said that once. It was a good line, and now it was mine. 

“It usually costs $75 to blow off steam” he said.

“That sounds about right,” I said, and then drew a sharp intake of breath because at that moment Mike reached down and gave my bulge a squeeze. I felt something drip out of me. 

“Oooh,” he said. “You feel ready to me.” I had been ready for two days, and his little squeeze was enough to send me to orbit. 

He spun me around and rubbed his hands down my front, starting with my chest and getting tantalizingly close to my panties before he did it all over again. The threat of being touched caused my cock to throb again, and I felt another little droplet squeeze out of my tip. 

I felt behind me until I found his crotch, then gave him a rub. Through his jeans I could feel the hard outline of his own cock, much bigger than mine, but also ready to go. 

I reached into the purse and brought out the bottle of lube and handed it to him over my shoulder. 

“Not yet, sweetie,” he said. “We got to see what we’re working with here.” 

He grabbed my wrists and raised them over my head so that I could grab on to the metal landing above me, and he shoved his knee between my legs, spreading them apart. Then I felt him move behind me, and both of his hands moved to my ass, spreading my cheeks apart. 

“Oooh, look at that tight little hole,” he said, and before I knew what was happening, I felt his tongue trace a slow circle around it, and my knees buckled. If I hadn’t been holding on to the landing, I would have fallen. 

My God, he kept going. He traced a circle again, and again, and again, all around my tight little asshole. I felt myself, slick with his spit, start to open for him, and then he was working his tongue in and out, little by little, and I felt myself flex and throb in my panties, unable to grow hard to match the excitement I felt. 

Then I felt one of his fingers slide inside me, and it slowly went in and out, massaging just inside me, and I wanted to clench down on it as hard as I could. Every time I did, I felt another little bit of precum make its way to my panties. I wanted to get them out of the way so I could cum, but I also didn’t want to let go of the landing. 

“Damn girl,” I heard him say, and I turned around to see him peeling the wrapper off the lube with his teeth. “Am I your first of the night?”

“Go easy on me,” I said.

“Don’t worry, I have no plans to,” he said, and he took the condom from my hand. 

Moments later, something firm, and very, very wide tried to sneak its way into me. 

I let it. 

As it slid in, it was opening me up wider than I thought was possible. Mike was going slowly, but it was still starting to feel overwhelming, and I curled my toes as tightly as my heels would let me. 

“Almost there,” he said into my ear. “Good girl, almost there.” 

I was seeing stars as he went in the whole way, with a quick, searing feeling of fire that quickly subsided and became a feeling of being the most full I had ever felt. I was hanging on to the metal landing with both hands, holding on for dear life as Bondi started to work his way back out. The pain of being stretched to the limit was a memory now, and all I felt was his hard cock sliding out, ready to give me more. Each time he backed out, I already missed the feeling of him being deep inside me. 

“Damn, you’re so tight,” he said. 

“You’re huge,” I said, not sure if he was really bigger than Eddy. Did it matter? 

He increased his pace and I could feel him slide all the way, and almost all the way out again. He held me across my neck as he pumped me from behind, and I longed for my cock to be set free. It felt like he was stroking me from within, and I needed to be let out.

I let go of the landing with one hand and tried to reach between my legs.

“Oh, no you don’t,” he laughed, and he grabbed both of my wrists. 

Still pushed all the way inside me, he walked us out from under the landing and got to the metal stairs. He bent me over and pushed me into a stair tread, then grabbed both of my hips and started thrusting harder, furiously smacking into my ass as he pumped. 

Again I tried to reach between my legs, and this time he didn’t say a word, just reached his own hands there first, and tore open the front of my panties so my little dick could flap out in the open. 

It slapped me in the abdomen as he fucked me harder and harder, and I could feel his balls hitting mine as he plowed into me. 

I could feel a wave of pleasure start to build from deep within, and he helped me chase after it with every thrust. 

“God damn,” he groaned, and I felt a drip of his sweat land on my back. He kept going, getting more and more forceful, harder, and I closed my eyes. Did it matter who I imagined? I imagined Joel, Eddy, even tried to imagine what Mike looked like behind me as he used my hole for his own pleasure. I felt the little wave inside me start to build, and it got bigger, and stronger, and moved from deep inside me, all the way to my cock, then all the way to the tip, where I had leaked precum all over myself. 

I could feel it build and build in my cock, now flapping in every direction as Mike got closer and closer to his own release. 

At once I felt a great pressure build, then immediately let go, and I felt an orgasm start to flex and pulse my cock as it flapped all over. I was spraying cum everywhere. It was hitting me in the belly, from below, was hitting me in the legs, and was landing on the stairs. I was spurting with every thrust, and I was letting years of pressure out of my body all at once. Every lost opportunity came out of me at the same time, and I had never cum so much at once in my entire life.

Mike groaned as my spurts started to slow, and his thrusts grew shorter and more intense as he neared his own edge. I felt him smack my ass once, hard, and a little zap of pleasure shook my entire body. He did it again, and it echoed in the alley and shook my body with electricity again. 

“Oh God, I’m gonna explode,” he groaned, and I felt him start to flex inside me. He pulsed again and again, and I felt every mighty contraction of his deep inside me, as he was buried to the hilt in my ass. He was squeezing my hips hard, pushing me down into the stairs as the last of his orgasm left him, and he was still. 

Neither of us moved for what felt like an hour. I could feel him getting soft inside me, and I eventually needed to get my knees off of the metal staircase. 

I clenched as I felt him slide out of me, and I felt used. I’m sure I had bruises on my knees, red handprints on my ass, and even bruises on my hips from where he had grabbed me hard and not let go. I was his plaything after he needed to let out his stress. I let out my own; I could still feel it dripping out of me. 

“When are you working again?” he finally asked as I dismounted and watched him lean against the wall, reaching into his pocket and holding out some money. 

“I’m not sure,” I said, pulling my skirt back down. “I’m not here all the time.” 

“That was the tightest ass I’ve ever fucked,” he said. “How can I know when you’re working again?”  

“I’ll know,” I said, blew him a kiss, and walked down the alley to where my car was, leaving him leaning against the building with his pants around his ankles. Even in the relative darkness, I could see he looked dazed. The workday took a lot out of him, then I took more.

My now-empty balls swung between my legs, slapping me on the inside of my thighs as I walked, and I could feel my own cum dripping down my legs. I felt spent, and satisfied, for the first time in my life. 

Suddenly the thought of a Summer job didn’t seem so bad. 

I could work with this.


MEETING THE NEIGHBORS

A Transgender Quickie

_________________________________
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I never got her last name, but she was gone by 7:15 Saturday morning and never even sipped from the mug of coffee I made for her. So that’s how I came to watch the sunrise over the ocean from my balcony with a cup of coffee in my hand and a second cup cooling on the railing. 

It was April, tennis lessons wouldn’t be starting up again for a few more weeks, and Leena Ogilve was serious about letting me stay at her place for free in appreciation of helping her with her backhand. 

I had picked Cleo up at Barnett’s, just North of here on Shore Road. I had heard that it was easy to pick up local girls if you told them you were at the Eastham, because a lot of them thought you'd be their first class ticket out of Daytona Beach; anyone who could afford the Eastham was going somewhere expensive when they left. 

And she had clearly tried to hitch that ride before. The apartment I was staying in was on the 6th floor, and when we got there she didn’t ask “can I use your bathroom?” she asked “which bathroom should I use?” and pointed through my walls to where the guest bathroom and the master bathroom were. 

Whether she had previously been in my unit or another one didn’t matter; while she was in the guest room bathroom, I scrambled into my bedroom, made the bed, lit all the candles that Leena left around, and cracked both sliding glass doors open so that we could hear the rhythm of the ocean while doing what I thought we’d do. 

Then we did it. 

I had gotten back to the couch in time to make it seem like I hadn’t just crash-cleaned my bedroom, then when I heard her come out of the bathroom I casually turned to ask if she wanted a drink. But while she came out of the bathroom, her clothes did not, and she ran her fingers inside the waistband of her hot pink, lace thong for her whole walk toward me. She made it around the huge sectional couch, and stood in front of me, presenting herself, waiting to be touched. She had small, perky breasts the size of apples, and her nipples were pointing straight out, ready to be sucked or pinched. Her short brown hair was in a little ponytail, and I could see through the lace of her thong enough to know she was perfectly shaved. 

I put one hand around her waist, and with the other started rubbing her clit with my thumb. I could feel through her panties that she was already wet and very turned on, and she started grinding her hips into my thumb. I leaned forward and intended to kiss my way from her belly to her clit; two kisses into my plan, she pulled away with a gasp.

“This is going to be over before it begins if you keep doing that,” she panted. “Lean back.”

Cleo gave me a playful shove, and I fell all the way back into the couch, then we got my shorts off together. 

Girls are usually pretty surprised when I get my pants off, as I’m pretty well-hung, in both length and girth. In college, after we broke up, Keira told me I had a cock for porn and an attitude to match. She also said I didn’t know how to treat a lady and that she didn’t want me back again, big cock or no big cock. 

I moved on to other ladies, but at least I had porn star to fall back on in case the tennis instructor thing didn’t work out. 

From the moans she was making with my dick in her mouth, I could tell Cleo approved of how big I was, and after she spent a few minutes getting to know me, she stood up, grabbed me by my big handle, and led me out the living room door to the balcony. 

We fucked over the railing, going slowly until she got used to my size, hearing the waves crashing somewhere below. Once I could tell she was used to me, I could change our pace and get more aggressive. I grabbed her around the throat and started kissing her ear, but she stopped me and said “not all the way in, we have to try something else.” 

I stayed inside of her as far as she’d let me go and walked her to the other sliding glass door that led into my bedroom, where we fucked for 45 minutes by candlelight. She loved doggy style, which is my favorite position since girls can take my whole length easier that way, though we quickly learned Cleo could not. I had to stop a few inches short, and never got all the way in. But we did it on the floor in front of the tall mirror so she could watch herself, and she let some of her inhibitions go once she had an audience, even if it was herself. Whether for my benefit or hers, she started talking filth. 

“Give it to me harder,” she had said. “Harder.” She didn’t know what that meant, because she didn’t want it as hard as I could give it. 

“Oh, get all the way in.” She didn’t mean that. I had to stop short, even if she thought I was all the way in. 

“Don’t you dare be gentle,” she had said when I slowed down to catch my breath and rest my legs. 

Then I had bent her over the bed, where she could bite down on my comforter and cry out, and I could better see that I wasn’t going all the way in. She couldn’t take the whole thing, but I didn’t want her thinking she couldn’t.  

“Make me feel it in the morning,” she turned and grunted at me between thrusts. 

Eventually we slowed down, and we finished missionary-style on the floor, with her pulling her legs above her shoulders. 

“Cum in me, baby, all the way inside.” 

Um, no. 

I had fears of getting baby trapped by girls like Cleo, and so when I felt myself close to the edge, I pulled out and came all over her breasts, and a little shot up on her neck. I could tell it disappointed her a little to not have me cum inside of her, but why would I? I hadn’t cum inside a girl in years. What was I going to do, move to Daytona to raise a kid with someone like Cleo? Move someone like her to Burlington? And would I even want to raise a kid with someone who would let someone like me pick them up in a bar, then three hours later allow me to cum all over them? 

I rubbed down the inside of her thighs as we came down, and eventually my thumb made its way back to her clit, where I slowly rubbed, feeling her tense up, pushing herself harder into my thumb, raising herself off the floor with her hands to push herself harder, until her back was arching and she let out a long, drawn-out “Ngggggguuhhhhhhh” and collapsed back onto the floor, spasming, arms spread out to her sides, eyes closed. 

Lots of girls like the idea of a huge cock, until they try it. Sometimes all you need is a thumb. 

She had a sheen of sweat across her forehead. My thighs burned. The candles flickered and we were still. 

We slept naked until her alarm woke us up in the pre-dawn. When she came back from the bathroom with her clothes in her arms, I tried to see if a morning Round Two was in the cards. 

It wasn’t.

“Careful, sailor,” she had said. “I can barely walk, and I need at least a day or two off after that. I think my cervix might be gone.” 

As she got dressed I decided that if sex at sunrise wasn’t going to happen, maybe coffee at sunrise could. I had brewed two mugs and brought them out to where I found her on the balcony. 

“Oh, Danny,” she said, “I can’t. I gotta get up the road. I have the morning prep shift today.” 

She told me where she worked, which was the natural grain bowl place by the bridge in Ormond Beach that I had decided I’d never go to when I drove by on my way in. 

She kissed me on the cheek, said she’d see me again, and then left me on the balcony with two mugs of coffee. 

I replayed all of that in my mind as I sat there, watching the sun start to peek over the horizon. It always amazed me how little time it took for the heat to reach you. 

Leena Ogilve had described the Eastham to me as a crescent moon. I could see it; the apartment I was in was located towards the center of the building, and I could see most of the other balconies from where I stood, all looking in on one another. A crescent didn’t seem right because it felt like a tighter curve than that, so it was more like a big letter C that relaxed a little. 

Regardless, it was a beautiful art deco building where most of the apartments were empty most of the time because the owners were at one of their other houses and they were rich enough to not have to rent out their empty places to make some cash. 

It only took me three days to pick a girl up, and I had another two weeks here. I don’t know why I was here. Maybe to try and pick up girls my own age before heading back to the sexually frustrated but off-limits Country Club wives of very influential members. Maybe to just not be in Vermont in April. Maybe to get my mind ready for tennis season and get over the winter. 

I couldn’t complain, really. It was a good living, I got to keep playing tennis after college, and I did get the occasional peek up a skirt of someone older but in shape who was probably doing it on purpose, to see if she still had it. In the case of someone like Leena Ogilve, I couldn’t tell her she had it, but she could probably guess.  

Something about sunrise made me philosophical. 

I didn’t get too philosophical, though, because that’s when I heard it. The unmistakable low, drawn-out moan of pleasure, coming from nearby. 

I tried to pretend I didn’t hear it, but it started up again as soon as it stopped. Someone nearby was having a pretty good time and probably hoped no one else was awake yet to hear it. 

I kept my head still and stared out at the ocean. If I could hear someone, that means their door was probably open. Did that mean that Cleo was loud enough for the neighbors to hear last night? I imagined getting a message from Leena about how she’d never let me stay at her place again, and didn’t want me teaching her tennis anymore because the residents thought they were listening to Leena get railed on the balcony, and she had to explain herself to all her uptight, rich friends. 

“Oh, yes, I want it,” I heard. 

If I could hear words, this girl was close. 

Very slowly, I turned my head to the right and looked up at the sky, then slowly brought my gaze lower, seeing if I could spot any open sliding glass doors. 

It was the apartment right next to mine, and I could see into one of the doors. There, on the bed, on all fours, facing me, was one of the girls that I saw walking by the pool yesterday. I figured it was a lesbian couple because of how different they were–opposites attract and all that–along with how much odd sexual tension there seemed to be between them. One of them walked very upright, with a stiff posture. She was dirty-blonde, had on a red one-piece swimsuit, and had her hair back in a tight, high ponytail. The other girl had dark hair, bangs, was in a black triangle top bikini, and looked sad despite how sunny it was at the time. They must have been coming back from the beach, as she was carrying two beach chairs and a beach bag. The precise-looking girl in red had a towel over one arm and a bottle of water. She looked like the kind of girl who would take the afternoon off at the first drop of sweat.  

But as I looked in the open glass door, I could see that the sadder girl was on their bed, on all fours with her ass up in the air. I assumed the other one was behind her. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but I could hear the results it got. The sadder girl had her eyes closed and couldn’t see me watching. 

I swung my whole head back to face the sunrise, which was still beautiful but not as intriguing as the lesbian sex going on in the very next apartment to mine. I was still a little worked up from Cleo turning me down earlier in the morning. 

“Keep going, please, I want it so bad, make me cum.”

I couldn’t make it seem like I could hear them. I couldn’t make sudden movements and spook them. But I also couldn’t sit there and keep staring at the sun and pretend there wasn’t a lesbian sex show for me in the next room. 

“Don’t stop, please, don’t stop.”

I turned my body to see what they were up to, and as I did so, I hit the coffee I made for Cleo with my arm, and in slow motion, I watched it fly off the railing and onto the concrete floor of the balcony I was standing on. I held my breath the whole time. 

It hit the floor with a clatter, shattering into a few large pieces and many more small ones, and I froze. My body was turned towards the neighbors’ apartment, and the sadder girl opened her eyes and stared at me as I stood there, looking into their bedroom, a broken coffee mug at my feet. 

Neither of us moved, her mouth still locked in an O-face that seemingly moved straight from pleasure to surprise without moving a muscle. Her partner slowly rose from where she was hidden behind her, glaring at me. Yes, it was the red one-piece girl with the stiff posture. 

“Sorry,” I stammered after what felt like a full minute, and I reached down and gathered the largest pieces of the coffee mug, then ducked into the door to my living room. 

Holy shit, I thought when I was back inside. That went from hot to embarrassing in less than a minute. I cursed my clumsy arm, and wondered why the hell Cleo never took the coffee. Is that what I get for trying to be nice? 

I left the sliding door open, but there were no more sounds of passion from next door. Their mood was killed, and I killed it. 

I had two more weeks at the Eastham, but who knew how long they were staying here, and now I couldn’t see them around the building again without it being awkward. I got caught peeking into their bedroom, and now they probably thought I was a complete pervert. 

Yes, it was early, and no, I didn’t have anything to do, but I probably needed to get out of Leena’s place. I could go walk on any beach, sit in any bar, or go to any lighthouse to do whatever people do at those. What I couldn't do was wait around the Eastham and risk running into them now that I knew we could run into each other in the hall or the elevator pretty easily. Hell, I could always go get a veggie bowl at Cleo’s place if I needed to kill some time. 

Speaking of Cleo, first I’d need to shower. I was sweaty, smelled like sex, and couldn’t remember if I had taken a shower yesterday. 

I tiptoed around the bedroom since it was the shared wall with the lesbian couple next door. I closed my sliding door curtains so slowly that it felt like it took ten minutes, moving a millimeter at a time until it blocked the sun, which was now fully up over the horizon. Then I tiptoed to the bathroom, took a shower, and tried not to think about how if I hadn’t slept with Cleo, I could have either laid in bed and listened to them fuck, or else pressed my ear to the shower wall and listened to them that way. Either way, I wouldn’t have been caught and I wouldn’t have broken one of Leena’s mugs.

After I got my shorts and a long-sleeved t-shirt on, I tiptoed around the living room looking for my flip flops so I could sneak out, and that’s when I heard a knock at the door. 

Three sharp, loud knocks. 

I froze in mid-reach for the second flip flop, and I just knew what I’d see if I went around the corner to the front door of the unit. Somehow, I could tell by the knock that it was the upright, stiff-walking girl from the day before, the girl who was pleasuring her partner this morning and got interrupted by me staring at them. 

I crept to the front door, put my eye up to the peephole, and sure enough, there she was, by herself. 

I did not want to speak with her. I could imagine how awkward it would be, and if she were a lesbian, then there’s no way I could get away with trying to charm her, not the way I’d charmed Cleo. Oh, I was at the Eastham? Well, so what? So was she. No, I’d be powerless. 

I backed up slowly in the hallway, trying not to make a sound. 

It was not slow enough, evidently, as I backed into the end table in the middle of the wall and knocked over a photo of Leena and Roger, which clattered to the floor but luckily did not break. Twice in one day my clumsiness betrayed me, both times with the same woman. 

Well, there was no sense in pretending I wasn't home now. 

She knocked again.  

I repositioned the photo, and opened the door. 

Last time I saw her she was at least naked from the waist up, and in the time it took me to slowly close a curtain, shower, and slowly get dressed, she had put on a white turtleneck, tight jeans, black high heels, and her hair was slicked back into a high ponytail. 

“Hi,” I said, after a full couple seconds of feeling somewhat stupid. 

“I’m sorry to bother you,” she said. “I’m not spying on you. I heard your shower running before and wanted to give you a few minutes. We should probably talk.” 

“Uh, OK? I mean, before we do, I think maybe I owe you an apology. I was just out there having coffee. I wasn’t trying to peep on you two, I swear.” 

“No, we owe you an apology. Specifically, she owes you an apology.” 

“I really…wait, what? No, she doesn’t. I’m the one that...”

She held up her hand. Long fingernails, painted red. “May I come in? This will only take a second. I’m Moira, by the way.” She held out her hand and we shook hands, once.

“Danny,” I said. 

“Dan, or Daniel?” she asked.

“Well, Daniel, but no one calls me that, really, except a couple of my older tennis...”

“Daniel,” she said, closing the door behind her. “Before I have her apologize, I wanted to make sure you understood something. I would guess you will understand and be OK with it, but we don’t force ourselves on anyone and I need to make sure.”

“I’m…not sure I understand what you’re saying.” 

“This will all make sense when we apologize. When she apologizes. For us, Daniel, consent is very important. Nothing without consent. There isn’t a consent bubble that travels with us allowing us to do whatever we want whenever someone is in our bubble. But to be blunt, Daniel, we could hear you with your partner last night. That’s really the heart of the issue.”

“Oh, shit,” I said. Here I was thinking that I was perving on them, and it turns out Cleo and I had an audience. “I’m sorry, I didn’t know how loud we were being. It won’t happen again.”

“Well, it’s understandable. People get lost in passion, and you two were having a good time. But, like I said, consent is important. Hailey did not ask to watch you, and so we do need to address that.” 

“I guess so,” I said. “I still feel like I need to apologize to you, so maybe we can both apologize?” 

“Why don’t we go next door? Hailey will make things right first. If you still feel that you owe her an apology, I will not stop you.”

“OK, sure, that should be fine.”

“No matter what you see, Daniel, and no matter what you hear, I assure you this is consensual. Our relationship might not look or sound like yours, but it is very real and it does work for us. It works for Hailey in particular.” 

She opened the door and walked out, holding my own door open for me. I followed her, watching her taut, high ass wag in her skin tight jeans the whole walk down the hallway, where she turned and entered the code for her door. Again she held the door open for me. 

It is always strange being in places that are mirror images of what you’re used to, or that have the same layout but are decorated very differently. Where Leena’s apartment was simply decorated with a beach motif, this place was flipped around and was decorated almost coldly. The floor was gray tile, the kitchen counters were black to my gray, the cabinets white to my oak, the stools at the kitchen counter metal to my wood. They had full-length mirrors on one wall of the giant room that served as a living room and dining room, a gray weather-wood dining room table with eight chairs around it, and in the far corner of the room, tucked between their sliding glass door and the TV table, I could see the sad-looking girl with bangs, dressed in a leather corset and leather skirt, with high black leather boots, standing by herself. 

“I am punishing Hailey, Daniel. This is where I found her last night being bad, and so she’s thinking about what she had done.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I nodded. 

“As best as I can tell, sometime around midnight, Hailey woke up to the sounds of you having sex with your partner. I did not. I stayed asleep. Hailey must have gotten out of bed, and then a little while later, something woke me and when I realized she was not there with me, I came out and found her here.” She indicated the corner where Hailey currently was standing. “She was standing there, watching you have sex with your partner, and she was attempting to pleasure herself.”

“Oh, wow. Well, I don’t know what to say.” Apparently I had been a porn star after all. “I mean, I’m not offended,” I said.

“No, but that’s not quite the full problem. Hailey does not get off unless I say it’s OK. Last night I did not say that it was OK. Did I, Hailey?”

Hailey looked at the floor. 

“No. No I did not. It’s not that you were not allowed to enjoy yourself with your partner, Daniel, as your partner was clearly enjoying herself. It’s that Hailey was not allowed to enjoy you as well.”

“I guess...I mean, I appreciate the honesty, but I did the same thing this morning, didn’t I? It’s awkward to have our balconies so close and kind of facing each other a little bit.”

“Well, yes, but she wasn’t watching you on the balcony. She came out here so that she could watch your partner’s reflection in your bedroom mirror. I could see at once that’s why she stood there. I saw for myself. Hailey didn’t just accidentally see something she shouldn’t have, which is what I suspect happened to you. No, Daniel, Hailey knew what she was doing. She broke a rule with me, and she crossed a line with you.” 

“I’m sorry,” Hailey said from the corner. 

“Sorry for what?” Moira said.

“Sorry for watching you have sex. And I’m sorry I tried to get off,” she said to Moira. 

I lowered my voice to ask Moira “Is she OK with this? Really?”

In her normal, loud voice Moira responded. “We have a safe word, and Hailey can use it any time. If anything goes too far, she can put a stop to it. She never has. Not once in the 6 months we’ve been dating. Isn’t that right, Hailey?”

“That’s right.”

“Some people enjoy sex because it allows them to lose their inhibitions. I enjoy sex precisely because I can control those inhibitions, whether mine or my lovers’. I enjoy regulating what others feel. If I do not keep my eye on her, she will be a little slut. Isn’t that right, Hailey?”

“Yes, Moira.” 

“Yes, that’s right. Totally uncontrollable.”

We stood in silence, and Hailey again looked at the floor. She had trouble meeting my eyes, and I couldn’t tell if I was making her uncomfortable. From my balcony she seemed sad, but up close she didn’t seem sad so much as she looked…guilty? Embarrassed? She didn’t seem unhappy. 

“Well,” I said, putting my hands in my pockets and shrugging my shoulders. “I accept your apology, Hailey.” I turned to Moira. “I’m not offended, really, and like I said, whether it was an accident or not, and it was, I shouldn’t have looked in on you, so I’m sorry for that.” 

“Now, here’s where the consent comes in again, Daniel. We have no secrets at the moment. She and I have seen you naked already, not on purpose, of course, in my case. And we’ve heard you be passionate with someone. You have also seen us naked, although maybe not fully. Correct?”

“Uh, yeah, that’s right. I couldn’t see much, if that’s what you’re asking.”

She held up her hand again. “But you saw us while being intimate. Now I don’t get off on being watched, but Hailey does. And since she has done as I asked and apologized to you, and since you have accepted, and since we are on vacation, Daniel, and it’s been almost three weeks since her last orgasm, I am going to allow some intimacy this morning. I was teasing her earlier when you saw us and had no intention of getting her off. That was mostly a punishment. But I can see how hard this is for her and I think she deserves it. And you are welcome to stay and watch.”

Wait, what? 

“Whoa, I was not expecting you to say that.”

“It’s perfectly OK, as long as we agree. You did see us earlier. You’ve seen her in pleasure, you’ve seen that I’m the one doing it, and the only difference is that this time you won’t be looking through a door. It would be right here.” 

I was ready to go with Cleo first thing this morning, but that never happened. And then I was pretty turned on at the thought of what these two were doing to one another, or what Moira was doing to Hailey, even though I couldn’t see it. But now? Now I could see it, if I wanted to. These girls are straight-up freaks, but they were also pretty open and chill about their lives if they were this honest with someone they just met. 

Southern hospitality? Does that include Florida? 

“Um, sure, I guess, if you’re cool with it,” I said. 

I saw Hailey crack a smile for half a second. If Moira saw it, she didn’t let on. 

“I’ll go get ready. Hailey, as I said, usually is ready. I do not want her touching herself. Only others touch her for her pleasure. So if you will, while I change, please make sure she keeps her hands folded in front of her, and Hailey, if he tells me that you touched yourself, then you know what will happen.”

“Yes, Moira.” 

And with that, Moira clicked her heels across the cold gray floor and disappeared into the bedroom. I didn’t even have time to ask if I could talk to Hailey while we waited, and so I didn’t. 

An hour earlier I was worried about how awkward it would be if I ran into Hailey or Moira in the elevator, having just seen them in their bedroom. I would take that imagined awkwardness every day of the week over sitting on a straight-backed sectional couch while watching a young woman try not to squirm in sexual anticipation right in front of me, waiting for her lover to return and get going. 

What was I seeing? What was I about to see?

I tried smiling at her, but it came out weird. She dropped her gaze and stared at her hands, locked in front of her. 

How many minutes was Moira gone? Five? Ten? Thirteen? I had no idea, but I was grateful when the door opened and she clicked back across the floor in her heels. 

Her heels were the only part of her outfit that stayed the same. She was wearing a full body, latex suit, showing off the same curves I followed into their apartment. Long latex gloves covered her arms and hands, and she had her suit zipped up almost all the way to her chin, with some kind of belt around her waist. She was carrying a briefcase. 

I settled against the arm of their sectional couch and got ready for the show. I didn’t know what their show was, but it looked flat-out freaky, I had a front row seat, and I could feel my cock start to move around in anticipation. 

“Come, Hailey,” Moira said to her as she put the briefcase down on the dining room table and popped the latches. 

Hailey walked over to her, hands still folded in front. 

Moira whispered something to her, and Hailey nodded, and Moira turned Hailey to face me. With a quick flick of her wrist, Moira undid Hailey’s skirt, and it dropped down to her ankles. 

Revealing her small, hairless cock. 

Wait, what? 

Hailey was a…guy? Hailey was hot. Hailey had a tight little body. Hailey was in a bikini yesterday and I had checked out her ass as she walked by the pool and held the gate open for Moira. Hailey was in a corset, with small breasts peeking out over the top–I could see them. 

She was staring at me, waiting for a reaction, and I could see a slight smirk on her face. 

“That’s right, Daniel. I have the pussy she yearns for and can’t have, and she has the cock I don’t need. In many ways, she is much more feminine than I am. I give her what she needs, but on my terms. And right now, my little slut, we’re starting very small.” 

The only other transgender person I had ever seen was at the grocery store once, returning bottles. She was in her sixties, was wearing leggings and a tube top, and had so much makeup on that she drew the wrong kind of attention to herself. 

Hailey was not that person. Hailey had drawn the right kind of attention, and she knew it. 

“Hailey is a mystery, until she isn’t,” Moira said. “I don’t have to guess if she’s satisfied. I can see for myself.”

Moira reached into the briefcase, grabbed a dildo that was only a couple inches long, and attached it to her front. She wasn’t wearing a belt at all; it was a strapon harness. And right now Hailey was working her hand over it, covering it with lube, biting her lip and looking at me right in the eyes.

“To the couch,” Moira ordered, and they made their way to the corner of the sectional, Hailey getting down on all fours and Moira getting behind her. 

I couldn't see what Moira was doing, but I could guess from Hailey’s body language; she shut her eyes and began rocking back on Moira’s strapon. Moira looked like she was kneeling, perfectly still. Hailey was doing all the work. 

I was close enough to her to feel her breath on my arm when she’d lower her head. When she’d raise her head I could see her little girlcock, dangling between her legs, flapping back and forth as she rocked on her knees. 

Hailey tried to make larger movements, and the strapon wasn’t long enough; she could only buck her hips a few short inches before the dildo would pop out and Moira would have to put it back in. 

Hailey blew her hair out of her face, but she was starting to sweat a little and her hair stuck to her cheeks. 

“Moira, bigger, please!” she wailed. 

“Oh, you want to be filled up more, you little whore? I knew you’d be begging for it. Let Daniel hear you beg for it.” And she gestured at me as if I weren’t worthy. 

Hailey looked at me as she begged her lover for more. “Bigger, Moira, please. I want it so bad. I need it, you know that.” 

Moira dismounted and click-clacked back to the briefcase, leaving Hailey to try and get strands of hair out of her face and wait for satisfaction. 

I was kind of rooting for her; I knew what it was like to have sex but not fully get what you want. Was this any different? 

Instinctively I reached my hand up and helped her with her hair, gathering it and tucking it behind her ears. 

There was no way that was going to work. By the looks of the dildo that Moira was attaching, Hailey was about to have a few more inches to work with, and her hair was going to fly everywhere. I looked around on the coffee table for a hair tie. Didn’t girls leave those around? Nothing was nearby, so I did the next best thing, and held her hair behind her head. She grabbed my forearm as Moira came back and slid the bigger dildo in, and Hailey rubbed her cheek against my arm as she felt it slide in. 

“Keep going, Moira, don’t stop!” she breathed, and Moira started with long, aggressive strokes where Hailey was almost shoved towards me at the end of each stroke. I could hear the clapping sound of Moira’s latex against Hailey’s ass. 

I was backed up as far as I could go against the arm of the couch, and soon Hailey was absentmindedly kissing the inside of my arm as I held her hair behind her. 

Then she saw it. 

And felt it. 

She saw what I felt, which is that my cock jumped in my shorts. I was clearly pitching a tent in there, and there was no way to hide my size once that happened, not even with my tightest boxer briefs. 

“Ooooh,” she said, smiling at me while arching her back to take more of Moira inside her. “What do you think, Danny?” 

She slid her hand up one of my legs. She paused halfway up my inner thigh as Moira fucked her from behind and she groaned in pleasure. 

“Go ahead,” I whispered, looking to Moira for approval, who nodded once and brought her attention back to Hailey’s ass. 

Hailey let out a squeal as she wrapped her hand around me, and then immediately withdrew, with a look of shock on her face. 

“Take your shorts off,” she whispered. “Please.” 

I did as she asked, and she beamed as my mostly-erect cock bounced out of my shorts. She started stroking me in time with each of Moira’s thrusts. 

With my hand still behind her head holding a fistful of her hair, what was I supposed to do? Was I supposed to move it down to my cock? Did she want to suck it? Hell, did I want her to suck it? 

She looked up at me and stroked me while saying “I can’t get this in my mouth, but I know where it can go.” 

Moira stopped her thrusting and looked at me. “Your turn,” she said. “My legs hurt. I told you, she’s an insatiable little slut, aren’t you?” 

Hailey wiggled her ass in Moira’s face, and I could see her semi-hard cock flap from side to side between her legs. 

Hailey turned around to show me her ass, and Moira took off her harness, putting it on the coffee table and tossing me the lube. I was fully hard, and looked down at Hailey’s little eager asshole, wondering how she was going to be able to take me there; most girls I was with never tried, and those that did couldn’t keep it in me for very long, as it hurt them too much. 

I placed the head of my cock on Hailey’s hole, and she backed up, wanting me inside her. I slid it in slowly, and I heard her gasp as it instantly filled her. Despite being fucked by Moira for a little while, Hailey felt tight around me. I went slowly, and she hesitated a little after the first inch or two, making her shoulders tense and raising herself off the couch. 

Then I slid in a lot at once. She let out an “oh my God!” and I steadied myself on her hips. I stopped when I got as deep as I was with Cleo the night before, and waited for her to catch her breath. Then I went deeper. Then deeper. 

Then I was all the way in. My thighs pressed against her ass cheeks. And that’s when she tried backing up even more. 

I was all the way in her, and I started fucking her with long, drawn-out strokes. I withdrew almost all the way, then slowly went back in as deep as I could. I could see her toes curl as I hit my deepest point. I could feel her body wrapped around my dick, could feel her clench when I was all the way, and I started quickening my pace. 

She lowered her head to the couch, no longer able to control her hair, but that gave Moira time to recline in the corner of the sectional, unzip the zipper of her crotch, and then she held Hailey’s hair the way I had done and brought Hailey’s mouth to her shaved, swollen clit. 

From this view, I could have been fucking anyone. It could have been Cleo, and Hailey did look a little like Cleo from behind: narrow hips, bikini tan lines, and even some beauty marks on her back. 

“You little slut, you love it,” Moira breathed. 

I hadn’t been this deep in a girl in a long time, not since Keira. I could slam myself into Hailey as hard as I wanted and she wanted more; I wasn’t hurting her. Her hips would meet me before I even finished my stroke, like she couldn’t wait until I finished my stroke, and even then she wanted me deeper than I could go; she was out of control now, in no way the same timid-looking girl who was standing in the corner just a few minutes ago. 

She rocked, she groaned, she cried out. She took me all the way in while Moira moaned a series of short, clipped “Oh’s” over and over as Hailey worked over her clit. 

“I need to cum,” Hailey groaned as she raised her head and looked back at me. She shivered as she slid off of me, then turned her body over so she could get on her back. In one motion Moira sat up and straddled Hailey’s face, this time able to grind her clit into Hailey’s mouth, who waited for me to fuck her to the finish line. 

I got myself back into her and again I could go all the way, right up to the base of my shaft. I was getting feelings on my entire length, feeling my own need for release start to form at the base of my cock. 

Moira was moaning louder now as I heard Hailey below me, licking and sucking and bringing Moira closer and closer to the edge. Hailey’s girlcock was rock hard now, pointing straight up her belly, bouncing back and forth as I felt myself get closer and closer. 

I spread Hailey’s legs wide, using her knees as leverage as I pumped into her harder and harder. She was able to take it all, in any way I gave it to her. 

Moira put her arms over her head and I saw her eyes roll back, her mouth forming a circle, and she started bucking her hips as she let out a long, low groan. Hailey stopped licking long enough to yell out “don’t stop!” at me as she felt my pace get even faster. 

I slapped my thighs on her body as I thrusted as deep as I could, as quickly as I could. I felt the familiar swell of climax approaching, and Hailey arched her back towards Moira. 

“Oh God!” she cried out, as a huge rope of cum shot out of her little cock, shooting straight back toward her own face and landing on Moira’s clit. 

The next blast shot back at Moira and it landed on the front of her suit, and so did the next, and the next. Hailey’s little dick had three weeks of cum to let out, and that was a lot of cum. It flew onto Hailey’s corset, it landed on the couch, and it was dripping off of Moira’s front before it even finished coming out of Hailey. 

By the time she was down to a stray dribble here and there, I felt myself get too close.

“I’m gonna cum!” I said, and started to pull out, ready to cum on her corset.

“Don’t!” snarled Moira, and she lunged forward, wrapping her arms behind me in a bear hug, keeping me buried all the way inside Hailey. I felt Hailey squeeze around me, and then I was shooting load after load inside of her, feeling her clench around me to get as much out as she could. 

“Holy shit,” I breathed. My balls felt empty. 

Moira leaned back, and fell into the corner of the couch, cum running down her front. Hailey ran a hand over her chin to get a rope of cum I never even saw hit her, and she licked it off her fingers. 

Then we were all still, and the only sounds were of each of us trying to catch our breath. 

What did I just do? Wasn’t I supposed to just be watching them? What kind of a relationship do they have? Is this it for Hailey for three more weeks? 

I slowly withdrew my cock from deep inside Hailey, and it came out glistening. I pulled it all the way out and then dropped it on top of hers, where it landed with a wet slap. She jumped a little, and I heard a soft giggle. 

Moira closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then let it out very slowly. Then she did it again. 

Suddenly she snapped her eyes open and barked “Hailey! Clean.” 

Hailey flipped over onto her stomach, presenting her ass to me as she licked up all of the cum she had shot onto Moira’s suit. I could see some of my cum start to drip out of her, and some of it started to run down her leg. Moira guided Hailey’s head as she licked the suit clean, and then Moira took a look at her front, nodded, and she patted the couch next to her. Hailey snuggled up next to Moira, who ran her gloved fingers through her hair, leaning down to kiss Hailey’s forehead. Hailey’s eyes were closed, her hands draped across Moira’s chest. 

Could Moira feel that? Could you feel anything in a suit like that? They actually looked kind of cute snuggled up together like that, despite everything I had seen from their interactions earlier, where they looked strangely business-like and not at all affectionate. 

“It is time for aftercare, Daniel,” Moira said from the couch. “Please don’t take offense if I ask you to get dressed and show yourself out.” 

“None taken,” I said, running my hand through my hair and feeling sweat. Hailey was breathing deeply and hadn’t yet reopened her eyes. She looked spent. 

“Oh, and Daniel?” Moira called after I threw my shorts on and was barefooting my way out of the place. “How much longer will you be next door?” 

“Two weeks,” I said.

“Two weeks,” she said. “Hmmm. Well, we are on vacation. Maybe I’ll let you know the next time we are intimate, if you’d like that.” 

“Sure,” I said. “I’d like that.”
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And just like that, he was gone.

I stood at my second-floor window and watched Jeff drive his car toward the end of the street. From there it was three turns to I-90, then a few hours to Chicago, where later that night he’d move in with Kelly and they’d probably bang. I was left behind to try and make this two bedroom apartment work by myself. 

I knew I couldn’t. Hell, Jeff and I barely could make it work together. We thought we had it all figured out, but it really was a bad plan. While all our business major friends aimed for Boston, Chicago, or Seattle after graduation, we aimed for Cleveland, and boy, did we hit it. The plan was to get a cheap place, split costs, live frugally, and really pay down our student loans. Then, after four years of work experience and with our loans paid off, we’d job hop, boost our pay, and move where our friends were, bringing our great credit scores with us. Step One, though, was Cleveland. 

A few months into our plan, I could tell he was getting restless. Kelly had gotten a job in Chicago, and at first they alternated weekends. But then one weekend it was her turn to come to Cleveland, and he angrily showed me her text about this concert that she really wanted to go to, and could he come out again, just this once, pretty please, wink emoji? 

As if by magic, it was never her turn to travel again. By the time he nervously told me his boss agreed to let him work remotely, I had made peace with needing to reboot my plan. 

I realized I was still staring at the end of the street, his car long gone.  

Might as well get on with my life, right?

Except, what did that look like, exactly? It’s not like Kenyon College was that far from Cleveland, but Jeff and I didn’t know anyone else here: no one else’s path went through Cleveland. The Moses brothers moved back home to Cincinnati, and Kevin Mentor was interning in Columbus. That was really it. Aside from Kelly, Jeff only had me to hang out with. And since Hannah chose Torin Fucking Bleecker and his trust fund over me, I only had Jeff. 

Except now I didn’t even have Jeff. 

But what the hell, right? Did I need him? There were bars down the street, and I could go grab an IPA, mess around on my phone, maybe get some food if there was a decent appetizer special, and then be back in time to watch a Guardians playoff game. I could be in and out for less than $20. 

***

Except do you know what you need in order to spend $20 at a bar? You need $20. 

My ATM receipt said I had $17.38 left, which was why the transaction had failed; this ATM only gave out twenties. I fished around in my messenger bag and came up with two fives and a couple quarters. Not enough to have a beer and food, but enough for a beer. Jeff left all of his food behind, so I could make it until payday, which was next Friday. Jeff was also paid up through October, and said he’d Venmo me his share of November’s rent too since he felt bad about bailing. We’ll see. I had a financial emergency on my hands, sure, but the siren wasn't that loud yet. 

I took my ten dollars to the Bellwether Pub, and pointed to the handle of the cheapest IPA on tap as I sat down. 

“Seven,” said the bartender with the gauged ears and the man bun. 

“Oh man,” I said. “Really?” It was 6 bucks the week before. 

“Prices went up. Sorry, man.” He seemed genuinely sorry, too, like he knew what a surprise could do to your weekly budget. 

I thanked him and realized I had no one to clink glasses with, so I got out a notebook and started the serious work of figuring out how to adapt and overcome. 

The way I saw it, I could either increase my income, or cut my expenses. Since my expenses were already as low as they could go, with no luxury left to remove, that seemed to be out. Besides, I was on the hook for full rent and utilities, and cutting a beer here and there won’t make up that kind of difference. 

That left increase my income. Since I needed an extra $750 per month after taxes, that meant only one thing: get a second job. There’s no way I could apply for a different job within Cleveland that paid that much more as an entry-level position; I was a decent analyst, but I wasn’t that good, and I only had a few months of experience. Jerry was a great boss, too, but he’d lose his mind if I asked for a raise that big. Also, I wouldn’t get it. 

Second job it was. 

Except I was already taking work home with me most nights and weekends, so that would make working a second job pretty tricky. As in, I’m not sure how it would even work, since I’m already tired, I’m already grinding, and I need whatever downtime I get. No way working an extra 20 hours a week is going to work out. 

My beer was almost gone, and I had avoided writing “new roommate” on my list, but it was time to face facts: there was no additional money coming in, and there was no way to pay it all myself without stopping my student loan payments and digging myself an even bigger hole. I could ask around at work, but I didn’t have the social network to rely on to try and find a new, preferably sane, roommate. 

I started the night with a “how do I get more money?” problem, and I was leaving it with a “where do I find a decent roommate?” problem. I didn’t like either problem. 

Manbun pointed at me and asked “another one?” and I had to shake my head, but I looked at my watch first to make it seem it was a time reason and not a money reason. 

As I tipped the last of the glass into my mouth, I briefly thought about bailing on the apartment entirely, walking away from the security deposit, and getting a one-bedroom instead. That was probably even worse than stopping my loan payments, and really, why would I move to Cleveland to save money and then deliberately stay despite losing money? 

***

It wasn’t raining in Cleveland, but it was raining in Boston, where the game was. I got home in time to see the announcement that the game would be made up on Sunday, and so there went my plans for the night. 

Now what? I didn’t feel like channel surfing, there were no other baseball games on, and I wasn’t sure if I felt like killing time online. I moved a grilled cheese sandwich around our one frying pan and the whole time I watched it cook, I knew that I’d be going online after dinner to watch porn. 

Although, since Jeff was gone, at least I could watch it with the sound on. 

That’s something, right?
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My favorite porn was the point of view stuff, where the video was made to look like it was what I was seeing. The girls made eye contact with the camera, and they were the only stars of the video. I never wanted to see the guys in porn, but with those videos, I could just focus on the girl. There were two downsides to those videos, though. 

For one, they always made me feel bad about my size, but I had suspected it was a camera thing, a trick of filming.

Hannah and I made a video like that for my birthday last year, and that’s when I learned that yes, it was a camera thing. In our video, I looked huge, mostly because my phone was right up to the action and it was a wide-angle lens. And that was the second downside: for as much as I loved POV videos, they all reminded me of my video with Hannah, which reminded me of Hannah. 

I couldn’t watch our video anymore anyway, as much as I might want to. Right before graduation, right after Hannah and I broke up, Jeff and I had a little bit too much to drink and wandered out by the Kokosing River, right near campus. I got out my phone to take a selfie, and I dropped it right into the river.  

What was I going to do, ask Hannah for a copy? Now I go online and hunt for videos that look a lot like the one I made. 

The closest I got was a young blonde woman who has an OnlyFans page. One thing I never liked about a lot of OnlyFans models was how they mostly seemed to edit their videos so you couldn’t see their whole face. This one had a few tattoos on her biceps and shoulders, but I could at least imagine it was Hannah in the video, riding me in a hotel room the way she did when I turned 21. 

While most of my college friends were in their exciting cities with their exciting girlfriends, starting to go out and have fun on a Friday night, I took off my pants, turned off all the lights in my bedroom, and climbed into bed with my laptop, ready to go hunting for POV porn by myself.

Of course I started with the video that most reminded me of Hannah's. There were some differences, obviously. I wore a condom in our video, for one. For another, Hannah never really made a sound. Not a peep, in fact. While the tattooed girl in my favorite video moaned, and ground herself into her lover as she rode him backwards, Hannah was a little more mechanical. It was a three-minute long, badly-lit video of a faceless girl sitting on a regular-sized erection, riding it so quietly you wondered if the sound was off, and then you heard the guy moan when he came. 

That guy was me. Then he dropped the phone and the recording stopped. 

Hot, right? 

I mean, it felt good, and I did watch the video a lot when it was on my phone, but it wasn’t a video I would have bookmarked if I found it online. I only watched it, and kept it, because it was us. 

I missed the video because it was us. 

I decided to do something I had never done before, which was watch other videos from the tattooed blonde. She had a few other POV videos, but really what she seemed to have a lot of were public flashing videos, or public sex videos. Still faceless in all of them, but you could tell she was playing with her clit in the aisle of a Target, or she was in a Home Depot and her companion kept getting upskirt shots to show she wasn’t wearing panties. Another was a blowjob video in a changing room. 

There were young women like this out there. They could have been anywhere, all around me for all I knew. You couldn’t see their faces, so who’s to say they weren’t in the Bellwether Pub, or the Home Depot I went to when I needed light bulbs? 

As exciting as it was to think about all these sexually charged people I could have been walking near, and as hot as it was to watch my favorite porn, I was way too distracted to focus on getting myself off. I had been at it for almost an hour, was about nine videos deep into tatted blondie’s back catalog, I still wasn’t hard, and my mind was all over the place. 

I may not have been ready to throw in the towel on Cleveland, but I was ready to throw in the towel on jerking off by myself, sound or no sound. 

Just as I was about to shut it down for the night, my phone buzzed. Maybe Jeff, getting into Chicago? 

Hey Jake! It’s Mara Mooney. I got your number from Hannah. She said you were in Cleveland. Me too! I just got my own place in the Ohio City neighborhood. You should come by sometime! Would love to catch up. Hope you’re well! Mara. 

I stared at my phone. Why was Mara Mooney contacting me? She was in our business program and always had the weirdest ideas. She once wrote a whole proposal for a dog walking company that also picked up litter by attaching these weird mop things to the dogs and then you’d shake them out into the trash. It was so strange. But she was incredibly proud of it because she thought she could get paid twice for the same walk.

Suddenly I felt weird knowing that Hannah was off having conversations about me. Like, we broke up, but she never took me out of her phone even though she’s with Torin now. 

I couldn’t write back to Mara right now, could I? It was Friday night, I was in my apartment by myself, and the entire world was out celebrating the weekend. If I wrote back now, isn’t that admitting I have no life? Do I want to lead off my texts with her broadcasting that I have no life? No, I could not write back to her tonight. Even if it seemed rude, I needed to do something else, and at least make it seem like I had important things going on.

I settled on Netflix, and chose some old Western movie called The Sound of Distant Drums. I had never heard of it, never heard of anyone in it, but it was about 90 minutes long and looked to be an adventure movie. I couldn’t get excited watching porn; maybe a cowboys and Indians flick would do it? 

A little after 10 pm I woke up and realized I must have fallen asleep right after the opening title sequence. I finally shut the laptop down and went to bed. 

Mara Mooney could wait until morning.
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I used to wake up to the smell of coffee since Jeff was an earlier riser than I was. Today I just…woke up. I reached for my phone and saw it was 10:15, meaning I crashed for almost 12 hours. Last night I couldn’t send the text to Mara because it was too late; now it’s too early. I decided to do it after coffee.

I had to Google everything about making coffee. It took 30 minutes and the coffee was terrible. 

As I sipped my coffee, I decided that now would be a fine time to get back to Mara. 

Mara! Great to hear from you. Yeah, I’m in Cleveland. I was living with Jeff Fisher, he moved out, long story lol. Just hanging out, working for KDM. What are you up to?

Her text to me mentioned getting together. Did I want to do that? I didn’t acknowledge it in my reply, but it’s not like Mara and I were close. We had some of the same classes, and she knew Hannah, but maybe getting together would be awkward; what would we catch up about? Or is this what life's like now that we’re not in college anymore? You just go out and be friendly with people you might not be best friends with because there’s no other choice anymore? 

Mara must have been awake with nothing to do. She wrote back immediately. 

Lol, yeah, I applied to KDM. I’m at Java’s downtown, using that degree LOL. What are you doing? Want to come over? I’ll make lunch. 

I sipped some more coffee, not wanting to make it seem like I had nothing better to do but write back instantly. Today? I sent after a minute or two had passed. 

Sure! came her reply right away. Then I saw bubbles. 

Unless you have plans. I have today off, and knew you probably did too. I have stuff for sandwiches. It’ll be fun! 

I didn’t dislike Mara Mooney, I just didn’t know her that well. I knew her by sight, and she knew Hannah and Kelly, but other than that, I never did group work with her or even knew where she lived. 

Still, the fewer meals I eat at my place, the better. Payday was Friday, and that was a long way away. A free sandwich is a free sandwich. 

Let me wrap something up here, I wrote. I’ll see you in a little while. 

It was a brand-new building. Everything was sleek, modern, made of glass, and it looked so much different than my nearly-empty third-floor walkup with dingy beige carpet. She lived on the twelfth floor, and buzzed me in right away. The elevator was mirrored. The hallway carpet wasn’t scuffed and there were no stains anywhere. I knocked on 1252. 

She threw her arms around me when she answered the door. “Jake! So good to see you!” 

I barely recognized her. Her hair was longer than it was in college, she was wearing cat eye glasses, and she was wearing white sweatpants. I could see her panty line, and they were high-cut, like Hannah’s used to be. She was always so put together in school, and this was oddly casual. 

I don’t know if it was her panty line, or if it was my dry spell, but Mara looked…cute.

And her apartment was amazing. One whole wall was floor-to-ceiling windows, and had a great view of the city. It was one big open area with a living area and a kitchen right behind that, and a hallway to the right that must have been where the bedroom was. 

Two red sofas sat on a fluffy white carpet. The whole place was bright, friendly, and welcoming. What the hell was I doing wrong? 

“This place looks great,” I said.

“Thanks! I just moved in a few weeks ago,” she said.”I was with my parents before that.” 

“Ah,” I said. “Saving some money. Smart.”

“Yeah,” she said, smiling. “Something like that.” 

There was music playing, softly, from somewhere in the apartment, but I couldn’t tell from where. We each sat on a sofa, facing each other. 

“So you’re living with Jeff? I’m sure splitting bills makes things a little easier.”

“It did. He moved in with Kelly, so it’s just me now.” 

“Oh no!” she said. “What are you going to do? Get a roommate?”

“Haven’t figured that out yet. He just moved out yesterday. But seriously, what are you up to?” I asked. 

“Oh, this and that,” she said with a sly smile. “Want a drink? I think I have some hard seltzer. Or no! I opened a bottle of wine last night. I stayed in by myself. Fun, right? Anyway, let’s have that.”

All I had had that day was coffee, and when she returned with the wine, it went straight to my head. But as I sat and enjoyed my late-morning buzz, we did catch up a little, and it wasn’t nearly as awkward as I was fearing.

We talked about her working at Java’s, feeling a little stuck and like her degree was wasted. I joked that I had a job in my field and wasn’t sure I was using much of my degree, but I’m not sure she found it as funny as I meant it.

We talked about Jeff, off playing house in Chicago. We talked about Hannah, off with Torin Fucking Bleecker and his trust fund. Eventually, after two or three cups of coffee and a few glasses of wine, I needed to use the bathroom.

“Can I use the boys’ room?”

“I have a girls’ room,” she giggled. “Around the corner, first door on the right.” 

Her place felt huge. Around the corner actually meant “go to where the long hallway starts,” and there were a few doors along the hallway. 

I opened the first door on the right just as I heard her yell “Wait! No! I meant left!” 

It was not a bathroom. It was a bedroom, but not one used for sleeping.

There was a bed opposite the door, and it had giant photography lights on three sides, plus one more hanging from the ceiling. At the foot of the bed was a camera on a tripod, and I followed the wires all the way to a laptop that sat on the bedside table, parked next to what looked like a pump bottle of…is that lube? On one wall was a bookshelf, dildos of increasing size lined up like soldiers. There were clothes thrown everywhere on the floor. 

Oh, man. Looks like I discovered how Mara paid her bills. 

I quickly shut the door and turned to see her behind me, wide-eyed, hand covering her mouth. 

“How much did you see?” she asked. 

“Mara, I’m sorry,” I said. “I thought you said the door on the right.”

“I did say that,” she said. “It’s my fault. I usually know my right from my left. I think I’m already buzzed.”

“I still need to use the–”

“No, I know, go ahead. I just thought I could stop you before you went to the wrong room. Oh, Jesus.”

“Well, I guess we’re friends now, huh?” That got a laugh from her.  

Cameras? Giant dildos? Mara was a freak. 

I lifted her toilet seat so I could relieve myself, and thought about how Mara was one of those young women like my tattooed blonde POV girl. Just someone out there, in the world, having secret orgasms that other people could see. Normal people, not models, not heavily made-up people. I mean, is Mara Mooney the name of a pornstar? No. You think Alexxis, or Jade, or Bailee, or any number of other things. Mara Mooney is the name of your waitress, or your friend’s cousin. 

I stared at myself in her mirror and tried to figure out how to go back out there and be normal. I couldn’t act like nothing had happened, but at the same time, I couldn’t make a huge deal out of it, either. 

Plus there was that sandwich she mentioned…

“So,” I said, as she stood in her kitchen with her hands on her cheeks and I walked back around the corner. “What should we talk about?”

“Jake, I’m sorry, I feel so embarrassed.”

“No, it’s OK,” I said. “I mean, I wondered how you were in this place if you said you only had a few shifts at Java’s. You gotta do what you gotta do, right?” 

“I’m not ashamed of this. I mean, I’m more ashamed that you know. God, what you must think.” 

“I’m not sure I think anything,” I said. It’s not like I could tell her I watch porn so I don’t judge her. But I thought it. 

“It…hasn’t been easy to get going after school,” she said. 

“Tell me about it,” I said. 

“This wasn’t planned,” she said. “But I couldn’t believe that I had no luck getting a job.”

“We all thought you were going to start a business, something out of left field that no one else would have thought of.” 

“I…barely graduated, Jake,” she said. “I didn’t even walk.”

Come to think of it, I didn’t remember seeing her there on graduation day. 

“I was really kind of jealous that you all got those consulting jobs so fast,” she said. “Like, somehow you knew enough to advise other people before you even left school. I never felt that way.”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her I had no idea what I was doing. “Mmmm,” was all that came out. 

“Anyway, once I had to make my first student loan payment, I cried. I was still only getting a few shifts at Java’s, and my first payment left me with almost nothing.”

“How could you afford the gear?” I handed her the loaf of bread and she turned around to grab two plates. 

“I didn’t,” she said. “Not at first. I used my phone and my laptop. The website I cam for is free and you get tips. It wasn’t hard to start up. I wore a mask for my first few shows, then some sunglasses. It took me a bit to relax.” 

I thought of all those models who never show their face in their videos. 

“So you started a business with few startup costs, then invested in it, and are now getting enough income where you’re clearly doing better than those of us who had job offers already. I told you you were going to start your own business, something no one else thought to do. Not that I could.”

She laughed. “You could totally do this.”

“Oh hell no,” I said, before realizing that sounded judgmental. “I mean, this is easy for women. Who wants to watch a dude play with himself except other dudes?” 

“I think,” she said, looking at me sideways as she fingered the wine glass stem, “that you’d be surprised. There’s a lot of money to be made online if you know where to look.” 

“Like looking at dudes?”

“All kinds of people are horny for all kinds of things. You don’t have to be horny back.”
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Mara made a pretty great turkey sandwich on wheat with some sort of cranberry mayo. It was way better than what I was going to eat had I stayed home, and her sandwich even had lettuce so I got a vegetable. I wanted a second sandwich but didn’t want to push my luck.

We tried making small talk, but it was pretty clear that there was this awkward secret hanging over us, and while we wanted to address it, I never really figured out how to do so without making it seem like I was trying to dig for details about her sex life. 

Like, if I pressed too much, would she think I was just trying to get her to tell me her username or cam site so I could watch her? Did she just sit there by herself, or did she have other models come over to her house so they could have sex on camera? Mara was suddenly a very intriguing young woman now that I knew one of her secrets.

Did she have any more secrets? 

I had loads of questions, but had no idea how to bring them up. 

“You wouldn’t happen to know anyone looking for a roommate?” I asked, hoping that led somewhere.

“No,” she shook her head. “But we have a community board at Java’s. If you put together a description of it or something on a flier, I can hang it there.”

“That seems pretty low-tech,” I said. “Couldn’t we use any of that–” I motioned towards her camera room “–for some high-tech marketing campaign? You probably know more about marketing than I do at this point, right?” 

“Hah,” she said. “Yeah, like we can use my fake ruler so that we can make things look like they’re twelve inches when they’re really nine.” 

“Mmmm,” I said. “So my place can be like, a thousand square feet that way.” 

“Of course it is,” she said. “And then we can use a filter. Is your carpet stained?”

“Very.”

“Then we’ll strategically place your furniture.”

“You mean my two camping chairs?”

“‘Rustic apartment, minutes from Downtown Cleveland,” she started. 

“That’s true,” I said. “It will definitely take some minutes to get there. See? You still got it.” 

She smiled a little. “I’d rather be legit. It’s not like I can tell anyone about my business successes here.”

“OK, but I bet you make a lot of people happy,” I said. “My job is just a job. Like, it looks real and looks important from the outside, but I’m not sure it matters all that much.”

“Don’t you earn more money though?”

“Not really,” I said. “I mean, Jeff and I moved here mainly to save money. Like, get decent but not great jobs, live on very little, and have our loans paid off as quickly as we could. I don’t do all that well, and I certainly can’t afford my place on my own.” 

“You need your own side hustle.” 

“I went out the other night and really couldn’t think of anything. You were always much better at ideas than I was.”

“I just run my mouth, Jake.”

“No! You came up with tons of ideas. Good ideas.”

“Like faking orgasms online?” she laughed. 

“Oh,” I said, trying to reassure but not sure how. “I’m sure it’s not all bad.”

“It’s not as hot as you’d think,” she said. “It’s really an acting job. Now if you were to do it, you’d at least have…evidence. You either finish or you don’t.” 

“I don’t think I could do that.”

“Do what?”

“Go on camera and do that.” 

“Oh, funny.” she said, before looking away.

“Wait,” I said. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing,” she said. “Forget it.”

Oh, shit. No, she didn’t mean “nothing.”

“I feel like I’m not the only one who knows a secret,” I said. 

“I promised I wouldn’t say anything. I think I’m still buzzed. I shouldn’t have had so much wine at fucking lunch time.”

I didn’t want to tell her I was still buzzed too. Instead I said “spill it.”

She breathed in. “I saw your video.” 

“My video.”

“The one you made with Hannah.” 

“She showed you? That was supposed to be private. I didn’t even show anyone.”

“She figured you wouldn’t.” 

Mara has seen my dick. Not only was Mara walking around with a sexy secret, but apparently so was I. For months. 

“I…don’t know what to say right now.”

“Well, that’s a little how I feel.” 

“Hannah showed you?”

“Once, yeah.”  

“I can’t believe she did that. She was OK With people knowing?” 

“It was just me. Oh, and Mollie Kemp.”

“Mollie Kemp saw me too?” 

Mara was laughing now. Suddenly I remembered a conversation Mollie and I had in the dining hall about hot dogs. I realized now that we were not talking about hot dogs. 

“I can’t believe it,” I said. “Why would she want her friends to see that?”

“I think so we would tell her she wasn’t a slut,” she said matter of factly. 

“She was worried about that?” I said. “She didn’t make a peep. Plus you couldn’t even tell it was her.”

“I think that was it,” Mara said. “Here’s this video of a friend of mine bouncing on a big dick, and she wanted reassurance that she didn’t look like she enjoyed it too much. Hannah was weird like that.” 

Did Mara just say I had a big dick? I saw some of the dildos in her spare bedroom. I wasn’t that big. 

“Well, anyway, now we’re even,” Mara said.

“Not really,” I said. “I just know your secret. I’ve never seen it. You’ve seen me in all my glory. That’s way worse.” I was very glad that the video wasn’t of me climaxing after 30 seconds. 

“Nice try,” she said. “You can’t see your face in that video, and you weren’t doing it for money. You ever do it for money, we’ll talk. But I don’t need you as a customer. You can’t afford me anyway, as a matter of fact.”

I didn’t want to let her know how much that had stung. Did I like not having money? No, of course not. I also wasn’t sure I liked knowing she had more of life figured out than I did.  

We talked for maybe another hour, but it was mostly about things we liked doing around town. She had been to way more restaurants than I had, and once she said she didn’t know the Bellwether, I had nothing more to recommend. She had been to Progressive Field twice, and had tickets to the Cavaliers in a couple weeks with two of her friends.

By the time we said our goodbyes, we had tentative plans to hang out again, and I told her I’d maybe come by with my apartment flier. I wondered if she was going to get ready for a cam show, and I was kicking myself for not knowing her site, or her username. 

I know you’re not supposed to compare yourself to other people, but the whole walk back to my place was spent comparing everything I could between us. I couldn’t help it. Mara had an easier day job, plus a side business that earned her enough to live in a much nicer apartment than me, in a better neighborhood, and not need a roommate. 

She could afford nicer furniture. 

She could afford brand-new camera equipment.

She could afford vegetables. 

Was this fair? Remotely? I mean, I didn’t want to begrudge her any success, but it still didn’t seem right that someone who barely graduated was earning more than me and doing better, simply because she was selling herself online. Acting, even. Was she enjoying herself? I’m sure some of it felt good, but did it matter? She just needed to get her viewers to think it was real. 

I kept thinking of something she said, about how she had to fake it but I wouldn’t. I mean: I either came on camera or I didn’t. 

Could I climax on camera? Of course I could. I had done it before, with Hannah. And I knew there were a ton of people online doing things where you couldn’t see their face, and people still gave them money. From the nose down, it was still hot. 

And I was in decent shape, right? Was I in good enough shape to get some people online to throw some money at me? 

By the time I got to my street, I was determined to find out. 
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It took about an hour to research cam sites. I didn’t know which one Mara used, and I had no idea how they worked, but I narrowed it down to a couple that got good reviews for beginners. 

All the advice online mentioned lighting, and Mara clearly took that very seriously. I couldn’t afford to take it nearly as seriously, but I could get by. If I used Jeff’s empty bedroom and a blank wall as a background, then I could fake it, right? The overhead light would be plenty, and if I needed to drag the living room floor lamp or my desk lamp in there too, that was fine. I could improvise. 

That took care of the stage I’d be performing on. 

It took me a little while to add my bank information to the account so I could get paid, but Mara wasn’t kidding; there wasn’t any startup cost to this at all. I already had the internet connection, I had a camera on my laptop, and knew I could cum. Why not get paid for masturbating on camera? The other night when I couldn’t get hard, would I have been able to do it if I knew there was money waiting for me?

If someone out there was going to pay me, why not take their money? As long as my face doesn’t show, I’d be fine. 

I angled the laptop so that if I knelt on the floor, you could only see me from the chest down. Perfect. 

All I had to do now was work up the courage to log in, hit the Start Stream button and start my stream. 

Instead I paced around the apartment for an hour. 

I had no idea what would count as a “hot” outfit for me to wear. I had a tanktop and some boxer briefs, but when I put them on and looked at myself in the bathroom mirror, I looked ridiculously undersized in the tanktop. Naked would probably be better. 

Though when I knelt on the bedroom floor naked, my penis looked so small I was instantly embarrassed. I heard a camera added ten pounds; did a webcam subtract two inches? I mean, Mara said I had a big dick, but it never looked like a porn dick to me. I figured I needed to be hard when the stream started, that way no one saw it this small.

I had no lube, so this was going to be another spitjob, unless I wanted to run out and buy lube. Given how little cash I had, would I be able to live with myself if I used it for lube? Probably not. 

Eventually I realized that I could invent all kinds of reasons to not do this. If I didn’t do it, I wouldn’t earn any money. If I did it, I might earn money. This wasn’t really a choice in the end. 

I logged in, heart pounding, and started to get myself hard. When I was fully erect, I reached down and clicked the Start Stream button, and it counted me down. 

3.

2.

1.

There was just a sound, a ding, to let me know I was live. I didn’t know how long it would take for anyone interested to find the stream and join, so I knelt there for a while with no one in the room, slowly stroking myself to stay hard. 

After what felt like ten minutes but was really only three or four, the first person joined the room. Almost right away, a second joined, then left. Great, I thought, wondering about any of the judgmental reasons they left: dick not big enough, me not in good enough shape, the backdrop not professional enough, me not gay enough. 

It kind of hurt to be judged by strangers. 

A minute or so later, another person entered the chatroom, and I decided to get going. 

Hey guys! I typed. Should I have typed hey boys? Man, I don’t know how to flirt with men. 

Nice cock, came a reply back from AstonishedMilker. 

Thanks, I typed. What do you want me to do with it?

I want to suck it, came the reply. 

Oh, jeez. Last time I was on camera doing this, I was at least with Hannah, who was blonde and kind of hot. But this guy could have had a beard for all I knew. He could have needed a shower. All I could think of was Mara saying “you don’t have to be horny back.” 

Well, good, because I’m hard but not horny. 

I’m pretty hard, I one-handed into the chat.

Cum for me, typed 69luftballons. 

By that time I had been stroking myself for several minutes straight and I was pretty far along. 

Let me see the whole shaft, came 69luftballons’ message.

I leaned back a little and pointed my cock straight up, stroking slowly. I heard the cha-ching! Sound of a cash register and saw onscreen that my total reached $1.00. Someone just gave me…money? I kept stroking. 

Keep going, came the newest message. Someone named PM_Me_Hairy_Ballsacks joined, and the cha-ching! Sound came again.

And then I felt the undeniable feeling of an orgasm starting to well up from the base of my cock. That familiar tingling sensation that let me know I had tipped past the point of no return and that I was going to cum. 

I wasn’t getting ready for my show. I was about to end my show. 

How did I get there so fast? How did I not even get any warning signs? Was it just because I stroked myself for so long, trying to stay hard for the viewers?

I let out a little groan, and the first spurt of cum shot straight up into the air, landing on my chest. I kept stroking and the next spurt hit me in the belly, and I could feel it running down my front. 

By the time the last few drops squeezed out of me, the chatroom was empty. I sat, kneeling on Jeff’s bedroom floor with my dick in my hand, coming down from a surprise orgasm, having just earned two whole dollars. 

I didn’t even log out. I just closed the laptop. 

What the hell did I just do?

***

“You did what?” Mara said into the phone. 

I had texted her to call me. She called me. 

“Don’t be too impressed,” I said. “I only made two dollars. And there were three people watching, so at least one of them got a freebie, and everyone else underpaid.”

“I am stunned,” she said. “I really cannot believe this.” 

“Well, you were always the idea person, and talking to you yesterday gave me ideas.”

“Yes, but those ideas?” 

“You said that guys were on your site, that people would pay to see this. I need money now that Jeff’s gone, and I figured it was worth a shot.” 

“I need to know everything,” she said. “Tell me everything you did.”

I told her about the laptop camera, the floor lamp, the bare wall in Jeff’s room. I told her that I never showed my face, that I only chatted one-handed, and that I never said anything. I told her I was online for ten minutes, and that I came all over myself and on the floor. 

“Okay,” she laughed. “You basically did everything wrong.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“No one is going to pay money to watch a faceless person kneel against a wall and jerk off onto a dirty rug, Jake. Seriously.”

“Well, when you say it like that.”

“I’m not telling you that you can’t do this, I’m really not, but you can’t do it like that and expect to get any money.” 

“Huh,” I said. “OK. So how do you do it and get money? Remember, you didn’t let me know your username, so it’s not like I can learn from a master.”

“You can learn from a master,” she said, “but not that way.” 

“Fine then. So what way?”

“Let me think,” she said. “You’re not going to show your face?”

“No way.” 

“Then we’re very limited.”

“But it’s not impossible, so keep thinking.”

“What if you show a different face?”

“What do you mean?”

“Like, if it was…kind of a disguise.” 

“What kind of a disguise? Like, a mask?”

“Not a mask. Not a good idea.”

“Didn’t you say you started with a mask?”

“Yes, and it was a bad idea. You shouldn’t repeat my mistakes.”

“So I wear a disguise that’s not a mask.”

“Yes. We’ll make you a girl.” 

“A what?”

”A girl. You’d make a pretty good girl.” 

“What? No!” I said.

“I’m just saying, you have good cheekbones, nice eyebrows, you’re thin, you’re not much taller than I am, you don’t have much body hair. No, you’d make a cute girl. And it wouldn’t take long.” 

“How do you know I’d make a great girl?”

“I saw your video, remember?” 

“Oh. Right.” 

“Listen. How about this? Come over again today. I’ll show you how easy it is. I have a ton of outfits and makeup, we’ll get you dolled up, we’ll snap a few photos, and then you can decide.”

“I don’t know about this.” 

“You don’t have to show your face, but you have to show a face. This is safe. Unless you start going out in public like this, you’ll be fine. No one will know it’s you.” 

An hour later I was done pacing around the apartment again, and I texted her back. Be there in a bit.

Yesterday my walk to her place gave me time to think about how she was doing better than I was to afford a place in her neighborhood. Today it gave me enough time to be embarrassed that I did what I had done the night before, to be mortified that I told her, to be reassured it wasn’t a big deal because her reaction was to help me rather than shame me, and to work up the courage to go through with something I really had never done before. 

Well, kind of. In high school a few of us dressed up in basketball cheerleader outfits for Spirit Week. That was fun, but I wore boxers underneath the little skirt, our makeup was deliberately overdone, and the wigs weren’t realistic at all. Still, I did get some compliments on my legs. I guess that’s something. 
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When she opened her apartment door, I was greeted by her holding out a shot glass with something vaguely pink in it. “To help you relax,” she said, clinking my glass with hers. 

The shot tasted like lip gloss, but I think it had vodka in it. 

“You know, I owe you an apology,” she said as we walked back to her sex bedroom. “I actually think it’s kind of cool that you did what you did, and that you’re sex-positive. I can’t tell any of my friends or family about this, but you found out accidentally and I’m kind of glad someone knows. And I’m even more glad that I can help someone work through what I learned the hard way.”

“You’re a consultant after all,” I said.

“Hardeeharhar,” she said. “You know what I mean. I can’t exactly tell my friends how to do sex work. But if this helps you out, then I’m cool with it. Let’s see if you’re a fast learner.” 

“Well, happy to humiliate myself,” I said.

“I’m sure you haven’t done that yet,” she laughed.

“Two bucks,” I said, holding up two fingers. 

“Let’s work hard to make sure the next time you do this, it’s more.” 

She sat me down in a chair in her sex bedroom and got to work.

“I definitely don’t see a girl,” I teased her as we looked in a mirror together.

“Yet,” she said.

“Work your magic then.”

She did. For the next few minutes, I watched as she reached into her makeup bag for different brushes, pencils, powders, and creams. She tugged at me, drew something on me, rubbed something else, fluffed this, dabbed that, and plucked things out of my face that I couldn’t even see. She shaped my fingernails, scrubbed them, and painted them delicately, making me shiver when she’d drag the brush next to my cuticles. It tickled. 

We had to pause a few times at her direction so I could shave my chest or armpits, and I had to hide the tart of my erection when she straddled me to put makeup on my now-hairless chest, allowing me a look down her shirt right into her cleavage. But when she was finally done and lowered a dirty blonde wig onto my head, I was shocked at what I saw in the mirror looking back at me. 

It wasn’t me. 

Or, it was me, but not the way I knew me. 

I had dark, mysterious eyes. My eyebrows were shapely and feminine. She somehow was able to draw cleavage onto me. 

“I don’t even have breasts,” I said. “How the hell did you do this?” 

“Contouring!” she clapped. “Isn’t it great? I’ve actually never done it before, but I watched some YouTube videos and it seemed easy enough, so I gave it a try. What do you think?”

It was disorienting, like I was expecting to see my reflection, but wasn’t sure what I was seeing. 

“If you saw this online,” Mara said, “what would you think?” 

“If I saw this online,” I said, “I’d think I was seeing a girl.” 

“It’s close,” Mara said. “But you see what I mean. You don’t look like you. You look …”

“Hot?” I asked.

Mara laughed. “I mean, kind of, right?” 

“It’s weird to watch in the mirror and see my voice come out of her mouth,” I said, pointing at my reflection. 

“We should probably work on your vibe, too,” she said. “Try speaking softer to start.”

“Like this?” I whispered.

“Not that soft.”

“How about this?” I said playfully, in a throaty, sultry voice. As soon as it came out of my mouth I knew it was right.

“You’re a natural,” Mara grinned. “Now say ‘I’m here for the massage.’”

“I'm here for the massage.” 

“Now say ‘how do you like it, Mr. Reynolds?’”

We went through about a dozen more, each one getting more and more ridiculous, until finally ending with “let me slip out of these panties, and I can help you with your little problem.”

“Sexy, mysterious, commanding,” she said, nodding her head. “Now we need some photos of you, so speaking of slipping out of panties, let’s get you into some.”

“This is so weird,” I said.

Mara shrugged. “You wear a shirt and tie to KDM?” 

“No tie, but a shirt and dress pants, yes.”

“A uniform,” she said. “This is no different. At least here you’ll look good in it and your paying customers will find it sexy.”

“If you say so.” 

She tossed me a pair of white lace bikini panties and told me to put them on, then tossed me a pair of white thigh-high stockings and a white lace teddy. 

“We’ll go for an innocent look first,” she said. “Go get changed. There’s some Nair in the cabinet. It’ll be for your you-know-what.”

“Do I really have to do that?” 

“Yes,” she said, shoving me into the bathroom. “You have a chance to make this believable. Go for it.”  

I went into her bathroom and looked at how little clothing was in my hand. This is what I was going to wear? I wouldn’t be covered at all. People would pay for this? I looked at myself in the mirror, and still couldn’t believe the girl looking back at me was me. 

This was very, very different from my Spirit Week adventure. That was meant to be comical, and those of us who dressed up weren’t even trying to fool people into thinking we were girls. If I looked like this, though, things would have been different. 

And how different. 

I slowly took my clothes off, careful not to smudge my makeup. I stood there, naked and mostly hairless, and opened her medicine cabinet. Pills, creams, lotions, disposable razors, and more. Everything she needed to get herself ready for her shows was in here, and now I was getting myself ready for a private show. What was I in for? I found the Nair, and startled myself again when I swung the cabinet door closed and saw the girl on the other side of the mirror. 

I dabbed the cream all over my bikini area, making sure to cover every bit of hair down there. The package told me to wait five minutes, and I stood, naked, for the longest five minutes of my life as the cream did its work and I’d look that much more feminine for strange men on the Internet. 

By the time I wiped away the cream with a warm washcloth, I knew it was for real: now when I looked in the mirror, there was no doubt that I looked like a girl with a little bulge in her panties. 

I stepped out into the hallway and Mara looked me up and down. I could feel myself shrink in my panties, like I was being examined, or judged. I felt naked even though I was mostly covered. 

“You look great,” she finally said, which came as a relief. That meant she agreed with what I saw of myself in the mirror.

“We’ll do a few different outfits, and you can see what promo shots might look like,” she said. “Customers are going to want to know what they’re getting, and if we have a few outfits and a lot of poses, they’ll find something they like and then they’ll watch you, thinking they’ll get more of that.”

“Can we do no face at first?” 

“No one will know it’s you, Jake.”

“Still, nothing yet. Please. This isn’t exactly easy to do.”

She thought for a minute and then agreed. “Whatever makes you comfortable right now.” 

I knelt on the bed, and it was already a completely different vibe than when I knelt on the floor in Jeff’s room. 

For ten or fifteen minutes, she directed me to pose in different ways: cover my breasts with my hands, drag my fingernails along my thighs, bend over to show my ass, and more. She seemed very comfortable with a camera, and while I couldn’t see any photos yet, she kept saying things like “mmmhmmm,” and “hot,” and “ooooh, good one,” when she’d look at the little screen to check her work. 

When I began the shoot, I had felt my dick almost shrink inside my panties. Not only were the panties constricting, but I felt pretty exposed and embarrassed about being dressed like a girl, so I wasn’t hard.

That changed during my poses. I knew my face wasn’t in the pictures, but I was still imagining what I looked like in each pose. Dragging my fingers across my thighs made my stockinged legs feel electric. Covering my drawn-on breasts with my hands made me want to be touched by someone else, and I could feel myself start to swell in my panties. At one point Mara had me shift my weight a little to straddle a pillow, and when she saw how big my bulge had gotten, she said “oooooooh, we need to play this up.”

“Play what up?” I pretended to not know what she meant, but I could feel how hard I was getting and could feel that there was nothing I could do about it. 

“Oh, please,” she scolded me. “You’re almost bursting out of your panties. Lean back a little and stick your crotch out. This is going to be hot.”

I did as I was told, and I heard the camera make its clicking sounds as she took dozens of pictures. 

“While you’re turned on,” she said, “we really need your whole face.” 

“No way,” I said. “I’m not there yet. And I’m not turned on.” 

“You are turned on,” she said, “and it’s nothing to be embarrassed about. Showing your face is the difference between beer money and rent money.”

“You started with a mask,” I reminded her. 

“Yes, and I lived with my parents until a couple weeks ago.” 

“Mask,” I said. 

Mara shook her head and went to the closet, returning with a pink masquerade mask that covered my cheeks and eyes. 

“I wouldn’t have done such a good job with your makeup if I knew we were going to cover it up,” she said.

After slipping it on and tying it behind my hair, I leaned back, and she got a lot of shots closeup of my frustrated bulge. She had me put my fingers above my panty line and shake my package around, which only got me more worked up. She had me get on all fours and get my lacy package from behind. She even had me lay on my back and take shots down the front of me, my little mound of sexual frustration very visible as she scrolled through the last few photos to show me how well they turned out. 

“Put these on,” she said, handing me a very small white thong. “I told you that you had a big dick. We have to keep it from taking over.”

“These are even smaller than the ones I’m wearing.”

“That’s the point! Now put them on. I’ll turn around. I have to put a new memory card in here anyway.”

As I slipped into my new white lace thong, she started uploading our photos into her laptop. When I turned around, she was staring at my crotch again. 

“Perfect,” she said. “Does that feel better?”

“This feels very tight,” I said. 

“That’s why I said it was perfect! There’s a skirt and a cute red top over there. Why don’t you put them on, and maybe we can do some fun strip tease shots. Put these shoes on, too. They’re strappy, so even if they’re a little small, you won’t be able to tell on camera.” 

It was a red sweater and a white miniskirt, and as I slipped into the high heels, I had to try and sneak a glance at my ass in the mirror. Mara caught me and laughed. 

“It looks great,” she said. “I told you you could do this.” 

I walked around the room as she scrolled through some photos on the laptop, every now and again turning to show me one. Seeing myself on her screen was even more strange than seeing myself in the mirror. I knew it was me that I was seeing, but it was also…porn. I was looking at porn. I was seeing a very good-looking girl in skimpy lingerie posing on a bed, with very clear evidence that she was turned on. 

Mara was right, though, in that the pictures showing my cock bulge were the best ones. Even looking at them was enough to get me turned on all over again, and I could feel my cock straining against the smaller panties. I looked down at my skirt front, and there was no bulge through the skirt, so the new panties seemed to be working. 

Mara jumped up off the bed and walked to the closet. “I think I have some more skirts in here that would work for you. Things that are too small for me, but they’ll fit you just fine.” She rummaged around and I heard metal hangers sliding on metal closet rods. 

“Oh, there we go,” I heard her say. “How about–”

At that moment, I heard a doorbell sound coming from the laptop by her bed. Mara turned around abruptly and her eyes got wide.

“Oh, shit,” she said. 

“What?” I asked.

“No no no no no no,” she said, running back to the bed.

“I must have scheduled a show for tonight,” she said. “Oh, fuck. That’s bad. This is bad. I’m not ready.” 

“Well I’m not subbing for you.”

“Haha,” she said. “They’re not here to see you. Yeah, shit. There it is. I scheduled tomorrow’s show for tonight. That’s not good. OK, let me think.” 

“How much time do you have?”

“Fifteen minutes. That’s not much time.” 

She started rushing around the room, moving piles of clothing off the bed and tossing them in the corner. She stood in front of the closet and thought. 

“Can I help? Can I move something, or get something ready?” 

“I can’t even think right now,” she said. “Put the camera back on the tripod for me please. Oh shit, shit, shit.” 

She stood back in front of the closet and rubbed her hands together. 

She muttered something under her breath that I didn’t hear and didn’t make her repeat. 

She slowed her hand rubbing. 

She took a deep breath, folded her hands together, and turned to face me. 

“We’re partners now. I have to go on, and I can’t risk losing what I’ve built so far by being a no-show. You also can’t go home like this and I don’t have time to help you take the makeup off. 

So this is how you learn from a master. Give me five minutes to get ready, please, and then come back in the room. If you’re really going to do this, then watch and learn.”

Have you ever paced in heels? It felt weird. I walked up and down her hallway for a few minutes and waited for the time on my phone to move five minutes. 

Earlier I had waited the longest five minutes of my life for the Nair to work. This five-minute wait felt even longer. And just as I couldn’t text her back right away to let her know I had nothing going on, I couldn’t wait for exactly five minutes to go by and then go into her room, right? It had to be six minutes. She was sitting in front of a laptop that had the time on it; she’d know I’d waited five minutes exactly, that I was over-excited to see what was going on in there. No, I had to make it seem like I wasn’t as horny as I was, or as excited as I was.

Six minutes and 14 seconds later, I stopped pacing, and pushed her bedroom door open.
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I couldn’t believe what I saw. She was wearing pretty heavy makeup, but Mara was on the bed, and she looked hot. Earlier she had looked cute, but here she had fake eyelashes, a lot of makeup on, and was simply rocking a lace bra and garter belt combo. She sat Indian-style on the bed so while I could tell she wasn’t wearing any underwear, I couldn’t see anything more. Her laptop was on the bed next to her and I could see the screen. She did not acknowledge me as I walked in the room. 

“Hey darlings,” she said, and waved at the camera with her fingers. “I hope you had a great day. I’m really horny tonight and can’t decide what to do.”

The laptop screen lit up with messages and she acted like it was totally normal to have people request dildos.

“Ooooh, Vaughn5, I like it,” she said, replying to a written message that was too small for me to read. “Maybe soon! I’m gonna put up a poll now, so make sure you’re paid up with tokens and you can vote in it. I’ll do the top choice tonight, and the next two can be for later this week.”

I had never watched a cam show before, but already I could tell she was pretty good at this. A poll that cost money? Luring people back later in the week so that the non-winners would still get what they wanted? I was watching a businesswoman here. All I did was kneel on the floor and cum too quickly.

No wonder I only got two dollars. 

The first few minutes of the show were flirty, and mostly talking. I wasn’t hearing any cha-ching! Sounds, but Mara was setting the mood. She played with her inner thigh, she rubbed her shoulder, she twirled her fingers through her hair. She never once looked over at me, but I knew to be quiet. 

When she sat up, kneeling on the bed to reveal her perfectly-shaved pussy, I could feel my cock try and jump in my panties. 

Cha-ching!

She reached to her shelf, getting her cleavage right up close to the camera, and grabbed two toys: one small and realistic-looking dildo, and one that looked like a slender tube of lipstick and must have been a vibrator. 

Cha-ching! Cha-ching!

“I need to start off slow,” she said, setting the dildo on the bed, “or else this show is only going to last two minutes.”

She flipped a switch and I heard a low, rumbling sound. 

Again, I felt myself strain against the fabric of my panties as I watched Mara drag the tip of a vibrator over her clit. I couldn’t believe I was standing here watching someone play with themselves. I couldn’t believe it was someone I knew, someone who, until yesterday, I had never thought of sexually at all. And now? Now I knew she was a sex worker, thought this stuff was all completely normal, and was not just playing with herself in front of me, but teaching me how to do this myself so I could afford to stay in my apartment. 

I was hearing her moan as she circled the tip of the vibrator around her clit. She was bucking her hips as she pressed the tip into herself, and I could see her thigh muscles tense and relax and she ground herself into her toy. 

I didn’t see her click a button, but the rumbling sound changed so it was faster, higher-pitched, and she repeated her motions, with her eyes closed and her head tilted toward the ceiling. 

The sound changed again a moment later and was even higher-pitched than before, and now she was really bucking her hips into her vibrator, breathing heavier and muttering “oh God,” under her breath. 

All the guys in the chatroom were into it. I kept hearing the cha-ching! of a tip, and saw that she was already close to getting a couple hundred bucks. 

Her motions were getting shorter and more aggressive, and her face was locked in an expression of ecstasy. I knew I couldn’t move or else I’d reveal that someone else was in the room, but I badly needed to get my cock out of my panties; she wasn’t the only one turned on and close to climaxing. I felt like if I moved at all I’d spurt uncontrollably.

“Oh God!” she gasped and pulled the vibrator away from her, staring into the camera with her mouth open, blinking her giant lashes now and again as her breathing started to slow again.

“You guys,” she said finally. “I almost just came. And you know I’m not a multiple kind of girl, so I can’t pop just yet or we’re all done for the night. And I don’t know about you, but I feel like having a more intense one rather than a quick one.”

She switched off the vibrator and the hum I had gotten used to hearing went away. She set it down on the bed and fanned herself with both hands, laughing as some messages came across the screen.  

“Oh, you guys, I did talk recently with another girl who might want to do shows with me,” she said, and the chat list dinged some more. “She’s cute, and she’s really shy though, so we might need to work on her a bit. And also,” she said, drawing out that word and leaning back, to spread her legs open again and show her glistening pussy lips. “She’s got a little something extra between her legs,” Mara whispered. 

Was she talking about me? 

“Let me know in the chat if you’d want to see something like that,” she said. 

The replies were immediate, and I could read most of them. 

Yes!

Yes

yes

Fuck yes

Kinky

Fuck her good

Yes

Yes, goddess!

make her cum

“Ooooh,” she said, “well look at that. So I just happen to have some photos of her. Why don’t I put them up, and we can vote on it. If we show her some love, maybe we can get her on camera?” 

Oh, damn. I felt myself flush, and I knew what was about to happen. She didn’t glance in my direction to give away that I was in the room with her, but I could tell she knew how uncomfortable I was at her suggestion. It didn’t matter, as she tapped at her laptop and I could see a few of the photos of me on her screen as she lay back and slowly rubbed her clit with one hand. 

There I was, on all fours. There I was, leaning back with my bulge showing. There I was, hands covering my nipples in the little white lingerie I wore earlier. 

My cock positively tingled with energy as I watched Mara play with herself to a slideshow of my own photos. 

More dings, more chats scrolling by. I couldn’t see how many people were in the chatroom, couldn’t read any messages because they were scrolling too fast, but as I stood there across the room from her in my miniskirt and stockings, I knew I needed to satisfy my body soon, which wanted to cum, badly. 

“Oh, guys,” she said. “Is this the first unanimous poll we’ve ever had? Let me give it another minute.” She rubbed herself slower, and reached one hand up to her breast, which she let out of her bra, and started pinching her nipple.

The dings from her laptop slowed, and she let her other breast out, then started pinching both nipples and stretching them out. Mara had huge breasts, and I had never imagined that I’d be seeing someone I went to school with acting like a porn actress. I was so worked up I didn’t know what to do with myself but squirm in place. 

Suddenly she stopped pinching herself as if she heard something. 

“Guys,” she whispered. “Someone’s at my door. What do I do?” 

More chats scrolled. She held still as they arrived, making it seem like she was listening for something far away.

“There it is again. Do you hear that?”

More fast messages. 

She started giggling. “You guys, I can’t answer the door like this, can I?”  

More dings, more chats scrolling by. 

“OK, hang on. Nobody go anywhere, right? I’ll be right back.”

And with that, she hopped up off the bed, and for the first time since the show started, made eye contact with me as she got out of view of her camera. 

She walked past me to the door, opened it, and went outside. 

What was she doing? Was there someone at the door and I didn’t hear it? What was happening? I thought she was playing around. 

She came back in less than a minute later, breasts still showing, and held her hand out. 

“Bottoms up,” she whispered, handing me another shot glass of vodka lip gloss. “You ready for your debut? I’ll give you half of what comes in,” and she swatted me right in the crotch, bouncing my little package. I nearly came right then. 

“Guys,” she said, getting back into frame. “You’re not going to believe this. But guess what? Jackie’s here.”

Jackie? 

Oh, she meant me. 

Mara looked down at the bulge finally showing itself in the front of my skirt.

“She looks really excited to be here,” she said, and held out her hand, motioning for me to walk over to the bed. 

Ready or not, here I come.
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The viewscreen from the camera was facing Mara, so when I climbed onto the bed, I could see what the viewers could see. And what they saw was a girl in a skirt and a sexy, mysterious mask climbing onto the bed, and then they saw Mara plant a kiss right on her lips. 

Mara and I had gotten close the last two days, and we were about to get closer. 

“Meet Jackie!” she squealed. “We’ve known each other since school, right?”

All I could do was nod. What was happening here? 

“She’s a little shy, but she’s super excited to be here. And I mean excited,” and she held out her hands about a foot apart, then moved them farther. I felt myself blush. 

To my right was the laptop, and from the bed I could read more of the chat messages.

Fuck, she’s hot

Whip it out, Jackie

I’m hard already

Give her the biggest one

Mara wasn’t looking at the laptop. Instead when I glanced back at her, she was looking me directly in the eye with a mischievous grin on her face. 

“How about you turn around and show us what you’ve got?” she said, lightly scratching my thigh with her fingernails. 

I turned around and filled the frame of the camera. I shook my ass a bit to be flirty. 

Was that how you flirt? I had to copy Mara, really. If I did this right, I could earn half the money, and I needed to be worth it, whatever “it” ended up being. 

Mara grabbed one of my ass cheeks with one hand and jiggled it. 

“You guys, look at this tight little ass,” she said. She swatted it playfully. “So firm, you guys.” 

Mara spun me back around so I was facing the camera again, and she grabbed the hem of my skirt. 

“What do you think, should we unwrap our present?”

I heard a few dings for chat messages, and a couple cha-chings.

She slowly started lifting the hem of my skirt. 

Slowly.

It got halfway up my thighs. 

Cha-ching!

It got most of the way up my thighs.

Cha-ching! Cha-ching!

It got almost all the way up, and I could see the bottom of my lace panties start to peek out below the hem of the skirt.

Mara stopped. 

“Guys, what happens when we unwrap our present?” 

Ride her!

Fuck her hard

Suck out her cum

My legs felt weak. These people were talking about me, or a version of me I wanted them to see, a safer version. I knew I wasn’t recognizable, and I knew that this was a performance. 

Right?

That’s when Mara stuck the vibrator between my legs, and suddenly it wasn’t a performance anymore.

I didn’t have to perform. I didn’t have to pretend it felt good. It did feel good.

My gasp had to have been audible on the stream, and while I couldn’t read any of the messages while I steadied myself, I knew they were coming in the chat very quickly.

There was a glorious, uncontrollable earthquake in my panties as Mara dragged the buzzy tip of the vibrator over the top of my bulging cock that had nowhere to go. 

This is what a vibrator felt like? And Mara said she had to fake this sometimes? I was feeling the exhilaration of an intense pleasure concentrated in one spot, along with the frustration of not being able to get hard. 

She ran the tip of the vibrator all over the front of my panties, which still couldn’t be seen on camera.

Then she grabbed the skirt and lifted it above my hips, and there I was, exposed to strangers on the Internet. 

She continued to work the tip over my bulge, now visibly pulsing as it strained against the tight lace. I wasn’t consciously trying to copy her from earlier–I wasn’t conscious of much, I realized–but I found myself grinding into the vibrator, begging for more. 

“Oh, you guys, Jackie is dripping,” Mara teased. A drop of precum had squeezed through the lace, she collected it with the tip of the vibrator, and she pulled it away from my body, showing off a long string of clear drool. 

“I think we should let her out, what do you think?” Her laptop dinged in agreement. 

She turned off the vibrator and the humming sound stopped, then grabbed one hem of the crotch of my panties, and before I knew it, she let my semi-erection out. It instantly got harder after it jumped out. 

Huge!

Gorgeous cock

Beautiful gurl

Even though these were compliments, suddenly I felt self-conscious. Should a girl have a big dick? Were they lying to me? 

Wait, why did I care what these people thought about me? 

Because I was trying to get money, that’s why. I needed a second job that paid well, and while I didn’t add up how many tips we had gotten, judging from the sounds of the laptop, this little show was doing pretty well. Mara said I’d get half, and so I needed to take this seriously, as strange as that sounded.

Mara reached to the side and brought out the realistic-looking dildo, along with a little squirt bottle of lube. 

“You guys,” she said, “Jackie is bursting. She needs to cum almost as badly as I do. Why don’t we do this? Every bell, she and I each get one stroke.” 

She pumped some lube on her hand, and started working it all over the shaft of the dildo, slowly, like it could feel her stroking it.

I badly wanted her to do that to me at that moment. I mean, I was right there, with a real cock, and she was stroking the fake one. I assumed she was getting it ready for her to ride.

I was wrong.

As soon as the whole shaft glistened, she reached and placed it beneath me on the bed, and I felt it drag against my balls on its way out of view. 

She kissed me on the cheek, but that must have been cover for what she really wanted to do, which was whisper to me: “You can have it stay on the outside. It’ll still look real that way.”

She stood the dildo underneath me then, and I felt the lubed-up head of it brush against my asshole. I figured I knew what to do. 

If I stayed tense, I could keep the dildo positioned where it needed to be. On camera, her hand looked like it would be in the way anyway, and it really did look like it was inside me. 

Mara then shifted her attention from the dildo to me, took her slick hand and firmly grabbed the throbbing head of my erection, then slowly ran her hand down my shaft, before giving my balls a squeeze when she got to the base.

It was agonizing. 

I wanted her to do it again. 

“Do that again,” I whispered.

“Oh, she wants more guys, let’s give it to her!” 

Each bell sound from the laptop got one slow, tortuous stroke down my entire shaft. I needed to reposition myself, and so I leaned back, sticking my cock straight out towards the camera, both arms holding me up as I arched my back. 

I was rubbing only an inch or two of the dildo against my ass, but it felt amazing. How did I not know this? How did I go my whole life without knowing I could have been doing this the whole time? 

Each little ride pressed against my ass, and a little jolt of pleasure shook through me. My riding looked real on camera, and Mara told me how to fake it a little, but a small part of me wanted to stop faking it. 

But then a funny thing happened: on one stroke, the head of the dildo actually went in a little. 

Oh, man. 

Yes, it felt a little painful when it slipped in suddenly, but it also felt…good. I can’t explain it, but it was like it intensified everything that Mara was doing. She only stroked me twice with the head inside me before it popped back out (I think I was so surprised that I clenched and squeezed it out) but I wanted more of that feeling, that feeling of being full, of having Mara’s strokes amplified. It was almost like there was something inside me that could be stroked too.  

Could Mara tell that the dildo had actually gone inside for a few seconds? 

If it was hidden, and people couldn’t tell if I was riding it or not, then shouldn’t I do what felt the best? I had been teased for what felt like days at that point, and I badly wanted to cum. 

My cock had been stuffed into panties that felt two or three sizes too small, and now I was out and being coaxed to orgasm by strangers on the Internet who would pay money to watch me climax. 

I wanted that climax. 

Mara was using her free hand to play with herself, rubbing her clit in light circles. I could see her thighs tense with each of her strokes, just as mine were tensing when she reached the base of my shaft and squeezed my aching balls with her slick hand. 

With my hands still behind me, I slowly repositioned myself until I felt the lubed head of the dildo directly pressing into my asshole, and then I lowered myself onto it, slowly. The head popped back in and I gasped as there was another quick burst of pain, followed immediately by intense pleasure that lasted the whole length of the dildo. 

I timed it so that Mara’s stroke of my cock and the dildo entering me went at the same pace, and it made the feelings even more powerful. It felt like there was a building pressure behind my cock, and doing both at the same time added twice as much pressure as Mara’s stroking on its own. 

As I rode up and down on the dildo, I could feel my mask start to slip down my face, and I wanted to reach up and fix it.

If I reached up and fixed it, would there be a clear view of the dildo inside me? Was I ready to let Mara know that was happening?

Before I could decide anything, my mask fell all the way off and was down around my neck. 

“Oooh, guys, now you really get to meet Jackie,” Mara purred in my ear. “Isn’t she gorgeous?” and she squeezed my balls the hardest she’d squeezed them yet.

I was not going to be able to take much more of this. 

I heard more sounds from the laptop: tips, messages, anything else. With my back arched to get the dildo inside me, and with me trying to stick my cock straight up in the air to get more attention, I heard a whispered “Oh God!” and knew it came from me. 

“She’s getting close, guys, I can tell. I think I am too.”

When I would be on my own and masturbating, I would stroke faster the closer to orgasm I got, like I was chasing something and needed to get there faster before I lost sight of it. But with Mara in control, she didn’t stroke faster: she just stroked harder. She squeezed my shaft tighter. She squeezed my balls harder. She wasn’t going faster at all, but she was much more aggressive. 

It was agonizing.  

It was torture. 

I could feel her slippery hand, and if I just bucked my hips into her more, and rode the dildo faster, then I could get there quicker. But she knew what I was trying to do and wouldn’t let me: with each attempt to fuck her hand faster, she’d tighten her grip and I’d have to work harder for each stroke. 

Her breathing was getting deeper and faster, and I could see she was grinding her hips in circles, in time with her own strokes of her swollen clit. 

I wanted to cum. I was so close. 

I tensed my thighs as much as I could, and clenched my ass around the dildo. At that moment, Mara got to the end of her stroke and held me, forcefully, in her slick hand. She gave my balls the hardest squeeze yet, and I felt something inside me finally give way. 

With her hand at the base of my cock, it started to spasm. 

The first squirt of cum went straight up in the air and landed on the bed. By the time the second came out, Mara had aimed me back at myself and I shot a blast into my own eye. 

In the camera viewer, I could see a hot girl, bent almost backwards, cum dripping off her face, her mouth locked in ecstasy.

That girl was me.

That girl kept spraying cum all over herself.

All Mara was doing was gripping me hard; it was the last stroke that did it, and as I shot another blast of cum onto my chest and neck, I felt the dildo pop out of me and flop onto the bed.

“She was so full, you guys. I mean, look at this!” and she dragged her finger across my eye, cleaning the thick rope of cum from me, then letting it dangle in front of the camera. She opened her lips and let my cum fall onto it, and she played with it with her tongue, then looked at me with that same mischievous grin she used earlier.  

Before I knew what was happening, her lips were pressed to mine, and she was using her tongue to work my own cum into my mouth. I could feel my cock jump in her grip as we kissed, and it almost felt like it could get hard again. Or was she just not letting me go soft? 

As our kiss ended, I glanced at the viewscreen and saw that some cum was dripping from my lip, down to my chin. 

Mara looked back at me and smiled, “what do you think Jackie, should you come over and play again sometime?”

All I could do was nod, and the laptop blew up with sounds. 

She stroked me a few times, then shook off a few drops of cum onto her bed, and leaned toward the laptop. 

“Thanks for staying tonight, guys. That was fun. I’ll see you again soon, OK?” and she waved using her fingers.

“I mean, we’ll see you again soon.”

She closed the laptop. 

I collapsed back on the bed, thighs tingling, feeling completely empty. 

The show was over.
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Jeff kept his word, and on October 31st, my phone dinged to let me know that he sent me his share of November’s rent. 

Turns out I didn’t need it. At the moment he sent it, Mara and I were in the middle of another show, each of us wearing the sexiest Halloween costumes we could find. I was a schoolgirl. She was a cop. 

Have you ever seen a schoolgirl punished for shoplifting by a sexy cop? 

You should. 

We had done a few shows together after that first one, and she let me use her studio a couple times for my first solo shows, which were way sexier than the show I gave from Jeff’s bedroom floor. I seem to have a few people who like to watch just me, and while I still earn more in the shows I do with Mara, I do make more than two dollars when I do my own shows.

Jackie was a thrilling secret to keep for that first week. It felt strange to go into meetings at KDM and think about what I had been doing for extra money. Then one day Mara talked me into going out as Jackie and she recorded videos of me walking up and down the aisles of Target, using her selfie stick to get shots up my skirt. I played with myself a little in a changing room, and even bought myself my own skirts now that I had some money of my own. 

We got about two hours of video that we’re going to edit and sell, and I’m going to start having more adventures like that. 

Today, though, is going to be even more different. I’m all dressed up as Jackie, ready to go out and just…be. Something about the last couple times I dressed up made me feel like I didn’t want it to end. So here goes a new adventure: I’m not even going out for sex reasons, or video reasons. It’s not to earn money, or to go out and get off. It’s to go out. 

I told you: sometimes you have no idea who you’re standing next to in the store. Maybe one day it’ll be me you’re standing behind. And who knows what I was just up to?


CAUGHT BY MY ROOMMATE’S GIRLFRIEND

A Reluctant Feminization Story

_________________________________
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Who the hell signs up for college classes that get done at 2:50 pm on a Friday? Who?

Me, that’s who. 

And who uses up all their unexcused absences by the end of October, so that they’re forced to go to all of the Friday afternoon classes for the rest of the semester?

Again, me. 

The last 20 minutes of linear algebra dragged more than they had ever dragged, like the minute hand on the clock had an anvil tied to it. I did not care about linear constraints; I cared that my roommate Robert had been gone for the last two hours, that I’d have the room to myself for the weekend, and that I would finally get to dress up in girly clothes for the first time in months. 

While Professor Hayward droned on about optimization, I thought about how less-than-optimal rooming with Robert turned out to be. Last year he went home nearly every weekend, and his roommate Darren had the room to himself much of the time. When we needed to find roommates for Sophomore year, I told Robert I’d room with him. He seemed thrilled. 

Then he got a girlfriend. He hadn’t gone home all semester, so he could stay and be with Arianna. Like a lot of young couples having their first real relationship, they were under the sheets a lot and couldn’t keep their hands off each other. 

And that meant that my plan to have an almost-single completely failed, and my small trunk of girly clothes stayed locked in my closet the entire semester. 

Until today. 

Well, until linear algebra ended, which felt like it had taken nine hours to get halfway through it. 

There were big gaps in my notes, and I knew this was going to screw me when I went to study for the final in a couple weeks. I glanced around the room to see whose notes I might borrow. Cary? Ben? I’d figure it out.

But it could wait until next week, because as soon as I got back to my room, I planned on locking the door, getting my clothes trunk out of the closet, dressing up, and staying that way all weekend. I even loaded our little fridge with some yogurt and bagels from the store in the Student Union, and planned on a few days of private date nights. 

I found myself writing down what Professor Hayward was saying, but I missed the context so it made no sense. Instead, I was thinking about the first time I dressed as a girl. 

It started when my then-girlfriend in high school, Marie, came over one day and we made out on my bed. She took off her panties, and as we rolled around, they fell between the wall and the bed. By the time we had finished getting to third base six different ways, she had to rush home and left them behind. 

I never gave them back. 

At first it was playful, and I kept them because it was pretty hot having your girlfriend’s panties. But then we broke up, and it was weird asking your ex-boyfriend for your underwear back, and it was even weirder admitting that you still had them, so they stayed balled up in my dresser. 

Until they didn’t. 

At first they came out because I wanted to see if they still smelled like her (they didn’t).

Then they came out because I wanted to see if they felt smooth (they did). 

Then one day they came out because I wondered if they’d fit me (they did). 

By the time I left for college, I had a locked trunk in my room that contained a brown wig, a few skirts, a couple pairs of shoes, and a lot of lingerie. 

It took me a few weeks to learn the habits and patterns of my Freshman roommate, Daulton Spike. While he usually went out on Friday and Saturday nights, I never had enough time to do makeup and feel completely like a girl. 

I don’t know why I did it, I just knew I needed to. It felt exhilarating when I dressed up, and brought back all of the excitement and sensuality of being with Marie again. I never dated anyone after her, and while Daulton and some of my other friends went out each weekend looking to hook up, I stayed in and longed to be dolled up, wanting to make myself look like someone Daulton would chase after. 

Not that I wanted to be chased by Daulton, or anyone like him for that matter. I couldn’t explain why I dressed up; I felt…sexy. That was really it. Dressed as myself, I just was. I wore clothes, they were never noticed, I went to class, I barely registered on anyone’s radar. I didn’t date, couldn’t get girls to talk to me, and so life as myself just…was.

Dressed like a girl, though, I felt like I had energy. I felt like I was energy. Sure, it felt a little naughty, and no, I wouldn’t want anyone to see me like that. But even though I stayed in my small, confined dorm room, I felt attractive. I felt like I mattered. I smiled more, even though there was nobody to smile at. 

I felt like I wasn’t just background noise in my own life. 

Speaking of noise, suddenly I became aware that everyone in class was putting their stuff away, grabbing their backpacks, and heading for the door. I had completely spaced out and 2:50 finally arrived, and I had no notes to show for the last bit of class. I’d definitely need to talk to someone about their notes or I’d be in trouble. 

I was still a good ten minute walk from my dorm room, and I wanted to stop and grab a sandwich for dinner on my way back, but on my way out the classroom door I felt alive knowing what I’d be able to do when I did eventually make my way back to 417 Beauchamp Hall. 

When I finally did make it back to my dorm, almost thirty minutes later, I had lost interest in the turkey sandwich I had waited in line for. 

Garrett Price and I waited for the elevator together. 

“What’s going on this weekend, Seth?” he asked.

“Linear algebra,” I said, shaking my head.

“Ooof,” he said. “Dominguez?”

“Hayward,” I said. “I could have skipped today and it wouldn’t have made a difference.”

“I hear you,” he said. “Good luck.” 

“Thanks,” I said, and I got off at my floor. 

The room was quiet because Robert wasn’t in it, but it felt quieter knowing that he was gone and would stay gone. His coat wasn’t hung up behind the door, his suitcase wasn't in its spot under the bed, and two of his dresser drawers were left open. He had gone home for his Grandparents’ 60th wedding anniversary, and Arianna had been pissed that she wasn’t going with him. They had fought about it the other morning as I got ready for class, and I had never gotten ready for class so fast in my life. She said she already had the cutest dress, that it was totally appropriate for a party, and that it was time for her to meet his family. 

“Aren’t you proud of me?” she had whined. “Don’t you want to show off your sexy girlfriend?” At that point she stood behind him and put her arms around him.

Robert had muttered something about it being a small party, family only. He told me later that she pouted for the whole morning, and said she wouldn’t have sex with him until he said yes. 

Girls like her were probably exciting and unpredictable, but I could never decide if I could be with someone who couldn’t take no for an answer. Robert wasn’t the best at making decisions and was pretty easygoing, so maybe being with someone bossy worked for him. Marie definitely waited for me to make plans and make a move, but as long as I didn’t have to do that all the time, I’d probably be happy in a relationship with someone. 

If I’d ever have another relationship, that is. 

Luckily for now I didn’t have to worry about it, and I’d have the whole weekend to feel alive. I tried hard to put linear algebra out of my mind and focus on what I could do while dressed up. 

What did I usually do? Well, I’d get dressed up, prance around, feel attractive, and then play with myself. Then I’d clean up and hurriedly get changed.

This time, though, I wanted to hold off on playing with myself. I knew I’d probably end up doing that–I always did–but I also knew I could stay dressed afterwards and not rush so much. I could sleep in panties, and try to sleep in my wig. I could get up in the morning and put on my pair of leggings. I could even do what I had never done before, which was step out into the hallway of my dorm. I didn’t need to go far, but if I was up late dressing, maybe things would be quiet enough in the building where I could prop my door open and walk more steps than my small dorm room would let me. 

As I dragged the trunk out and did the combination to open it, I knew that, no matter what I ended up doing, I’d be wearing most of the outfits inside. 

It was a small collection of clothes. A few pairs of panties, a couple skirts, some thigh high stockings, one pair of high heel shoes, a few tops, and a pair of leggings. I owned one brown wig, some makeup I didn’t know how to use well, and that was it. One day I wondered if I’d have more. 

But this would do for now. I triple-checked that my room was locked, lowered the blinds, and cracked the window a little bit so I could let the nail polish fumes out. I lit a few candles, and stripped naked. Well, nearly naked. I started with the wig and a pair of black panties with lace at the edges, a pair that was pretty similar to what Marie had left behind at my house. 

I started my weekend then, not even at five o’clock, by munching on a sandwich, painting my fingernails and toenails red, and pacing around the dorm room, admiring the little bulge in my panties as I walked past the mirror each time. 

When I was in high school, sure, I would have loved a bigger cock. Who wouldn’t? But now I was pretty comfortable with my size, especially if I wasn’t using it with anyone anyway. When I dressed up, I even wanted it to be smaller, as the bulge was enough to ruin the illusion for me. I’d look up pictures online of women in panties, and I always loved how smooth they were there, how there was no little package tucked between their legs. I loved the outline of labia I didn’t have, loved to see pictures of camel toes, and imagined what it might be like to rub myself there and have it be perfectly smooth. 

But at that moment, as I waved my hands around the room and waited for the nail polish to dry, I could feel my little bulge start to twitch in my panties. I couldn’t spend too much time thinking about it, or else I’d get hard and make it that much more difficult to get lost in girliness. 

It took a few laps around the room before the nail polish was dry, and before my horniness started to go down. 

It was time for my first full outfit, and I knew the one. 

The website was out of red plaid schoolgirl skirts when I placed my order, so I got the gray one instead. It must have been sitting in my trunk for months, still had the tags on it, and I needed to wear it. I knew the stockings I’d pair with it: fishnet thigh highs. I also had one blouse that worked with almost everything I owned: a white, button-down blouse with three-quarter length sleeves. 

Since the skirt was gray, I decided it was time to change my panties, and get a splash of color in my outfit. I chose a pair of pink cotton string bikini panties. I dropped my black ones onto the floor, and stepped into the pink ones. 

These were much more confining than the black ones, and made my bulge even smaller. 

With my toes painted, I could slip into my fishnet stockings, and I carefully unrolled each one, watching as it made its way up each hairless leg. It was easier to keep my body shaved now that it was colder outside and I didn’t wear shorts any more. I started shaving weeks ago, before I knew that tonight would be the night I'd finally get to dress. 

I leaned into the mirror and got to work with my mascara, which was always the step that made the most difference when I transformed. Eyeliner was next, followed by eye shadow, and by the time I was done, the blue of my eyes seemed even brighter. I leaned back from the mirror and applied red lipstick, smacked my lips together, and took in the view. 

I knew I looked feminine. Standing 5’7”, I was short for a man and tall for a woman, but I had a naturally feminine-looking face, shapely eyebrows, and my eyes seemed to be designed to stand out with eye makeup. 

I backed away from the mirror to the middle of the room, took hold of the hem of my skirt, and did a little twirl. I could see from here that my eyes were sparkling, that I looked vibrant. I definitely did not look like a young man who had zoned out during linear algebra that day; I looked like a confident young woman who was about to go out and…

…go out and do what? I mean, I wasn’t going to go out. But did girls go out in short plaid schoolgirl skirts? They did for Halloween, when nearly every costume was meant to be a sexier version of whatever it was. Schoolgirls were already pretty sexy, so a sexier version of that was usually too much. 

And now that was me, a sexier version of something that was already sexy. 

I let my skirt fly out as I twirled again, and caught a glimpse in the mirror of my secret pink panties beneath, a flash of forbidden color. My nails, lips, and eyes all contrasted with the white and gray of my outfit, and I felt myself throb in my panties. 

I walked to the window, closed it to keep the cold out, and swung my hips back and forth. I reached to the floor and picked up another candle, deliberately bending from the waist and flashing whoever would be behind me, giving my invisible admirer a show. 

I walked to my closet and reached for the highest shelf, raising one leg behind me in a tease. I reached even higher and saw in the mirror that the bottom of my panties peeked out ever so slightly. 

I imagined someone on my bed, watching, wanting to reach for me, unable to take it any more. 

The sun was down and it was starting to get dark out. I had planned on lighting a few more candles, and maybe taking some photos with the camera on my laptop. It wouldn’t be like the photos of girls in panties online, but it might be fun. 

I swayed around the room, placing a few more candles on our dressers, on my desk, on the floor, and on the windowsill.  

Before I knew what was happening, I heard a key scrape into the lock of the door, the doorknob twisted, and the door opened wide. 

“What the fuck?” I heard myself say. 

I was helpless to stop it. I had nowhere to hide. I just stood in the middle of the now-lit room, candles flickering all around me, dressed in fishnet stockings and a schoolgirl outfit, and stared face to face with Arianna, my roommate’s girlfriend. 

She was frozen in the doorway, lit from behind by the dorm hallway. 

Neither of us moved. 

She glanced down the hall to her left.

She glanced to her right. 

She stepped into the room, and quietly shut the door behind her. I heard the lock click. 

“I….I can explain,” I started to stammer. 

“I’m not sure you can,” she said slowly. 

She locked eyes with me, and got close, as if she were inspecting something. 

“You look good, Seth,” she said. “You look really good. I had no idea.”

“You can’t say anything,” I pleaded. “Not to anyone.”

“Oh? And why not?” she asked.

“Why are you even here?” I asked. “You’re not supposed to be here. This is my room, and Robert’s not around.” 

“I was in my new dress,” she said. “Now that I know you can appreciate it, how about I show you?” 

She stepped back a little and turned in a little circle, wiggling her hips suggestively, the same way I was doing moments ago when I placed candles around the room. It was a small black cocktail dress with spaghetti straps. She was wearing black semi-opaque stockings and black heels. 

“I was feeling frisky, and decided to come here to get a sweatshirt. Sometimes I sleep with one of his sweatshirts. I like to smell him.”

“Then get a sweatshirt and please leave.” 

“I don’t think so,” she said. “Plans have changed.”

“No, they haven’t. Please get your sweatshirt and go home.” I clicked in my heels to his closet, grabbed one of his hoodies, and tossed it to her. 

“You look good walking in those heels,” she said. “You’ve done this before, I can tell.” 

“You can’t tell anybody,” I said.

“I’ll decide that,” she said. 

“No, really,” I said. “You can’t tell anyone.” 

“Or else what?” she said, walking over to Robert’s closet. She put the hoodie back and grabbed another one. She gave it a sniff and tucked it under her arm. When she turned around I could see she had her phone out and was recording me.

“What the hell? Put that away!”

“Oh, relax,” she said. “I need a little something to remember you by.” 

“No! Give me that!” I reached for her phone and she pulled it away from me. 

“Uh-uh,” she said. “It’s rude to reach for a girl’s phone. Plus the video’s already backed up.” 

“What are you planning on doing with that?” I asked, defeated. I could feel my shoulders sagging. 

“No, no, no,” she said, shaking her head. “Chin up, shoulders back. Don’t ruin it now. You really do look good, you know.” she said. “A little raw, but good. I can tell you’re mostly new to this, but you can learn. You’re a smartie.”

She got up close to me again and looked me up and down, fingering the fabric of my skirt. 

In one motion she lifted up the hem and had me exposed to the room. 

“What the hell?” I gasped, and swatted her hand away, fixing my skirt again. 

“Pretty pink panties!” she squealed. “And was that a little wet spot I saw? Ooooh, you’re naughtier than I thought.” 

“Stop it!” I said, smoothing my skirt back down. 

“Oh, honey, we’re going on an adventure. Grab your coat. You are wayyyy too pretty to be locked up in a dorm room right now.”
“What?!? No, definitely not.”

“You forget that I have video of you like this, and that I can send it to anyone. You’re not in control right now. I am. And I say get your coat.” 

“What the hell is happening?” I muttered.

“Things are looking up,” she said. “You just don’t know it yet. Without me, you’d have spent the night on your own. What were you going to do? Twirl around the room on your own and rub one out? This is better, trust me. Now let’s go.”

I grumbled all the way to the door and grabbed my coat. She put Robert’s sweatshirt on over her head. 

With her hand on the doorknob, she turned to face me.

“We’re going for a walk,” she said. “A walk you’ve done a hundred times before. You can walk like a girl; I saw it. You don’t have to talk if you don’t want to, but you do have to follow my lead.”

She did not wait for a response before she opened the door and walked out into the hallway. I had half a mind to let her out and stay behind, locking myself back in the room and not going with her, before I remembered she had her own key and could get back in, and she also had the video of me dressed like this. 

Where was she leading us? We walked down the four flights of stairs to the ground floor, and then she pushed open the doors and I felt the night air on my legs. 

Fishnet stockings were not warm, but it didn’t matter: I was out. I was outside, dressed as a girl. I had wondered about doing this anyway, but I certainly couldn’t tell her that; right now, she was controlling me thanks to her discovery of my little secret. 

“Cold?” she asked as we briskly walked past the student union and off towards Cedar Street. 

“A little,” I said. 

“We’ll be quick,” she said. “Just one little errand.” 

It was dark since it was late Fall, so it looked later than it was. There were students around, but the Friday night activity hadn’t started yet. We were mostly on our own, with a few students walking towards town ahead of us, and a few on the other side of the road, coming back to campus. 

The amazing thing was that no one ever looked at us. 

I mean, I would have if I were out and two girls in short skirts walked past me. But right now, no one was gawking, no one was pointing. No one cared that I was out dressed as a girl but was not a real girl. No one seemed to be able to tell. It was normal for two girls to be out, doing their thing, whatever that thing even was. 

By the time we crossed the street, I felt almost relaxed despite the fact I was not in control of anything. 

And that relaxation instantly turned to anxiety when we turned the corner onto Main Street, and everything was lit up, with much more activity. The guy with the hot dog cart was already open for business, and he had a line. There were people coming out of Christopher’s Pub, there were people hanging out in front of The Maxfield Inn, and there were lots of students around. There was laughter, there were lots of people talking, and there were cars on the street, stopping at red lights, parking in parking spots, and turning onto other streets. 

Arianna looked at me as we got around the corner, and said “here’s our stop. Wait here.”

“Wait here?” I hissed. “What do you mean, wait here?” We were at Lakeview Liquor. 

“I have a fake ID,” she whispered. “Do you? I’m assuming not. Just wait here. I’ll be back in a second. Play with your phone if you have to.”

I stood on a street corner in the early evening, dressed in high heels, fishnet stockings, a gray plaid skirt, and my normal guy coat. 

Two guys wearing dark suits came around the corner. One was clean-shaven, the other had a little scruffiness. Their ties were loosened around their necks. I caught the clean-shaven one staring at my legs. My coat covered my skirt completely.

“Don’t know what party you’re going to, but can I go too?” he said.

“Jesus, Curt,” the scruffy one said.

“What?” he said as they passed by. “She’s hot.” 

The scruffy one said something else that I didn’t hear, and I caught Curt stealing a glance back at me as they walked down the street. They stopped in front of Christopher’s and went inside. 

“Worked like a charm,” I heard Arianna say from behind me as she came out of the store. “Hopefully you were getting hit on?” she said, motioning down the street towards Christopher’s. 

“Not exactly,” I said, not wanting to admit that one of them said I looked hot. 

“Well, to hell with them,” she said. “Now come on.” 

Partway down Cedar Street on our way back toward campus, she turned down a little side street that led to the river. 

“This will only take a second,” she said as I started to ask what we were doing. The truth was, my feet were starting to hurt from walking in my heels. 

Soon we reached the spot where she wanted to go: a bench along the path right alongside the river. In nicer weather, people would bring their paddleboards and kayaks from the lake back up in here, then they’d hang out and daydrink. Right now the river was slow, gray, and looked cold.

Arianna sat on a bench, pulling a bottle of vodka out. She took a swig from the bottle, and patted the bench next to her.

“Sit, silly,” she said when I hadn’t sat down yet.

“I don’t really feel like hanging out,” I said. “Plus I’m cold.”

“Then this’ll warm you up,” she said, and handed me the bottle.

I sat. 

“Before I met Robert I used to come down here,” she said, taking the bottle back from me. “I used to sit right here, on this bench. Or maybe it was that bench over there. Whatever. Anyway, I’d sit here and think.” 

“About what?” I said, almost afraid to know. 

“Oh, this and that,” she said. “Mostly about this place. This town, this college. Whether this was the right choice. I never know that about my choices. Whether I made the right one, I mean.”  

“I can see that,” I said. “You’re making a curious choice tonight.”

“Oh, you,” she said, and playfully hit me on the shoulder. 

We sat in silence for a few minutes. It was cold, but it was a different cold. My upper body was warm from the coat, but my legs had never felt like this before. They were exposed in a way that was different from when I’d be outside wearing shorts. Even then, when I’d wear shorts outside, I had leg hair, and what little I had did its part to keep me warm. 

But being outside, wearing stockings, with perfectly shaved legs and wearing a short skirt? Cold air was hitting my body in new ways. I felt like I was being felt up by the world, like it was reaching up my skirt. I wanted to let it. 

I sat with my legs slightly open, very un-ladylike, but it was making the bulge in my panties feel smaller, and it was helping me fight back the horniness I had from when I was dressing earlier. 

She took another swig from the bottle, and I pretended to take one. It was cherry-flavored vodka, and cheap. It tasted a little bit like cough syrup. 

She stood up, screwed the bottle top back on the vodka, and put it back in the bag. 

“Let’s go,” she said. 

“Go where?”

“Back to your room. I have a surprise for you.” 

“I can’t wait,” I groaned. 

What did she have in store? What kind of surprise did she want to give me? The whole walk back I tried to come up with theories. The whole time on Cedar Street, she said nothing. The whole walk past the student union, nothing. 

By then we were passing lots of people. One girl sneered as she looked Arianna and me up and down. 

We passed five or six guys. One of them yelled out “the party’s this way, ladies!” and the other guys all laughed.

Another group of guys and girls were also on their way to an off-campus party, and as we passed them, one girl slipped her hand into her boyfriend’s hand, and she glared at us. 

And Arianna ignored it all. Or, at least, she looked like she was ignoring it all. We got to Beauchamp Hall and all she did was shiver as she held the door open for me. “Cold out,” she said, as if we were two friends returning from dinner, and not a guy dressed as a girl being controlled by a girl in a short dress. 

At least she was nice enough to unlock my own door for me using a key I never knew she had. 

She put the bottle of vodka down on Robert’s desk, and she took her sweatshirt off.

“Take your coat off,” she said, nodding towards my bed. 

I did as I was told. She looked me up and down again, taking her time. 

“So we know you look like a girl, and we know you can act like a girl. You want to feel like a girl? Huh? Do you? Here’s your chance. On your knees.” 

“What? No.” 

“Get on your knees,” she said again. “This is all part of the deal. I’m changing it and you need to go with it. Or else.”

“Goddammit,” I said, getting down onto my knees in front of her. 

“There,” she said. “That’s more like it. I can’t call you Seth when you’re dressed like this, so I’ll have to call you…oh, I don’t know…Leah.” 

She took the bottle of vodka she had just bought and held it out in front of her, like it was a big cock. 

“Now I’m going to give you something, and you’re going to take it.”

She unscrewed the bottle and dangled it above my head. 

“Stick out your tongue,” she commanded.

I did it.

“Good girl,” she said, and she lowered the bottle a little so some of the vodka came spilled out onto my tongue. 

She kept eye contact with me while she took another swig from the bottle. 

“We’re going to play a guessing game,” she said. “If you lie to me, you drink. And I’ll know, so don’t do it. And don’t worry, this isn’t twenty questions, and we’re not going to get shitfaced. Once the game is over, I can leave you. I’ll even have you watch me delete the video from my phone and from my backup. But until the game is over, the video stays. If you lie too much, the video stays. You want to play?”

“This doesn’t sound like I have much choice. I don’t want you to have the video.”

“I told you, you’re a smart girl. Ready?”

From my knees, I nodded. 

“So I'm going to guess that you’ve been doing this for a while. You don’t know why you started. You didn’t know why it felt right the first time you did it. How am I doing so far?” 

“OK so far.” 

“You probably also felt a little guilty, like there was something wrong with you.” 

“Sure, I guess.” I shrugged. 

“You guess?” She started to tip the bottle towards me. 

“No, I did.” 

“I bet when you started to do this, you loved the way your pretty little cock felt when you wore girly panties.”

When she said that, I felt myself strain against my panties. 

“I’m not hearing an answer,” she said, tipping the bottle forward again. 

“No,” I said. “It wasn’t that.”

“Liar,” she said, and I felt vodka hit my face and tongue. 

“OK, OK,” I sputtered. “I did.”

“You did what?”

“I loved the way I felt.” 

“The way what felt?”

“The way my cock felt in my panties.” 

“That’s better,” she said. “Even now, I bet you love that you’re in pink panties.”

“I do.” 

“Good girl,” she said. She lifted the bottle to her own lips and took a drink. 

“The walk we just went on. Was that your first time out dressed like this?”

“Yes.”

“I bet even though you’re mad at me for taking that video, that you were loving the walk.”

“No! It was cold, it was far, my feet hurt, I couldn’t feel–” vodka dripped into my mouth and I couldn’t keep talking or I’d choke. 

I gulped down what she gave me and knew I had to tell the truth, that the walk was exhilarating and that I was conflicted. 

“OK,” I said. “Enough. Yes, yes it felt good.” 

“It felt good to have that much skin out, didn’t it?”

“It did, yes.” 

“It felt good to know people saw you in town, didn’t it?” 

“Yeah, it kind of did.” 

“Now I know you’re turned on, because you were dripping through those panties earlier, weren’t you? Were you turned on at the thought of being a slutty little girl?” 

That was two separate questions, wasn’t it? Could I answer her? Was I turned on earlier? I mean, I could feel myself trying to grow hard in my panties, and I knew that I had leaked a little bit. That was true. 

But why was I turned on? 

“I’m not hearing you,” she said. 

“I was turned on, yes, but…”

“But what?” she asked. 

“But I’m not sure why.” 

“Oh, I bet you do know why. I bet you felt pretty and you felt like someone would love to touch you.” 

That was exactly it. That was exactly what I thought as I imagined someone on my bed, watching me. That I was so attractive that someone would want to touch me. 

“I…don’t know.” 

“Yes you do.” 

“Then yes. Yes I wanted to be touched.”

She reached down and took my face in her hands, turning my head to the right and to the left. 

“I think you’re OK with makeup, really. It could be better, but you have a good face for this. Your eyes really pop, and you look sultry. Well, you would if you let yourself look as horny as you probably are.”  

She hiked her skirt up above her hips, and in one motion, pulled her panties to the side, and a huge cock swung out, bobbing above me. 

I gasped and stared at her. 

“You’re not the only one, you know,” she said. 

“B-b-b-ut, you’re Robert’s girlfriend,” I said. “Does he–”

“Does he know? Of course he knows,” she laughed. “He loves this thing. And you’re going to get even better at being a girl. I’ll teach you.”

“But I…can’t cheat on him like this,” I said. “It isn’t fair to him.” 

“It’s not cheating,” she said. “But that’s sweet. No, we have an…agreement.”

“I don’t understand,” I said. 

“He can’t keep up with me,” she said, starting to stroke her cock. I watched it get harder, and it grew out into the room more. The thing looked like it’d be eight inches long once it stopped growing. It was way longer than mine, and much thicker. 

She carried that around with her all the time?  

“So sometimes I take matters into my own hands. But sometimes I get to play with others. I just can’t play with other men. And right now,” she said, “all I see is a horny little sophomore chick I picked up somewhere, and who needs to be seen.” 

She stood over me and lowered the tip of her cock to my lips. 

“I’m not–” I started to say.

“You’re with a girl, silly,” she said, reading my mind, and slipped the head of her cock into my mouth. 

I felt it swell once it got inside of me, and I could feel my cock jump between my legs, as much as my tight, pink panties let it jump. 

Even though I had never sucked on a cock before, I knew what to do. I knew what would feel good because I knew what I would have wanted. 

It was firm, girthy, and filled my mouth. I slid my tongue around the head of her cock and felt her tense up. From my knees I was able to bob my head back and forth, though I couldn’t take much of her length in my mouth. 

“Good,” she breathed. “Just like that. A girl’s got to learn how to give good head. You’ve got some talent here.”

I put my hands on my thighs and worked my head back and forth, back and forth, trying each time to fit more of her inside me. I could feel the soft, warm head of her cock hit the back of my throat. I played with the hem of my skirt as I bobbed my head back and forth. 

“You want to touch yourself, don’t you?” she said, watching me from above. “Well you can’t. It’s not your turn yet. Use your hands on me. Go ahead.” 

I lifted my hands from my lap and wrapped them around her shaft. I started jerking her off slowly using my saliva as lube. I had no idea how much I must have slobbered all over her huge girl cock. I couldn’t explain it, but I wanted it back in my mouth. I wanted to see if I could fit more.

Her cock had a slight downward curve to it, so it looked like if I angled my head just right, I could have it reach farther back in my throat. 

I looked up at her from below and stroked her, slowly.

“Work it, girl,” she said. “You love that, don’t you? Having a big cock to suck on. Go ahead, I know you want it again.”

I put it back in my mouth, put my hands on her ass, and slowly worked my mouth down her shaft until it was nearly all the way in. I could feel the head of her cock all the way at the back of my throat, and it couldn’t go in any more. She grabbed the back of my head with one hand, and with the other hand brushed some hair that had gotten in front of my eyes. 

Was she pushing my head onto her cock? Was she trying to shove herself deeper? 

I sat up a little bit, still on my knees, but more upright, which changed just enough about my position that her cock slid the last inch – it was all the way in. 

My mouth was stuffed with cock, yet everything about this was feminine. The scent of the candles all around me, the skirt I was wearing, the skirt she was wearing, the panties I could feel on her ass cheeks, and the confined panties I could feel myself stuffed into: even her scent as her cock was pushed all the way into my throat was feminine, light, and delicate. 

“Oh God,” she moaned as she tensed her thighs.

I was deep throating her, and I felt powerful even though I was the one on my knees. 

I began working my tongue around the underside of her shaft, my nose nestled against her body. Her eyes were closed, her hands were now behind her head, and she was gyrating her hips. 

All at once she backed out and left me, kneeling on the floor, gasping for breath. 

She was breathing heavily and saliva dripped from her cock onto my floor, her hands held open and out, as if steadying herself. I could feel more saliva on my chin, slowly dripping down and onto the floor, and we just stayed like that, looking at one another.

“I don’t need to teach you a thing about that,” she said, finally. “You were so close to making me cum, you know.” 

Why did she stop then? Usually when I get close, I keep going. 

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. 

“Time for the next lesson,” she said, extending her hand. She lifted me up off the floor, spun me around, and bent me over my bed. 

“Oooh, such pretty panties,” she said, and she wiggled her fingers into my waistband, slowly pulling them down to where they eventually dropped to my ankles. 

“Look at that tight little hole,” she said behind me, and I could feel her spread my ass cheeks apart.

“What are you–” I started, and before I could finish my thought, I felt her warm tongue drag against my asshole. 

She dragged her tongue slowly, up and down across my tight hole, her hands kneading my ass as she worked. She changed to a circular motion and I felt my now-freed cock start to drip out the tip. I had been worked up for what felt like hours, and my body was getting closer to the point of no return. 

I was being eaten out like a girl. 

I needed to cum.

As she worked her tongue around me, I could hear her moaning, and with one hand I tried to reach back and play with myself. 

I got my thumb and index finger around my head and started to work the head, and I could feel it getting harder. I only got two or three tugs in before I felt her hand pull mine away.

“Not so fast,” she said, playfully. “Good girls wait their turn, but if you’re so needy right now, I can move on to the next lesson.”

She got me onto my bed and gently positioned me on my back, and she walked over to Robert’s dresser. Opening the top drawer, she took out a little squeeze bottle, and as she walked back toward me, she flipped the lid of it open and squeezed some onto her huge erection. 

She climbed on top of me and her massive cock stuck straight out towards me, glistening in the candlelight, now slick with lube. 

She slowly stroked it above me, working her whole length, and I played with the hem of my skirt again, feeling it drag over my thighs and lightly brush across my little semi-hard erection. 

“No cheating,” Arianna teased, and she positioned herself between my legs. “Put your hands above your head, and grab the bed frame,” she said. “No matter what happens, do not let go.”

I reached behind me with both hands and did as I was told. 

She slowly dragged the head of her massive girlcock against my asshole, and it felt better than when her tongue did it. 

Slowly up, slowly down, slowly all around. I tensed my arms and started raising my back into the air, helping to direct her as she teased me. 

What did I want? I never had anything inside of me like that before, never even fantasized about it, and yet I was getting closer and closer to the edge, wanting more. I felt something building inside of me, from deep within, that needed to be let out. My roommate’s girlfriend had let me in on her secret, I let her in on mine, and now we were lost in the passion of it all. 

I had never been with a girl before, and never thought my first time would be like this, with a hot girl between my legs, teasing my asshole with her rock-hard cock.  

“Ready?” she breathed, and I nodded, feeling her head start to slip inside me. 

My back was arched in mid-air, and she guided her head into me. It felt soft, and didn’t hurt at all. I wasn’t going to be able to keep myself suspended like that, though, and yet I didn’t want to let myself back down to the bed. I pushed off of the bed frame with both hands and felt her slide all the way inside me, all at once. 

It was a fullness I had never felt before. A flash of pain, followed almost immediately by a feeling of euphoria, a tingling that started at the base of my still-soft cock, and radiating through my whole lower body. 

The moan of pleasure I heard came from my mouth, could have woken the entire dorm, and I fell back onto the bed, temporarily paralyzed as pleasure shot through my body and I convulsed.

“Ooooh, good girl,” Arianna whispered, placing one hand on my belly and slowly starting to work herself back out for another stroke. 

“Oh God!” I heard myself say as I felt her back almost all the way out, then the wave of pleasure started again as she worked back into me. 

I clenched around her and felt a drop of something squeeze out of me, and she noticed it too. 

“You’re starting to leak, you little slut,” she said, and at that moment she grabbed my cock with one hand as she slid in and out of me. But instead of stroking me, letting me get hard like I longed to do, she grabbed me at the base of my cock and squeezed my whole package. She had a fistful of me, and was slowly working her entire length in and out of me. In her little hand, her little hand with painted pink nails, she had both of my balls and my cock that was not allowed to get hard, and she was squeezing me firmly, not allowing me to go anywhere. 

It was like a handle, and I was helpless. I wanted to raise my back off the bed and try and fuck her hand, but she wouldn’t let me. I wanted her hand to stroke me, to bring me closer to the orgasm I so badly wanted, but every time I bucked my hips, all I felt was the constriction of being in her grip. 

She quickened her pace, and I was completely at her mercy. All I felt between my legs was an intense pressure, a refusal to let me feel anything remotely masculine as I was being fucked. All of my pleasure was from what Arianna could reach deep within me, and she was so long that she was reaching depths I never knew were inside me. 

My cock pulsed, and throbbed inside her grasp. It badly wanted to be stroked, to be caressed, and to be let out of its confines. Instead I bounced on the bed as she shortened her strokes, hitting me deep over and over again. I felt a tingling sensation start to build in my thighs, then in my abdomen, and before I knew it, it crested like a tidal wave and I felt myself squirting into her hand, my cum trying to squeeze out from between the fingers of her iron grip. As I spurted again and again, I felt her grip tighten, and she fucked me faster and faster, until there was so much slippery cum on her fingers that she lost her grip and I was finally free. 

She grabbed me by the hips with both hands, pounding into me, the look on her face letting me know that she was close, was about to climax. My soft little penis flopped around as she fucked me, and I could hear it slapping into my abdomen, slick with cum. 

“Oh God!” she gasped, and she withdrew her huge cock from inside me. With her hand that was covered in my cum, she jerked herself to orgasm and sprayed me with blast after blast of warm cum. It landed all over my own soft cock, and I relaxed my grip on the bed frame as we came down from our frenzy. 

She stood above me, still as a statue. The last drips of her climax were dangling above me, her one hand wrapped around her cock, the other slowly running through her hair. 

I glanced down the length of my body at the pool of cum that had collected in my belly button. She saw it too, and leaned down toward me, slowly sucking it up and licking every last drop. With her mouth full of our cum, she dragged each of her fingers into her mouth, getting it all off of her. 

With a mischievous look on her face, she worked her way up the bed until she was eye to eye with me, and got down close to my lips. She lowered herself onto me and pushed her lips onto mine, working her tongue into my mouth. It brought two loads of cum with it, and she darted her tongue around against mine, working every last bit of cum into me. 

The kiss lasted a long time, and when she finally broke it off, she whispered “good girls swallow,” and placed her fingers on my lips, gently pinching them closed. 

I gulped, and our cum slid down my throat, warmth filling my body, and I felt my horniness start to subside. I had never gotten hard, never stroked my cock, never took control of anything, and yet was spent, satisfied, and lost in thought.

She tucked her cock back into her panties and lowered her dress back over her hips, and she snuggled up next to me on the bed, nestling her face into my neck, one hand draped over me. 

“You were wonderful,” she whispered. “Your second day can be even better than your first. We can play dress up as long as we want.” 

With candle shadows flickering on the walls and ceiling, with her hand gently rubbing my chest, with my little cock twitching in my skirt, we fell asleep.
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Four hours into my trip, I needed to go to the bathroom, and hit the last rest area on the highway before my turn off into the mountains. As I walked out of the men’s room, I let a little smile out, knowing it was my last men’s room for a while. Not because I was going camping and wouldn’t need a bathroom. No, I was going into the mountains to rent a small house by myself.

Where I planned to live as a girl for four days. 

My Mother and sister thought it was strange I was going on vacation by myself, and didn’t even care to hear what there was to do in the mountains. My roommate Kyle knew the area and immediately said “Alex, you idiot, what are you planning on doing at Flatley Woods for a week? You don’t hike, camp, or fish.” 

If he only knew. 

When you’re 23 and just starting out with your first job, it takes a while to build up enough vacation days to take time off. It didn’t help that I had to immediately use some for my cousin Keira’s wedding. Then it was Thanksgiving, then Christmas, then it was Sarah’s wedding. So it’s been a year since I got my first job as a software QA tester for Belknap, and yes, this is my first real vacation. 

On the bright side, it gave me nearly nine months to grow my hair out, and with my own dirty blonde hair, I’d no longer be needing that dirty blonde wig.  

The first time I dressed in my sister’s clothes, I knew it wasn’t going to be my last. It felt thrilling to put on a pair of soft cotton panties, which were so much more flattering than the boxer shorts my mother was still buying me. Since my sister and I were the same size–barely 5 foot four, a hundred and twenty pounds–I could slide into a pair of her black stockings without worrying I’d stretch them out too much. And when I shimmied the little gray skirt over the hips I imagined myself to have, I knew that there would be a second time, and a third, until I’d run out of numbers. I instantly knew I was going to stop saving my money for video games, and I knew what I was going to buy instead: some clothes of my own.

I remember that I did my best with the makeup. I used lipstick that didn’t match the outfit, eye shadow that didn’t match the lipstick, and foundation that wasn’t for my skin tone. But when I stepped back from the mirror, that first glimpse of myself fully dressed in a band tshirt, gray skirt, stockings, and my sister’s boots, I instantly understood that the jealousy I felt of my sister was that I wanted to be her. 

That first time, I made sure my bedroom door was locked even though I was the only one home. And I never left my room that day, not even wanting the cat to see me, and I stayed in my room to walk a few uncertain steps in my sister’s boots, then some more certain ones, then I was filled with the urge to put my hand in my panties. 

I wasn't fully hard, but still only lasted a few quick strokes. It was over. 

It was a long time before I had that amount of privacy again, and I wanted it to last more than a few minutes. When that second night finally arrived, as I slid into my own panties, my own skirt, and my own stockings, even then I could only manage a few minutes fully dressed in my own makeup and a wig before I was too horny and too worked up to stand it any longer. 

Months of anticipation crashed into me all at once, and I could not do anything about it. I slid my panties to the side, let out my undersized cock, tasted the single drop of precum that had formed at the tip, and again lasted just a few strokes before exploding into my hand. 

That was what I thought about for the fourth and fifth hours of the drive, the hours spent winding my way into the mountains, where I’d normally be singing along with Radiohead, but instead choosing an excited, nervous silence. I had little privacy with my mother and sister, I had no privacy in college, and I had to make the difficult decision to live with roommates after college, forgoing privacy for another year or two until I had saved enough money to make things possible on my own. It had been years since I was able to dress on my own, I had managed to buy more makeup, more outfits, and I was aching to try them all on. 

As soon as I passed the sign for the Flatley Creek Campground, I only had another couple miles to go. I picked this place because I knew I’d be too wound up in a hotel room, and while I’m not super outdoorsy, I do like to swim; who cares that it'll be in one of my new bikinis in the middle of the secluded woods? 

Flatley Pond was 30 acres, though don’t ask me if that’s big for a pond. It was formed where four ridges met, and most of the surrounding land was state land, which meant no one was on it. A creek flowed out of it, and a few miles downstream it hit another pond, right by the campground. The cabin I was staying in was an old A-frame that the owner renovated when the owner-rental craze started to take off. It took me a long time to find something so private. 

I had another goal for the trip: avoid masturbating. No matter how hard I get worked up, no matter how horny I get, I did not want to ruin the experience by jerking off like a guy. 

For the whole week. 

The thrill of being dressed up as a girl, of feeling like I was floating through a room while wearing a skirt, of feeling air on body parts normally covered by clothing, of feeling sexy in panties simply by standing – I had craved those feelings for years, only occasionally getting to experience them, and often I couldn’t keep my hands off of myself long enough to enjoy them. 

When I dressed up, I didn’t know if I felt like a guy being jerked off by a girl, a girl being jerked off by a guy, or what, but I did not want that confusion to creep into my week. Girl or boy, I knew if I let temptation take over, I’d only be dressed a few minutes before needing to clean myself up. 

No, I needed to do this right. 

Not long after I passed the campground, the paved road became a dirt road, then the dirt road became an old logging road. I slowed my Civic way down to avoid bouncing on the big rocks sticking up here and there. 

Finally I pulled into the small parking space right by the house, got out of the car, and  looked down at myself: jeans, flipflops, and a long-sleeved t-shirt. These were the only guy clothes I brought with me. Alex The Boy had no outfit options for the next few days. 
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The owner, Warren, had told me which rock he’d hide the key under. He said it wasn’t necessary to lock the door all the way out here, but he’d do it out of precaution for his guests. I could see why: even near the campground there were no other cars or people, and it had been at least 45 minutes since I had seen either. 

In front me was my A-frame, a small log ski chateau built on the slope of the hill. In the distance behind the house I could make out the far ridge. Somewhere in between down below was Flatley Pond. 

The bottom floor of the house was the same gravel as the driveway, and was an unsexy utility room with a four-wheeler, a water heater, rakes and shovels, and cardboard boxes with what looked like decades of water damage. 

In sharp contrast to the space below, the upstairs was really a high-ceilinged studio apartment, but my God, the view. The entire back wall was glass, with windows at the top and glass doors beneath that opened up to a deck overlooking the pond below. A bed and dresser were on one wall, and against the opposite wall was the kitchen, which was one counter, a small fridge, a two-burner stove, and a small sink. A little bathroom was next to the kitchen, built so it extended out into what was otherwise a single square room. It only contained a bathtub; if you wanted a shower, you had to go outside, where a wooden stall was built off the side of the house. 

I bumped three heavy suitcases up the stairs: unlike Alex The Boy, Alex The Girl had dozens of outfit options for the next few days. Didn’t have as many options for food, which fit in one small cooler that did not take long to unpack. 

Speaking of unpacking, panties went in the top drawer of the dresser, lingerie and stockings in the second drawer, skirts and tops in the third, bikinis in the fourth, and the leggings, tshirts, and sweatshirts in the bottom drawer. 

Of course I didn’t need this much for four days, but it was my whole wardrobe, and I wanted to have choices. I wanted to try it all. 

But not yet. 

If I dressed now, I wouldn’t feel like I wanted to feel. First I needed to unpack and arrange all of my shampoo, conditioner, lotion, makeup, nail polish, and everything else I had bought a bottle at a time over almost a year. 

I drew a bath and got out everything I’d need: tweezers, shaving cream, a razor, a scrubbie sponge, body gel, and more. Alex The Boy usually smelled like deodorant, but Alex The Girl would smell mysterious, fruity, floral. 

The tub took a long time to fill, which gave me enough time to pluck and shape my eyebrows to look more feminine. 

Citrus, mango, strawberry, coconut. I washed, scrubbed, exfoliated, shaved, moisturized, and shaved some more when I found some stray hairs. 

I had to drain and fill the tub twice before I was done because the water was cooling before I was done with it, and my bathtime ended with me dragging a warm, wet washcloth all over my smooth, completely hairless body. There was a break in the suds, and I could see my little dick standing straight up below, trying to float, but it looked like a little nub underwater. I was never well-endowed, and while that bothered me before, it didn’t bother me now. I wasn’t going to be using it anyway, and the smaller it was, the better my outfits would feel. Girls didn’t have cocks, did they? 

Still, I closed my eyes and dragged the washcloth over it, then did it again when it made me shiver, the rougher texture of the cloth in contrast to the now-smooth skin. It wasn’t making me hard, but I also didn’t want to stop.

I wasn’t touching myself like a guy, though, right? Couldn’t I keep going like this? Is this what it feels like for a woman to drag a warm, wet washcloth slowly across her sensitive clit? Wasn’t that what I was doing? 

I drained the tub before I could convince myself I was right. 

Freshly shaven and smelling like a girl for the first time in my life, I chose a gauzy pink babydoll and a pair of pink panties to sleep in. There wasn’t much space in the house for me to twirl around, and there were no mirrors other than in the bathroom, but I still felt that same floating feeling I had when I first put my sister’s skirt on. 

That first outfit wasn’t sexual, though, but still managed to feel it. There was no debate about the babydoll, though: this was pure sex, meant to be savored by someone special. For now, that was me. 

Before I turned in for the night, though, I knew I needed to do one last thing. 

I opened the sliding door to the deck, and felt the cool mountain air rush into the house, billowing the babydoll at my waist. 

The only sound I heard was the wind rustling in the trees. I stood there and could even figure out that I was hearing wind down below and across the ridge, as the trees right next to the deck were perfectly still. 

I took one step out onto the deck, then another.

I was out.

The deck felt cool on my bare feet, and I stepped to the railing, overlooking the pond. I looked to my left, down the wooden stairs that led to the shower and to the trail that led to the pond. I knew nothing would be there, but I had to look anyway.

While this was not an outfit I’d ever wear outside normally, I was still outside. 

That first night I dreamt that I walked naked to Flatley Pond and watched the reflection of the moonlight in the water. There was no sound around me except for a light breeze in the trees that I could hear but not feel. As I stood and took in the stillness of the world around me, I suddenly heard a snort and a growl from behind me.  

A ten foot tall half-man, half-bear slowly came out of the woods and stared at me. He looked at me, sniffed the air, and stood, revealing an enormous erection. For the first time I was aware that I was wearing a small miniskirt, fishnet stockings, a camisole, and three-inch black heels. I backed away from the pond towards the trail I came down, moving an inch at a time to avoid startling him. I got a few feet away from the treeline before he broke forward and started chasing me, and I turned to run back up the trail. 

I didn’t know the way, the trail was hard to see, and I couldn’t run in heels. I stumbled twice. The trail got steeper and steeper the closer to the house I got, until it seemed like a vertical climb I could not make. 

I turned around, trapped, and saw the beast moving towards me, drool coming off of his chin. He got right up close to me and I felt his breath, felt his size, felt his fur brush against me as I waited for what came next. All at once he reached out with his claws and tore off my clothes, looked at my naked and hairless body, then spun me around and savagely fucked me in the moonlight, no one around for miles to hear our cries.

After a few frenzied minutes, I felt him snarl and start to spasm, depositing what felt like a quart of cum deep inside of me. Eventually his spurts subsided, and I shut my eyes as he backed away, leaving me on my own in the woods. I felt his cum dripping down my legs, and I opened my eyes to see that the near-vertical cliff had gone, and I was right next to my cabin, just a few feet from safety. 

I snapped awake and caught my breath, staring at the ceiling, embarrassed at the size of the erection the dream gave me. I felt like I woke up just in time, that if the dream continued I would have had a wet dream like I was 13 again. 

It was going to be a long few days. 
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I woke up with the sun peeking through the curtains. The dream of the bear-man felt distant and somewhat amusing now as I laid there, but it was terrifying when it woke me up, and when I realized it almost gave me a wet dream, I felt embarrassed; what about that turned me on so much? Who was turned on, Girl Alex, or Boy Alex? 

The clock read 8:45, and while I had slept in, I still had plenty of morning for what I was hoping to do. I walked in my barefeet to the kitchen area, started the coffee, and felt positively naughty for doing so while wearing sheer, pink lingerie. That was not what I usually looked like when I made coffee. 

While I waited for the pot to brew, I decided to change, and made my way to the dresser, taking off my babydoll and swapping my pink panties for a pair of navy blue cotton bikini panties. I thought there would be time to be sexy later, but as I slid into them, I still felt plenty attractive; my ass felt tight, my legs felt longer than they were, and even though I was only in a pair of panties, I felt powerful, like someone would like what they saw if they saw me. I liked what I saw. At the moment, getting dressed at all felt special. 

While the coffee pot burbled and the small room started to smell like morning, I walked over to the glass wall and opened the curtains a little bit to let more light in. The sun was coming up over the ridge, so the deck must face Southeast. The beach would be in the sun soon, and stay that way for hours. Perfect. 

I stood mere inches from the deck where last night I had gone out in my lingerie and danced in the darkness. Being on a remote deck in the mountain wilderness at night is different from doing it during the day, but how different? At night, no one can see you. During the day, someone might see you. You can feel exposed even if you aren’t actually exposing yourself to anyone, and I knew that I was going to be bolder and bolder as the trip went on. What I was hoping to accomplish with that boldness, I had no clue, but I knew that the next step up was going outside in the daylight. 

Time to tear off the band-aid. 

There I was, wearing a pair of panties and nothing else, and I charged out the open glass doors and onto the deck. 

I did it.

I was outside, in my underwear. 

Wait a minute. I had just thought the phrase “my underwear.” 

My underwear. 

Not “the underwear,” not “the panties.” No, I had thought “my underwear” and that thought was connected to a pair of panties and not the boxer shorts that were folded neatly, hidden in a suitcase, and tucked under the bed. 

I did a lap around the deck, keeping my feet and legs together as much as I could. In the daylight I could see a small clearing at the bottom of the steps, a narrow trail that disappeared into the woods and probably led to the pond, and I could make out the side wall of what was probably the shower stall, I suppose letting guests shower off after getting out of the pond so they didn’t bring sand or pine needles in the house with them. Showering outside is much later on my list, but next on the list is having coffee outside, and the coffee was probably done. 

I ducked back into the house, and decided not to overthink the outfit; since I was swimming later this morning, it’s not like I’d be wearing it for long anyway. I settled on a black racerback tanktop and a gray, ribbed miniskirt that I immediately knew was at least a size too small, but I wore it anyway and went right back outside, holding a mug of hot coffee, feeling the silent world on my bare skin. 

Even if my trip ended early and I had just a few of the experiences I had planned on, I knew what one of my new favorite ones would be: leaning over a deck railing in a tiny skirt and rubbing my thighs together while a mug of coffee cooled in my hands. 

I wouldn’t say I finished two mugs of coffee that morning so much as I’d say I forgot about them. 

Then it was back inside, and it was time to get to the beach, whatever it was. 

Who knows how many bikinis I needed, and who knew how many I’d wear on the trip. But whether I’d eventually wear the leopard print string bikini, the black microbikini, the pink and white striped one, the American flag one, or any of the ones I forgot I ordered, I knew the first one I was going to wear: the yellow one with white polka dots. 

You know the reason.   

I had never worn a bikini before. Yes, I had worn panties and could imagine the way the bottoms felt, but I had never worn a real two-piece bathing suit designed to stand out. This stood out. 

I may not have had natural curves, but the bra top was padded and did make it seem like I had a little cleavage. The string bikini bottoms had the right gentle curve at the thigh to make me look like I had a backside and hips, and I dragged a chair into the bathroom so I could look my own ass in the mirror. I jiggled it. I slapped it. I smacked it. It was an itsy-bitsy, teeny-weeny…oh, you know the rest. I threw on a black cover-up, slid into my flip-flops, grabbed my beach bag, and headed out. 

The trail to the beach was a gentle slope down, and I could see it curve to the right just up ahead. I don’t know what I was smelling. Pine? Spruce? It smelled earthy and comforting. The trail wound to the right and started to flatten out, and where the treeline met the beach there was a mini meadow of what looked like tiny wild blueberries. 

I was relieved that the beach looked nothing like it did in my bear dream, and I made my way to where a single reclining chair was placed in the middle of the beach. The beach was only about thirty feet wide, and was more gravel than sand, but it would be in the sun for part of the day and I could lie around in any bikini I wanted and no one would see me. 

There was a small floating dock out in the water, and I could even sun myself there if I wanted to go for a swim. I was no longer horny from my bear dream, but I was still very aware I hadn’t cum in a long time, and I knew I needed to cool down a bit. As soon as I dipped my toe in the cold mountain lake, I knew what would do the trick. 

Twenty four hours ago, I had never done anything like this. Now I had slept in lingerie, gone out on my deck wearing nothing but panties, had coffee outside in skimpy clothes, and that all led to standing in a yellow polka dot bikini.

What was next? Well, I had a plan. 

It was best not to get ahead of myself, though. I folded up my cover-up and placed it in my beach bag, trading it for my sunscreen. I stood on the small beach and took it all in. There was barely any clothing separating me from the mountain air, and I started applying sunscreen to places on my body that had never seen the sun before. 

When I was a kid, I remember slathering sunscreen on myself and trying to get it on as quickly as possible. I never understood why my mother and sister took their time, going painfully slowly. Other women on the beach did the same thing. Why? 

Turns out that going painfully slowly is pretty close to tantalizing. I needed to spread my legs pretty far apart in order to get sunscreen all the way up my inner thighs by my bikini line, and as I did so, I saw that the small bulge in my string bikini bottoms was now a slightly larger bulge that wouldn’t be as easy to hide. I’d need that swim sooner rather than later, to cool down in more ways than one. 

But with my sunscreen freshly applied, I couldn’t swim quite yet, so decided to lay back on the recliner with my book. I had brought a Romance novel, thinking that if I was going to dress like a girl and act like a girl, I may as well go all-in.

The book was about a young grad student whose Summer publishing internship fell through, and at the last minute was only able to get an assignment with a gruff ranch owner in Montana. She arrived and discovered he wasn’t much older than she was, had recently inherited it from his deceased father, didn’t know how to run the place well, and needed to have someone else handle the operational work. It was no internship.

He was a jerk and she was trapped, and who knows how long I read, but I was captivated. I flipped from my front to my back a few times, they fought in the kitchen, they argued in the barn, she cried in the bathroom, then she learned how to work with her hands, and he finally broke down and spent some money on needed repairs, and by the time they shared a steamy kiss at sunset overlooking the mountains, I needed to get in the water and do something about the erection trying to poke out of my bikini. 

The water wasn’t freezing, but it resembled an ice bath more than it resembled my bath from the night before. I waded in a little at a time until I was up to my knees, then double-checked my bikini bulge to make sure this was really necessary. 

It was. I took a deep breath and dove in.

I don’t know if I looked graceful swimming out to the floating dock, but I felt graceful. I felt like I was skinnier than normal, cutting through the water like a dolphin. When I reached the dock, I had gotten more used to the water, but I was still ready to get out and warm up. I hoisted myself up, and looked at my bikini bulge. My swim had done its job.

I stood in the sun, drip drying, shivering slightly. 

The dock was gently rocking me up and down as I turned in all directions and felt how alone I was. I could see all four mountain ridges slope down to the pond. I looked into the crystal clear water and watched a big fish chase a little fish under the dock. 

So far, my time living as a girl was visual, and private, even here. Sure, there was some exposure, but it wasn’t for anyone else to see. One of the things I knew I wanted to add while on my own was my voice. I had never tried to speak in a higher voice. I had known since that first day that I liked to feel like a girl, and had learned on this trip how much I could look like one. But sound like one? I had no idea. I think I assumed I could do it. I had always been able to hit Thom Yorke’s falsetto in Radiohead songs, so why not? It was a great karaoke trick, but I had never done anything with singing since I felt my most comfortable range was for an alto. Men weren’t altos. 

“Testing, testing, 1-2-3,” I said in my normal voice. In a bikini, it felt wrong.

“Testing,” I said, slightly higher.

“Ahem,” I said, leaning into Radiohead. “‘Nothing to fear.’” 

Getting there.

“‘Nothing to doubt.’” 

There it was, in what felt like a full octave higher than how Yorke sang it. I don’t know who or what I was channeling to make this work, but I wasn’t going to question it. 

Twenty minutes later, I had sung Radiohead, Billie Holliday, The Temptations, and more Radiohead. I didn’t know all the lyrics, but who was there to check me? I belted out “Just My Imagination,” or what I remembered of it, and as I dragged my feet slowly through the frigid water, I realized I was singing about an imaginary lover. Which, come to think of it, was the only lover I’ve ever had. 

I needed to get out of the sun, but I did not want to get wet again. 

There was only one way back to the beach, to the rest of the book I was reading, and to the rest of whatever I’d find on the rest of my trip. I slipped back into the chilly water, cut back through the water to shore, and got back to my chair. I had to be careful drying myself off so as not to smudge any of the makeup I was wearing (thank goodness for waterproof makeup), and I needed to make sure I wasn’t reliving the washcloth incident from the night before as I dried myself. 

I got myself mostly dry, and decided to let the sun take me the rest of the way.   

“Do you know if this trail goes all the way around the lake, Miss?” 
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“Jesus!” I heard myself shout, and instinctively covered my body with the towel. I looked in the direction of the voice. 

It was a man, maybe mid-twenties, wearing a white tshirt and jeans with a plaid shirt tied around his waist. I instantly thought of my dream. He may not have been as hairy as a half-bear, but he had plenty of stubble. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he said, taking off his sunglasses and holding his hands up in front of him. “I startled you. That wasn’t my intention.” 

“It’s OK,” I said. “I think. It’s just I was not expecting to see anyone while I was here.” I decided to keep my sunglasses on.

“You and me both,” he said. “I’m staying down at the campground, and I just wanted to see what was up the trail. I didn’t know anyone lived up here. I was hoping the trail looped.” 

“I didn’t know there was a trail,” I said. The most remote place I could find, and it managed to not be remote enough. 

“Neither did I,” he said, scratching his chin. “I lost it a while back and only found this place because I thought I heard singing.”

Oh, fucking perfect. I lured him here. This was my fault. 

He already called me “Miss,” and I was glad the water had been so cold, as it shrank my already below-average cock enough so that the bulge in my bikini was well-behaved and not noticeable. 

“I don’t know about a trail,” I said, not letting go of the towel. “There’s a road up there that will take you to the campground.”

“Oh, man, I went farther than I thought. That’s the road I came in on?”

“Yep.” 

“Huh. Well, I’m Daniel,” he said, holding up a hand. He wasn’t coming closer, which was good. 

“Alex,” I said. 

“Alex, nice to meet you. I’m glad I heard you, or seriously, I don’t know what I would have done. I owe you.”

This wasn’t really OK. I didn’t do anything to help him, so I didn’t need thanks. 

“No problem.”

“Alex, tell you what. I need to fill up here because I’m almost out of water, but then I’ll be out of your way.”

“It’s OK,” I said. “I was just in the water. It feels freezing. It’ll probably taste great. It’s getting hot out.”

He took his backpack off and unzipped it, removing what looked like a heating pad from the back of it. He unscrewed a cap, dunked the whole thing underwater, and waited. Big bubbles boiled at his feet as the pack started to fill with water. 

“You own the place, or are you visiting?” he asked, pointing to nowhere in particular.

“Just visiting,” I said. “Came here to clear my head.”

“By yourself?”

I nodded. 

“Nice. I can relate,” he said, watching the bubbles start to slow down. “First time?”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s nice. Peaceful.”

“I think it’s great you’re doing this. I could never get my ex to come here. I’ve been here a few times, always took my dog.”

“Not this time?”

“No,” he said, and paused as he shook the water off the pack. “She took the dog.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.” 

“It’s OK,” he said. “I mean, it’s not, but it’s OK. One more little bottle and I’m all set. Usually I stay down by the campground and hike the mountain peaks. You can get to six different peaks from there really easily. There are some great views. You should check them out if you’re looking for something to do.”

I was not looking for something to do. I had something to do, one thing, and right now couldn’t really do it. “Maybe,” is what I said instead. “I didn’t really pack for hiking. I mostly just wanted to come here and think. Just to be, you know? No responsibilities for a little while.”

“I can definitely relate to that. Work, mostly. What am I doing, why am I doing this, that kind of thing. I stopped being able to do that when I got lost a mile or two ago.” He stood up and screwed the top back on his water bottle. “Alex, I’ll get out of your hair now. As long as the road’s up that way I can clear my head on the walk back down. Thanks for your help.”
“Sure,” I smiled. Though, should I not have smiled? Don’t men think smiles are inviting, that they mean something? I used to love smiles, but I never got many. 

Daniel crunched his way to the trail while putting his backpack on again.

No, this wouldn’t do at all. Alex The Boy could be on his own and trust that a strange man, no matter how handsome, would leave when told to. Alex The Girl needed to make sure that a strange man in the woods wouldn't take advantage of being unsupervised for a few minutes to hide in the basement of the only building for miles that also happened to be unlocked at the moment. 

“Hang on,” I said, getting off the recliner and reaching for my coverup. “I’ll walk you up.” I needed to watch him disappear down the hill and not come back, and I needed to see it with my own two eyes. 

His two eyes, however, had watched me lift up my arms and slide the coverup down over my body. My bulge felt small and looked small; I was safe there. 

He was waiting for me at the bottom of the trail, but I wanted him to go first, so I said “I’ll follow you.” In my dream, the half-bear chased me up this trail, though it looked different now and wasn’t as steep. Still, I wasn’t letting him get behind me and stare at my ass the whole walk, no matter how good I confirmed my ass looked in the bikini. 

Sunscreen. Sweat. Smoke. I could smell him from below, and while it wasn’t the same cocktail I put together in my bath, there was an allure to it, especially when mixed with the pine and earth scent of the woods. It was cooler in the woods, and I shivered most of the way up. He was easily a foot taller than me, had bigger arms, and I could see a little bicep ink without being able to make out what the tattoo was. 

“Nice little place,” he said as we walked around the outside of the cabin to get to the front. 

“This is the road,” I said, pointing in the direction I wanted him to go. 

“Oh, I’ve heard of these,” he said. 

“Ha ha,” I said, but it did make me smile. I was nervous, and was probably broadcasting it. I didn’t know what to say, so I just stood there. 

“Well, Alex,” he said. “See you later. Thanks for the directions.” 

I watched him walk down the hill. He turned his head once to look back, but didn’t wave. I don’t know how far down the hill I could see, but if he turned around again, I probably wouldn’t be able to tell and I didn’t want to give the impression I was standing out here watching him walk away because I was sad to see him go. I ducked behind my car to watch him go.

He went.  

He was staying 5 miles down the hill, and it felt like 5 feet. Suddenly I felt like I had neighbors. 

He had said “I’ll see you later.” Not “goodbye,” not “take care,” not “enjoy the rest of your trip.” No, he said “see you later.” 

Implying we’d see each other again. 

I did not want him back. I wanted to be by myself, to explore myself. He was not part of the plan. 

The beach was now off-limits: I couldn’t be down there without thinking of him, without thinking I was being watched. While I was comfortable in my body right now, I wasn’t sure I wanted an audience, especially if I wasn’t going to be sure why I would have one. 

It was time for a late lunch anyway, so after he disappeared down the hill and I got out from behind the car, I hurried down to the beach, cleaned everything up, and came back to the house. I had always wanted to air-dry a bikini on a deck railing, and after I changed into a pink cami and a pair of black booty shorts, I did just that.

But I felt exposed. For the first time on the trip I wondered if Warren had security cameras inside the house. Would I be able to spot them if he did? Could they be some of those cameras that look like other things? Was I just being paranoid? 

There’s no way I could relax on my vacation if I was going to think I was being spied on the whole time. At the same time, though, I was pretty spent from my morning and knew I would probably stick close to the house for a while. Even a shower outside, which seemed promising just this morning, seemed like too much of a risk. After a quick lunch, I drew another bath, plucked my eyebrows so they were thinner, and washed myself again. It seemed a shame to be in the woods and spend my time in a bathtub with no windows nearby, but Daniel had mentioned he needed time to clear his head, and so did I. I knew I wouldn’t be able to clear it outside.

I spent the afternoon trying on most of the rest of my clothes. I started with the bikinis, and while not all of them worked (why did I buy an American flag bikini?) I was really happy with the way that a few of them fit. Even without curves to hug or accentuate, the leopard print one and the black microbikini looked–and felt–terrific. 

Three sundresses, two pair of leggings, a maxidress, torn denim shorts, tight jeans, a mini skirt, and more. I held off on the lingerie since it was approaching dinner and I was working myself up; if I kept going with sexy clothing, who knows where I’d end up. I needed to stick to the plan, as best as I could. No matter how horny I got, I couldn’t masturbate, or else I knew I’d be dragging the suitcase from under the bed and I’d be right back into Alex The Boy’s one outfit. 

By the time the sun went down, the house felt smaller. I had tried on almost everything, knew my sexiest panties, knew the panties that kept me contained the best, and knew the outfits that most flattered my body. 

But more than that, in one of my sundresses, with my hair up, I looked cute. I felt alive as I twirled in the house, and I looked longingly at the pond below. Maybe what I told Daniel wasn’t completely true; I didn’t have to clear my head, as I already knew what I was trying to do and why I needed to do it. But talking to Daniel made me realize something with clarity: I could talk to people. 

He had no idea I wasn’t a girl. He checked out my body. He smiled. He was polite and respectful. He said I had a nice singing voice. And somehow I was so spooked by it all that I spent the rest of the day inside. 

Not again. It was the end of my second day, and I had two days left. I laid out my cute tie-dyed sundress, my tightest pink bikini panties, and set the alarm on my phone. 

I knew what I needed to do. 
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I didn’t remember any of my dreams the next morning, which is just as well because I woke up with a throbbing in my panties again and I would have hated to have known what got me there. If my alarm hadn’t woken me up, would my panties be full of cum right now? How close did I get? Because the tingles I was feeling, the way I felt pinned down by my own underwear, felt like my body had been fighting a battle I didn’t know about until it was almost too late. 

This morning’s coffee was on the porch, while wearing a white sports bra and white biking shorts. It was early enough where I assumed Daniel was sleeping off the extra miles from his hike the day before and was no threat to come back up the hill. There weren’t even many birds out. 

Why didn’t I tell Daniel I had a boyfriend? He asked if I was there by myself. I said “yes.” I could easily have said that my boyfriend was out for a walk. His name could have been…Jacob. Or Tyler. Garrett. Could have been Kirk Stetland, the ranch owner in my Montana book. It doesn’t matter, he just needed to be real for a couple minutes, long enough for me to scare off a strange man.

Of course, Kirk Stetland looked like Daniel, so if Daniel asked “what’s your boyfriend like?”, I’d be describing Daniel right back to Daniel, and people get the wrong ideas over stuff like that. “Oh, you have a type?” And then he thinks that type is him, because I’m telling him that it is even though it’s not. Then he thinks he has a chance, then he takes that chance. 

Alex The Boy never took those chances, but now I was Alex The Girl, barefooting around the room drinking coffee again in a new outfit, a white tanktop and a pair of light gray bikini panties with a tiny wet spot on the front. Alex The Girl took different chances. 

Today, I wasn’t going to stay locked in the house again simply to avoid seeing Daniel. No, I was going to get dressed in my best outfit, the one that made me feel most alive of everything I brought, and head to town. 

I bumped my Civic down the hill, then the road became dirt, then paved, and then I was past the campground and less than thirty minutes from Wellford. This wasn’t part of the original plan and I had no idea what kind of a town it was, but I did know it had some restaurants and a few things for tourists to do. 

All I wanted to do was to not be around when Daniel came by. Because he was going to come back. If you came across someone in the woods, in the middle of nowhere, and they were barely clothed, wouldn’t you go back? 

I drove slowly the whole way, getting passed by nearly everyone on the highway, but I did not want to draw any more attention to myself than I already had. I had even practiced an excuse if I got pulled over and the girl in the car didn’t match the boy on the driver’s license. Since my license read “Alex Tomalin,” I could say the photo was from my tomboy phase. 

Oh, but then there was that pesky “M” on the license. Hmmm. 

Sex: M

That could be “Sex: Maybe.” Or “Sex: More.” Though for me it was “Sex: Missing.” 

I looked down at my sundress and hoped my tight panties did their job. 

When I passed the sign that read “Wellford, 2 miles” the full weight of what I’d done hit me. Rather than interact with one person, here I was potentially interacting with hundreds. I could chicken out, but then looked at my gas gauge and saw that I couldn’t just turn around and go back to the cabin. At the very least, I’d have to get gas while I was off the mountain.  

I picked the first gas station after getting off the highway. I had done this before, and there was nothing difficult about pumping gas. But I had never done it like this. It felt like it took an hour to work up the courage to get out, but when I looked at the clock, only two minutes had passed. I opened the door.

I never forgot the magical feeling of being dressed up in my sister’s clothes that first time. As I stood outside and pumped gas wearing a sundress, wearing makeup, and standing in the breeze, a curious thing happened. 

Nothing.

Nothing happened. Other people pulled in and got out of their cars. They stretched, pumped gas, walked inside. They laughed, talked to someone in the car I couldn’t see. They glanced around, wiped their windshields, and left. No one stared at me, no one noticed me. 

I was just a girl pumping gas, and there was nothing important about that. How many times have you noticed that? Yet I felt sexy in my outfit. I felt turned on by days of dreaming, by almost a year of planning. I felt powerful, and successful. This was the whole purpose of my trip. But I was also invisible. I blended in. 

At that moment, I couldn’t wait to get to Wellford. 

Wellford was a small town on the shore of a much larger lake than Flatley Pond. There was a cute Main Street with shops and restaurants, a park right by the lake with a boat launch, a beach, and a big grassy area where people were throwing frisbees and hanging out. 

I found a parking spot on Main Street and pulled in. I checked my hair and makeup in the mirror, and got out. 

Shit. There was a parking meter, and it was an old one. I had no change. I’d need to find an ATM, shop for something, get change, and hope I didn't get a ticket in the meantime. 

Before I could put that plan in motion, I heard a voice from behind me. “Miss? Miss?” I turned around. 

It was a short, curvy blonde woman, maybe in her early 40s, in tiny khaki shorts and a green cami. “Miss, I got you. Here,” and she handed me two quarters. 

“Um, are you sure?” 

“Absolutely,” she said. “I literally just got them from my purse and I only needed two for our car. You looked like you were trying to figure out how to get quarters. Well, here you go!” 

“Oh, God, thank you, you have no idea,” I said.

“Cute purse!” she said, and she walked off with two tween girls showing even more leg than their Mom. 

She had no clue. Or, if she did, it didn’t show. Don’t women have a sense about these things? 

My morning in Wellford didn’t take long. The Main Street had just a few stores on each side, and it only took an hour or so to window shop them all. Once I got a “morning, young lady” from an older guy in an Air Force hat, and a “hang on, missy” from a guy who was letting me know a car was coming the wrong way out of a one-way alley between two buildings. 

No one stared, no one smirked, no one looked in my direction with a knowing glance. 

For lunch I got a hot dog from a street cart and ate it at a little bench next to a coffee shop. When I was done I spotted an ice cream place by the lake, and decided on some dessert: vanilla soft serve, in a cone.

I sat on a park bench looking out at the water. I sat with my legs crossed, feeling the sun on my shoulders and on my legs, tapping my flipflops against my heel and watching the glittery straps sparkle in the daylight. 

I had come on vacation with a plan, and that plan needed to be rethought after just one day because of Daniel. But in a strange way, Daniel really did validate my whole trip. I mean, I could sit here in a cute dress, ignoring my body’s attempt to make an erection in my panties, and feel like a girl all I wanted. But for another person, a man, to accept me as one, no questions asked? Daniel thought I was a girl, and that was the goal for the trip: to live as a girl. 

I was all the way out here to live as a girl, to push myself and see if I could do it. So far the trip had been worth it, and I was already dreading the end of my trip. I knew what that meant. 

Off to my left, I saw a man in a red polo shirt sitting on another bench with his wife, and his arm was around her. I could see two things: he was staring at me, and he was trying to make it seem like he was not staring at me. 

I was getting away with everything so far. How much could I get away with? I decided to give him a show. 

The show started by giving the base of the ice cream a slow lick, all the way around the cone. Then I tilted the cone and did it in the opposite direction. 

Next I licked around the tip of the ice cream. I did it exactly like I had seen in blowjob videos, where a girl would lick just the tip of a man’s cock. With the ice cream, I made sure to get the tip into my mouth, shape the ice cream with my tongue, and take it back out again. 

Red Polo watched me the whole time. 

I licked the whole length of the ice cream. Then I rotated the cone and did it again, slowly, from the base of the ice cream all the way to the tip. And again. 

He shifted his position to face the woman more, but he was really turning more towards me. 

Time to stop tempting fate. I stood up, gave a little twirl of my sundress, and headed back up to Main Street. 
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Why did I care about teasing a man? I’d never forget him. And he’d never forget me. My panties were working overtime keeping me contained, but by the time I got close to my car, things had settled down. 

Two doors down from where I parked, there was a little liquor store. I didn't know anything about wine, but I knew I should probably get a bottle of wine to celebrate. What was I celebrating? Everything, really. 

The bell over the door jingled on my way in, and the middle-aged man at the register barely looked up. I was no longer a temptress. 

I walked up and down a few aisles, not knowing what I was looking for, but hoping I’d know it when I saw it.

I saw it. It was a bin labeled “For Hot Days and Hot Nights,” and it was something called Sauvignon Blanc. 

“Date of birth?” the cashier asked when I got out my purse to pay. I held out my license, with my thumb strategically covering up the M. 

“Thanks, Miss,” he said. “Want a bag?” he asked. I shook my head no, grabbed my bottle, and gave him a little smile. 

Sex: Miss. 

This day was perfect, and as I jingled my way back out the door, I knew I should get out of town before I found a way to ruin it. To celebrate, I had wine. But as I got off the highway and made my way to the road that went up the side of the mountain, my mountain, I wondered what I was celebrating, exactly. 

Not seeing Daniel? He didn’t really do anything wrong, other than be the first person I spoke with while living as a girl. That wasn’t his fault, right? He had gotten lost. And how could I fault him for anything he had done? He never came close to me, never touched me. He waved when he said it was nice to meet me. He used my name. He walked ahead of me when I wanted him to, and he left when he said he would. Plus, he never came back. 

Was I celebrating that? That I didn’t trust him? I was wrong. It seemed I could trust him. The man in the Red Polo was looking at me with lust; Daniel was looking at me with…no, he was just looking at me. He was seeing me. 

I was sticking to my plan, and he stuck to his: refill his water, get back to his campsite. No detours. 

Dressing up was always private, but then it was sexual. I had proven that I could dress up and have it be normal. Sure, I had fought off erections and feelings of attraction for a few days, but I had control over it now. I could keep my hands off of myself, and I could simply live. I was a person in a dress. 

Dressing up now was also public. Not only could I talk to Daniel, but I could go out, buy things, talk to Moms, tease Dads, and remain myself. I came here to be a girl and discovered I could do it whether people were around or not. 

I had 30 minutes to think about it, over and over. Before I could think better of it, I had my blinker on and turned into the campground. This trip started as a carefully-planned series of things I wanted to accomplish, and somehow it turned into me winging it and getting away with it. 

May as well keep that going. 

A mile into the woods there was a parking lot, and it was mostly full. I did not know what kind of a car he drove, so it isn’t like I had a plan. I found a spot, got out, and figured out what to do. The parking lot must have been in the center of the campground, because I could see quite a few tents through the trees on all sides of me. As I looked around, I saw a Welcome sign that had a map of the campground on it. I knew I wasn’t going to see a “Daniel is here” sticker on it, but I had to start somewhere. 

It looked like there were 24 campsites here, and another 10 along the trail by the creek. 

“You’re not dressed to hike, and you’re not dressed to camp, so I’m guessing you’re looking for someone.”

A young man about my age stood a little behind the map, filling water bottles from a small faucet. He stared at my flip flops, then my legs. He spoke very slowly, maybe to stare as long as he could.

“Yeah, I am,” I said. 

“Maybe I can help.”

“His name’s Daniel, and all I know is that he’s here. Scruffy, tattoos on his arms, a little taller than you, shaggy brown hair. I don’t know his last name.”

“Oh, one of those visits. Do I want to know how you met?” 

“What? No, I met him in the woods, he said he was camping here.” 

“Yep. Was. I saw him packing up this morning. Loaded stuff up in his truck, haven’t seen him since. Truck’s not here. But if you’re looking for company, I know a guy.” He waited. “Me.” 

“I’m not looking for company. I was looking for Daniel.” This guy was making me nervous. I felt comfortable in town; that was over now. “Look, if you see him, tell him Alex stopped by.” 

“Well now, let’s see. What do I get if I tell him?” 

“What do you get? Nothing. Look, forget it,” and I started backing away. “Please just tell him I called. I mean, that I was here.” The guy started laughing at me. 

Shit, shit, shit, I thought as I got into my car and made sure the guy wasn’t following me. What a creep. No one was parked in front of me, so I could drive out of the lot rather than back out, and I made sure no one was behind me as I pulled down the entrance road. If this guy knew I was making a left he could follow me up the hill, where I was alone. 

I sped up the hill until the entrance was out of sight, and I kept driving fast until the road started to get rocky and bumpy, when I slowed down. The last thing I needed was to get stranded with a damaged car.  

My day started so well, I had a lot of success in town, and then I had to go and get greedy. What was I even going to say to Daniel if he were there? Sorry I thought you were a creep, but you’re not, and I know this because you left me alone? Thanks for leaving me alone, now I’m going to bother you? 

I still had a lot to learn. That guy could have hurt me, or followed me. Or, worse, he could have made it seem like he was trying to help me, let my lower my guard, then hurt me. And I knew how he’d hurt me; it was in his eyes. He’d hurt me by thinking his pleasure was my pleasure. 

The day had gotten worse because I had pushed it too far. It got slightly worse when I got back inside: the bottle of wine I bought was too tall to fit in the mini-fridge. 

***

Once again, I needed to figure out what to do, and once again, I stood on the deck to figure out what. I did not want to take off my sundress, but I still had a few outfits I wanted to wear, and I was running out of days. 

I chose a long, navy blue maxi dress, and left my panties on so as not to make a scene in front. But the afternoon was too warm, and I had to take the dress off. I settled on the white sports bra and white biking shorts from the morning, and accepted that if I were going to make this work, I’d have to re-wear outfits. Not everything would be new all the time. 

My book. I had a half-read Romance novel in my beach bag, and I got it out, sat on the bed, and read. I left off the story when Kirk and Chelsea had shared a passionate evening kiss, and when I picked the story back up I was frustrated to read that they started the next morning with a huge fight. 

It lasted for ten pages, they called each other every foul name I could think of, then the author dreamt up some more. They caused such a scene that a few ranch hands and some of the house staff came by to watch. By the end of the fight she had screamed “you’re not man enough to do the right thing!” and he responded by looking over his whole staff, then turning to Chelsea and saying, flatly, “you’re fired. Get out. I never want to see you again.” 

The book still had 75 pages left, but I was too afraid to flip ahead. I kept right on reading as the cook, Mrs. Haskell, offered to help her pack and drive her to town, where there was a small hotel. 

Chelsea confessed the kiss on the ride to the hotel, and Mrs. Haskell shared stories of Kirk’s parents and their tumultuous romance and marriage. “It’s all he knows,” she said, sadly. “He can’t be tamed, and no one can tell him what to do.” 

Chelsea spent a mostly sleepless night in the hotel, where she fought the passion she had for him, fought how she had fallen for him, and tried to figure out why she cared so much more for the ranch than he did. By the time the sun rose, she was in tears. 

Then came Kirk’s knock at her door. He had brought flowers, came into her room, apologized profusely, and continued Mrs. Haskell’s story about his parents. He never wanted the ranch because of the bad memories of his childhood and what all their relationships were like. But when he met Chelsea, he had to fight that he was feeling he could start new memories with someone and turn the ranch into what he always wanted it to be. It took him all night to accept that it wouldn’t be run on his terms, and that it would be worth it because she was worth fighting for. 

Then they were at each other like animals, and the book became explicit all at once. They tore their clothes off, and I got to read what he did with his hands, what she did with her mouth. Kirk had been compared to a workhorse for the whole book, and when the author described his cock, she kept referring to it as a horse cock, that he was a stallion. 

They fucked all over the room, and their love cries were so loud they probably disturbed guests on other floors. But by the end, they were united, and he took her back to the ranch, where they were married overlooking the river, and spent their days fighting over the ranch and their nights having limitless sex. 

I closed the book. 

I needed to cum.

Now. 

I looked around the room. I was not going to give in now and use my hands, so I needed to improvise. I stayed in my bra and shorts and looked around me on the bed. I folded a pillow in half, mounted it, and started to grind into it. 

I still couldn’t get hard, but I was immediately transported into pleasure I had never felt before as I re-enacted Chelsea’s final orgasm with Kirk, which she got while riding him cowgirl. I curled my toes as I ground into the pillow, sliding back and forth, rubbing my trapped girlcock as if it were a clit. 

My back arched and I stuck my hands up into my bra, pinching my nipples between my fingers. I imagined a man doing that to me, a man like Kirk, or a man like Daniel. This was not going to take long. I had lost my mind reading about Kirk and Chelsea, and I had lost control of my body, and I was imagining a man beneath me who mixed pleasure and pain, who had rough hands, and I was on top of him, getting close, and closer, as I gave in and rode my wild…

…pillow? 

The shame of what I was doing hit me at once, and I instantly imagined thirty seconds into the future, cleaning up the mess I was sure to make in my panties. I imagined getting the only boy outfit out from under the bed. My breathing was still hard, I was still turned on, but it was as if a trance had been broken. 

Not like this. 

I knew what I needed, but I also knew what I needed. And what I needed was a cold shower. 

This was not part of the plan. But then again, neither was sobbing in a cold shower under the trees, and I did that too. 
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After my shower, I felt better. I don’t mean to sound like I cried because I couldn’t cum. I just mean I was sad, and couldn’t immediately figure out why. 

I knew that I shouldn’t have done what I did, but not because it’s dirty, or wrong. No, I knew I shouldn’t do it because it didn’t feel right at the time. I mean, the book worked. It turned me on, and I needed to relieve myself. 

But so much of my time dressing as a girl was ruined in the past because I couldn’t keep my hands off of myself once I was dressed up. Prior to this trip, I wouldn’t have been able to tell you whose hands I wanted on myself other than my own, but for the first time in my life, I had a pretty good idea. 

Last week I wouldn’t have given a second thought to Kirk Shetland. I’d never have read the story, never have imagined myself as his girlfriend, grinding above him until I climaxed. I’d have imagined someone like, well, me. And by that I mean, someone who looked like what I looked like when I got out of the shower: black leggings, sneakers, a hooded sweatshirt, makeup, and a ponytail. You know, girls who are all around me. 

I am what I used to be attracted to. I am attracted to what I never could be. 

And now I was in a small house, by myself, waiting for my nails to dry before I drank some room temperature wine to celebrate that it took me a couple days to learn I wanted to get railed by a manly dude in work boots and I was willing to ride a pillow to get there. 

Daniel was gone, and even if he was still around, Campground Creep would never pass on the message. The trip had been a success, I learned a lot, and in some ways I was in a good place. But I was way off script now, and wasn’t sure how I’d spend my last hours here. Part of me wondered if I’d be squirming my way through them, taking cold showers every two hours, and then right after the car is packed I’d blast an orgasm that shakes the trees all around the pond and I limp back to my apartment Alex The Boy shares with Kyle. 

As the sun started to set, I figured it was time to start my celebration, and went inside to get the wine. I’d drink it out of a mug if I had to, since I already knew there were no wine glasses. 

And that’s how my party ended before it began, because I had no corkscrew. I looked in every drawer, I looked in a few of the water damaged boxes in the basement, and I looked in my car. Nothing. So after all that, there wouldn’t be any wine after all. 

I could feel myself start to tear up again as my successes from the day started to feel less important. I couldn’t even shop.  

I stared out at the reddening sky, and felt a couple more sobs come on. 

Then I heard someone clear their throat at the foot of the stairs, and I jumped. 

“I didn’t mean to scare you a second time,” Daniel said. 

“Oh! Daniel. Well, you did.” 

“Everything OK?”

“Yeah. I mean, no, I’m not OK, but…you know?”

He laughed. “Hey, I know that line. Can I come up?” 

I nodded and he came up. He had his backpack.

“I’d like to offer you some warm wine in a mug, but I have no way to open the bottle,” I said.

“Warm wine sounds great,” he said. “I have a corkscrew in here somewhere. I brought stuff to make s’mores. All we need are sticks. Don't know if you’re hungry.” 

“I know where there are some woods,” I said. And I’m hungry, I didn’t say. 

“Here,” he said, rummaging in his bag. “Corkscrew.” 

“I…didn’t think you’d come.” 

“Well, I almost didn’t. The asshole attendant didn’t tell me you had stopped by until after I had made plans.”

“He said you had gone home.”

“Home? No, not yet. I drove to the South valley to hike two mountains I’d never done before. I got back maybe two hours after you were there.”

“Wait, I didn’t hear a truck. Did you walk up here?”

He looked down. “Yeah, there’s nowhere to park anyway. It’s fine. It only took me like 90 minutes.” 

I drove to him and left. He walked to me, twice. 

“Why don’t you get that wine?” 

I came back out with the bottle. “I’d like to say I know something about wine, but–” I remembered the label For Hot Days and Hot Nights and decided to keep that to myself. 

“All I know about wine is that it comes from grapes,” he said. “How about we head to the beach and get a fire going?”

“Sure. I have no idea how to do that.”

“Well, lucky for you that I do. I have everything we’ll need right here,” and he patted his backpack. 

He led the way to the beach, which we could still see as the sun set. He was in work pants and boots, and had a sweatshirt tied around his waist. 

He had me find leaves, small twigs, and some pine needles, while he found large rocks and large branches in the woods. By the time we were done scrounging, he had a ring of rocks on the beach, and used some matches to get the fire going. First the leaves and needles burned, then my twigs, and soon we were watching his larger branches burn and the fire was large enough to warm us up from the chilly night air. 

“Did you clear your head today?” I asked at one point after we stared at the fire for a while and sipped our wine. 

“On my hike? Yeah, maybe. I really needed to think about stuff.”

“About your ex?” I said, after a pause.  

“What? Oh, no, not her. That was a while ago. No, this was more for…oh, you’re going to laugh.” 

“No! Try me. Well, don’t share if you don’t want to.”

“It’s fine, I guess. No, I just wanted to think about starting my own business. Work has been rough, and I’m not sure how much longer I can do it, and I just wanted to come up here and think through all the options.” 

“Why would I laugh at that?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Because I’m 27 and way too young to have a work crisis, maybe. I took the job when I was with Marie, and I thought I needed a stable job to afford a house, you know. But I didn’t really want it. I did it because I thought I had to. I was doing it because other people were telling me to, like it was the only option out there.” 

“Well, if 27 is too young for a crisis, you’re not going to want to hear about a 23 year old,” I said.  

“I always find it hard to believe that attractive people have problems,” he said. 

“And you’re talking about me?” I laughed. 

He stared at me, making it clear that yes, he included me in his idea of what an attractive person looked like. 

“Anyway, I’m pretty sure I know what to do now,” he said. “You only live once, or so I hear.” 

“That means you’re taking the plunge and becoming a professional s’mores maker?” I said. 

“Yes,” he said. “And if that doesn’t work out and people can’t handle it, I‘ll fall back on being an electrician.” 

“So you heard me singing yesterday?” I said after I took a bite of the s’more he handed me. 

He looked down for a second, then looked back up. “Yeah, I did. I wasn’t spying, I swear. I just followed the voice. I wasn’t on a trail.”

“What did you hear?”

“At first I didn’t know. When I got closer, you were singing ‘Just My Imagination.’ I listened for a few minutes. It was…beautiful. It was almost like you were singing about yourself. Like, you were here to get over a breakup, like it was you someone else was imagining.”

“Hah. No, I’m not here because of a breakup,” I said. 

“I couldn’t hear all the lyrics, but I don’t think I ever knew how sad that song was.” 

“I don’t think I ever knew either.” 

“I think I hummed that song my whole walk back.” 

“Because your ex-girlfriend was imaginary?”

“Hah. No, because… hey, you have some marshmallow on your cheek.” 

I rubbed my cheek with my fingers, trying not to get sticky melted marshmallow on my hoodie sleeve. 

“No, other cheek,” he said. 

I didn’t do a better job on that cheek, and he eventually wiped his hands on his pants and leaned forward. “Here,” he said, “I’ll get it,” and wiped it with his fingers. 

Instinctively, I closed my eyes, grabbed his hand, and held it where it was touching my face. When I opened my eyes, he was leaning in closer. 

Then closer. 

Then we couldn’t get any closer, because we were kissing. 

Coconut, sweat, mango, smoke, pine, chocolate, marshmallow, wine: it was too much. I felt his lips on mine and lost myself to everything. I was really living as a girl. I was with a man like the one I fantasized about earlier, who could very well be the man I thought about. 

Then I felt the first drops on my hair. 

We broke the kiss and looked at one another, just as the lightning hit on the other side of the pond. 

“Jesus!” he said, and jumped. “That came on fast! We’re about to get drenched. Here, grab the mugs, I have to get everything into my bag.”

It was too late. I helped him put all his gear into his backpack, but the rain came across the pond in one sheet, and we were getting wet while we cleaned up. “Go! Go!’ he yelled over a crash of thunder, and I headed up the trail, Daniel close behind me. 

I got to the cabin first, soaked through, and stood just inside the sliding glass doors, waiting for him. He came in with his flannel over his head like an umbrella, but it didn’t work; he was just as wet as I was. 

We stood, catching our breath from the run, dripping onto the floor as the rain picked up even more, and we could see lightning all across the valley. 
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“You’re shivering,” he said, putting his bag down and putting his hands on my shoulders. 

“You’re soaked through,” I said, putting my hands on his chest. 

We stared at one another and heard the rain hit the roof above us, hard. Outside the lightning flashed and we heard thunder throughout the whole valley. 

“We got interrupted,” he said, and slid his hands down to my hips. I moved my arms around his neck, and our lips met for the second time. 

“I don’t know your last name,” he said after our lips parted. 

“Tomalin,” I said.

“Mine’s Harvey,” he said, and we kissed again. 

“And you’re 27,” I breathed. 

“You’re 23,” he said, between kisses. 

“Mmmmm,” I managed. 

“You don’t camp,” he said, and we kissed again.

“I think I’d hate it,” I breathed, and we started another kiss. 

“What else?” 

“We don’t like our jobs,” I whispered. For days I denied myself release, yet the need for it kept building up. Now, after a few minutes with Daniel, I felt the way that I did when I had first mounted the pillow: craving release. The cold shower had done nothing, and this natural shower hadn’t either.

Our kissing slowed, and we looked at one another when the lightning allowed it. I grabbed his wet shirt on either side of him and lifted it above his head. It slopped to the floor.

He did the same with my hoodie, revealing the tanktop beneath, and his hands fell to my leggings. “You’re sopping wet,” he said as I ran my hands over his chest and he slowly worked my leggings down, as if waiting for me to stop him. I never did.

By the time I stepped out of the leggings, he had his belt undone and his boots off, and our wet clothes lay in piles around us. I wanted to look at my bulge, to see if it was big enough to notice. 

Who am I kidding? He’d notice soon enough, even in the dark.  

“I need to tell–” I started, but was stopped because one of his strong hands found its way to my crotch, and began rubbing me. I didn’t need to tell him anything. I closed my eyes and parted my legs, giving him better access, and he took it. 

After a few minutes of his strong fingers rubbing me through my panties, I was probably seconds from cumming and ending this as soon as it got started, and I knew I needed to do something, fast. I did the only thing I could think to do: I dropped to my knees, kneeling on my wet hoodie. 

I let his stiffening cock out of his boxer briefs, and even in a cabin with no lights on could tell it was way bigger than mine. I began stroking it slowly, gently, feeling my own cock twitch below in anticipation and need. 

When it was standing straight out and pointing at me, I pointed it straight up in the air and licked it, like my ice cream cone, from the base to the tip. Then I did it again, and again. 

He groaned somewhere above me, and I felt him tense up. Then I switched to licking the head, swirling my tongue around, taking the whole head into my mouth, but none of the shaft. I licked the underside of the head, and when I found his spot, I took him all the way into my mouth and then worked that spot each time I took him out again. For several minutes I repeated the same motion, making him squirm each time. 

Suddenly he pulled out of my mouth, breathing hard. “I’m going to cum if you keep doing that,” he whispered. 

“Don’t,” I said, stopping mid-stroke, his cock pointing at me. I kneeled, motionless, half expecting him to start hosing me down with his orgasm, but he caught his breath and recovered. 

“I need a minute,” he said. “That felt amazing.”

I got to my feet and led him by the cock so we were closer to the glass door, and we kissed again while I held him. The rain was still coming down hard. 

“Do you have any lube?” he asked as we broke our kiss.

“No,” I shook my head. I was suddenly worried that I’d have to wait longer for my already-delayed climax. 

“I have an idea,” he said, and reached for his backpack. “Coconut oil,” he said, unscrewing the lid to a jar. “I cook with it. Never thought I’d use it for this, but we can.” 

It was the consistency of frosting, and I dabbed some all over his hard cock, which glistened each time the lightning flashed. 

“Ooooh,” he said, and in what seemed like one continuous motion, he pulled my tanktop over my head, slipped my panties down to the floor, and opened the glass door to the deck.

I stood in front of him, looking up, feeling completely exposed and very small. I couldn’t bear to look down at my tiny, hairless cock, which was so needy the last few days and which never got to have any relief. He put his arms on my shoulders and marched me right back outside. 

While the rain had let up a little from earlier, it was still pounding down hard all around us. He moved me to the railing overlooking the pond, and spread my legs apart, rubbing his hard cock against my puckered little asshole. He was rubbing coconut oil all around my opening, and it was building up my anticipation even more than I thought possible. I was completely naked, outdoors, being held up against a railing by someone strong and caring, getting my asshole toyed with.

I couldn’t take it anymore, and I pushed back against the head of his cock, letting him know it was time to go in. Slowly I felt the soft head of him go in first, then the first inch, then the second, then the third, and it kept going, and going. It felt like he had inserted three feet of hard dick inside me: that’s how slowly he went, and that’s how much I swallowed him up. He moved my dripping ponytail to the side and kissed the back of my neck, then started slow, deliberate strokes, and I felt my little cocklet jump in the night air as he seemingly touched it from within. 

He slowly worked himself in and out, making me feel every inch of him in length and girth, until I couldn’t take it any more and started bucking my hips to quicken the pace. He got the hint, and as the thunder and lightning crashed around us, he began pumping me more and more aggressively. 

He cupped my chest with both hands, and squeezed my nipples, and that put me over the edge: I felt my little dicklet swirling between my legs like a tiny propellor, and from somewhere deep within me, a wave of pleasure radiated outwards and made me clench around him.

He squeezed my nipples even harder as I tensed up and a wave of an orgasm crested, sending me down the other side. I was carried all the way down, but he still pumped inside me. He relaxed his hold on my nipples, then squeezed again, and I felt another climax coming on, a feeling of euphoria that out-quaked every previous orgasm of my life. 

And as best as I could tell, nothing had come out of me. I was spent, used up, full, satisfied in ways I had never been before, and yet somehow I was not done with him. Not now. 

He slowed his pace as the rain started to slow, and I moaned against my will, wanting more. His hands worked down my chest, across my tummy, and made their way down to where I was turned on, tingly, but still soft. He took my girlcock in his hand, and, with two fingers and his thumb, started to jerk me off. It sprang to life at once, sticking as far out from my body as it could, which wasn’t nearly as far as his did. 

I pressed back into him as hard as I could, gyrating my hips, being filled from behind and being guided in front. Once I was fully hard and wanting him to keep going until I came, he stopped, pushed me down on top of the railing, spread my legs apart, and put his hands on my hips, all without breaking his pace. My now-hard cock jumped with each thrust and I felt it get a little closer to where I needed to go with each jump.

“I’m so close!” I cried out over the rain.

“Me too,” he said above me.

“Don’t cum yet, pleeeeeease,” I begged. “I need to cum, so badly.”

I felt him start to go faster and faster. He was close to the edge, I could tell, and I wanted to get there before he did. I clenched again, which made me feel even fuller, and felt my cock sway between my legs. 

“Oh fuuuuuuck,” he groaned, and I needed him to hang on, just a little more, and I stopped clenching and let go, and as soon as I did, the shudders started in my abdomen and I felt the first spurt of climax fly from me, and as I felt the second, and the third, I heard him start to shake, and inside me I felt him spasm, and gush after gush of warm cum hit me deep inside.

Joined in orgasm, we shuddered and shook as the thunderstorm trailed off, revealing a nearly full moon behind the clouds, and as he slowed his pace I felt myself start to go soft. In the moonlight I could see that cum was all over my thighs, and was dripping down my legs, mixed with the rain. He bear-hugged me from behind and kissed me again on the neck, then the ear, and then again on the neck.

“That was amazing, Alex,” he stammered. 


Epilogue

By the time his clothes had dried on the railing the next day, we had made love twice more: once in the bed after we woke up, and once outside as we showered together. He needed to leave later that day and we delayed him as long as we could. The next day he planned to quit his job and become an electrician. 

My last day in the house I spent on my own, and I swam again. I wasn’t bothered by anyone but the memory of when Daniel came up the valley and first saw me in a bikini. The chilly mountain water kept me from getting too worked up, but I wasn’t in as much need of release after the time I had with Daniel. 

I finished packing my suitcases in a house that seemed much larger now, maybe to fit all the new memories. 

Alex The Boy’s clothes were still in one of the suitcases. I couldn’t bring myself to wear them; who knows what I’d tell people when I got out of the car and was in a skirt. Sometimes you don’t need a plan, but you do need to figure it out as you go. And here I was, going. As I started the Civic to bounce it down the road to the highway, I took another look at the last text I got. It was from Daniel and read See you soon.


LOCKED OUT OF THE HOTEL

A Crossdressing Chastity Adventure

_________________________________
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“Welcome! Checking in?” 

The young blonde woman at the front desk was too put together and too cheerful for an airport hotel in Akron, Ohio. 

“Yes,” I said, rolling my suitcase to a stop right in front of her. She kept her red-lipped smile going as she lowered her voice now that she didn’t have to talk over the rolling wheels of my largest suitcase. 

“Last name, please?”

“Fife,” I said, in my high-pitched voice that always made me self-conscious. 

“Brian?” she asked. 

“That’s me,” I said. 

“Welcome back, Mr. Fife, and thank you for being a valued Rewards member,” as she launched into her scripted bit after she no doubt saw how many points I had accumulated on my account. Hotel employees usually treated me a little differently once they saw how much revenue came from guys like me. 

“I’m not sure if I stayed at this hotel before,” I said, “or one with the same layout, but I was wondering if I could request a room as close to the back staircase as you can get me,” I said. “It makes it much easier when I leave in the morning, because I have a pretty early flight.”

“Of course, Mr. Fife. Let me see what I have here.” She typed away on the keyboard for a minute as I looked around the lobby. On the main road I could see chain restaurants. Everywhere you went was the same. Although sometimes this was an advantage; I already ordered my pizza from the parking lot using my app, and I’d just need to update the order with the room number once I checked in. 

“Mr. Fife, I can do room…327? If that works? It’s two rooms from the back staircase.” 

“I’m sure it’s fine,” I said, “as long as I can dash out without waking anyone up.”

She smiled and nodded, then hoped I wasn’t leaving so early that I couldn’t enjoy their free breakfast.

Truth was, I had no flight. I hadn’t traveled far. I lived in Columbus, about two hours away, and my only trip tomorrow was right back to Columbus. But I did often travel for work; that’s where all my rewards points came from. I sold software and software training for a Human Resources support company, and I got pretty good at it, as boring as it sounds. I started right out of college at 22, and here I am just 5 years later, already the top selling salesman for three years running. I might not look like the tall, confident fast talker that people think of when they imagine a salesman, but I’m damned good on the phone. I can talk my way into anything. 

Well, except my girlfriend’s pants. 

I said I was good on the phone. 

“Ok, Mr. Fife, here you are,” she beamed, handing me a little folder with my two key cards in it. “Room 327. Elevator’s to your left. Have a nice stay!” 

My God, the fake energy from an attractive young woman was something to behold. Some people are good at it. Hell, I’m good at it, when I want to be. 

Fake energy doesn’t keep you going for very long, though, and after spending a few months bouncing between overly formal sales meetings and sales calls, then going home to a girlfriend who was already pretending to love me, forcing me to pretend to love her back, I was in the mood for something a little more genuine. 

And that meant one thing: dressing like a girl. 

I can explain.

COVID really put a damper on my life the last couple years. I mean, it put a damper on all of our lives, but it really made things hard for those of us going through some difficult patches at work, or with a partner. In my case, I was suddenly stuck in the house all the time, forced to work in a home office I shared with Tanya, who was also stuck in a home office, and I was no longer traveling at all. 

We learned so much about each other then, not all of it good.

Tanya thought I was too fake. She didn’t like how I had to write down that a client’s daughter was named Julia and she played the flute, and Tanya would roll her eyes when I’d casually work it into conversation. 

“Are these even genuine relationships?” she’d ask. “Do you even care about these people?”

Of course I did, but what am I going to do, memorize personal facts about a hundred different clients? I can’t even remember all of my cousins’ birthdays. 

Meanwhile, I discovered that while Tanya had a better memory for personal details, she was impatient, snippy, even mean with the young women who reported to her. It was auto insurance, people would call for help and for direction, and Tanya taught her claims representatives to be so businesslike that it was almost robotic. 

I’d listen to her conduct performance reviews and she’d reprimand people for being too empathetic. She’d tell people they’d get faster and more efficient after they field enough calls where the personal nature of it wouldn’t bother them anymore.

While I turned off my exaggerated charm at 5 pm every day, her cold, distant, uncaring attitude stuck around. 

Like I said, it was hard to be in the house with her. 

Travel has been the last thing to come back, for both of us. When my company saw that we could still sell software and still deliver support purely online, all my work trips stopped, even after COVID was more under control. Since I used most of those trips to dress up in girly clothes, suddenly, I was in trouble. 

My alter ego was named Melody, and I created her when I was in college. Thanks to asthma, I always had a medical-approved single dorm room. Which meant that when people were out getting wasted on weekends, I could experiment. At first it was purely sexual; I’d dress up in a schoolgirl costume, do my makeup badly, get turned on by wearing barely-there panties, then I’d watch porn, masturbate, and that was that. 

After a while it became more than that. I’d still wear one of the handful of slutty costumes I owned, but I’d stay in it for hours. Or I’d still feel compelled to masturbate, but then I would stay dressed and I would sit around, satisfied, not horny, but still dressed as a girl. There was nothing sexual about those moments, and I looked forward to them. 

It got to where I’d study while dressed. Somehow I was calmer while dressed as Melody, and I’d be excited about my weekends for completely different reasons than everyone else on campus. My grades went up. 

That felt like a long time ago. My good grades led to a good job, which led to a nice salary for someone my age, which led to a nice townhouse, which led to me dating Tanya. She was the first girl who didn’t make fun of my size or my asthma. 

Then we moved in together, and she started making fun of my size and my asthma. 

At first I was optimistic about quarantine, as crazy as that sounds. I thought that since we were stuck inside all the time, we can work on our relationship, right? We only have each other right now, and she’ll have no choice but to think that’s pretty good. First we’ll communicate, then we’ll reconnect, then we’ll get kinky. 

But one night while watching some TV show with drag queens in it, as I sat there admiring a short dress and envisioning myself prancing around in it and what I’d look like from behind, Tanya made a comment about how square one of their jaws was and how she could never be attracted to someone in drag. I knew then that my desire to dress up was going to be private forever. 

Not a problem, right? I thought that meant the feminine side of me would get kept to myself, and I’d try and live out some different fantasies with Tanya. So maybe I can really lean into my confident salesman persona and have her give me a blowjob during a meeting, or while I’m on the phone (”you’re gross,” was her reply). 

OK, that didn’t work. What about if she gave a blowjob on our back deck, under the stars? (“what if someone sees?”)

I mentioned some roleplay, where we could pretend her car broke down and she needs to perform a sexual favor for me before I get her car towed (“why would I want to roleplay about my job?” was her reply).

We tried some lingerie (“I’m not wearing that”), a sex toy (“where is that going?”), a sexy skirt (“grow up!”), and even an attempt to play around while we walked downtown to windowshop (“we’re in public, Brian!”). 

And when I say “we tried,” I guess I really mean “I tried.” 

I made peace with Melody Time being private, but soon enough our sex lives were private too. 

By the time I got to Room 327, I could feel that nervous flutter of anticipation. It had been at least two years since I dressed, my sex life had sputtered out with Tanya, and I could probably climax by standing in front of the room’s air conditioner and letting the cold air blow against me. But I did not want to climax, as badly as my body wanted to. 

My suitcase was full of outfits, and it was full of new makeup to replace a lot of the makeup that had dried out since the pandemic. Between makeup, lingerie, new shoes, and a few slutty new outfits, it had been a long, drawn-out shopping spree. 

I was only here for one night, and I wanted to savor it. I needed to savor it. I had to keep my hands off of myself, as planning this little getaway took months, and I didn’t want to blow it so soon after I arrived. 

But I also knew myself: I was sure I’d end up playing with myself, and that’s why I also brought some insurance: a chastity cage. Just a little metal hood that locked into a ring and would keep me from touching myself. 

Don’t misunderstand: I knew I was getting off anyway. But it was going to happen in one of only two ways. I was either going to unlock myself after I was satisfied with my whole night, and I could do it like a guy, or else I could try and do it while locked up, unable to touch myself like normal, and I’d have to make the best of it with a lubed finger. 

So that’s it. Two ways. 

Whichever came first. 
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Part of me wished I sprung for a more elegant room in a more elegant city. I could have gotten a downtown room in Columbus, but I didn’t want to risk anyone knowing me. 

I could have traveled to a cute little town somewhere close by and stayed in a Bed & Breakfast, but would I have had enough privacy?

Probably not, as my goal for the trip wasn’t just to dress up again, but it was to dress up and go outside. 

And I knew the outfit I wanted to go out in. 

Tanya almost caught me after I bought it. I had bought a new corset for myself, a nice maroon velvety one with a lace garter belt attached, and she had opened the package first. At first she looked amused, but when she held it up to her she reported that it was way too big. “Looks like it would fit you, though,” she joked, and then I had to pretend I returned it. I blamed confusing Chinese sizing differences. She never brought it up again. 

That was the outfit I looked forward to wearing the most. I was thin, but not exactly shapely and feminine. Tanya was also thin, but she at least had hips. She at least had some breasts, small as they were. But me? I did keep myself pretty hairless, but there was no confusing me for a girl with my clothes off.

So I had thought a corset would be a good idea. It would squeeze what needed to be squeezed, accentuate what needed the help, and hopefully it would force me to not only feel more feminine, but look more feminine. 

I don’t know that I was ready for other people to see me yet, but I had been cooped up in my townhouse for what felt like decades, and I needed some kind of thrill that wasn’t private. So if private thrill was out, and public thrill was out, that left me with semi-private. 

Being outside dressed like a slut with no one around but someone might see me? Yes, please. 

This wasn’t the first time. In fact, there had only ever been one other time, and I had years to relive it, which made tonight even more exhilarating.

One night during college I was prancing around my dorm room on my own wearing lingerie, and I realized it was three in the morning, the hallways were quiet, and it was probably never going to be safer to go out and see what it felt like to be out of my dorm room. 

It took several minutes of standing at my dorm room door, listening intently to be absolutely certain no one else was around, before I worked up the courage to do it. Dressed in black lace lingerie, a garter belt, thigh-high stockings, and a blonde wig, I opened my door, looked both ways, then speed-walked to the lounge and back without being seen. 

What was it, forty feet? Twenty feet out, twenty feet back. 

Nothing else came close to that feeling. 

You know the feeling you had in your stomach when you went on a rollercoaster? That feeling in the pit of your stomach that you’re in the middle of some thrilling motion? That’s what it felt like, but occurring completely inside my erection. It was like a wave of orgasm without having an orgasm. 

That night, I returned to my dorm room, shut the door, and felt the most alive I had ever felt. I felt positive energy all over my body. I felt like I discovered the outside world for the first time. I was out of breath, but not in an “I have asthma” way, but rather an “I didn’t know being alive could feel this way” way. 

I hadn’t been seen, and once my heart rate returned to normal and my smile started to wane, I humped my pillow like a girl and made a massive, sticky mess in my lace panties. 

No orgasm ever came close to that, and I had chased those feelings for years. 

I hoped I’d feel it when Tanya and I were in the Bahamas and I saw her remove her towel to reveal a tiny bikini. 

Not so.

I thought I’d feel it when we woke up naked and I watched her walk off to the bathroom before we made love again. 

Not even a little. 

I thought I’d feel it when our cab dropped us off back home late at night, slightly buzzed after we dressed to the nines and went out. 

Nope. 

It was only the brief dorm walk that did it. 

Of course, I say I wasn’t seen during that short walk, but was I? Days later I had realized that I was close enough to the window that anyone out in the dorm quad could have seen inside and caught a quick glimpse of some slut on the third floor of Mayfield Hall. 

I stood in the middle of my hotel room, stripped down naked, and felt the chilly AC all over my body. This was probably a good thing, as my first step was to put the chastity cage on, and the smaller I was, the better.

It hadn’t taken me long to shave all of my pubic hair off, and I only did it in advance because I knew Tanya wouldn’t know anyway. 

The metal chastity cage I bought came with three different-sized rings. Which do you choose? Is it supposed to be comfortable? I picked the middle ring, and spent a few minutes trying to figure out how to get it on. 

Turned out it was pretty easy, as you needed to put one ball at a time through, then squeeze your cock through after it was on. Unfortunately, that was enough contact to get me semi-hard, and so I needed to wait a few minutes to let myself get soft again. I could do the rest of the outfit, starting with the stockings. 

I unrolled them onto my leg one at a time. I had forgotten how forbidden they felt. They were not like wearing larger socks; they were thin, felt airy, and also were in constant touch with your legs. They were unlike anything else, and I had been hooked on stockings since the first time I ever dressed. 

Next came the boots, which were black leather and had three-inch heels. After that was the corset, which was a little tricky to do on my own, but luckily it was strung in a way that all I needed to do was pull on the middle strings and everything tightened where it needed to: instant hourglass figure. 

By this time my semi-erection had gone back to a freezing little nub, and I got out the cage part of the chastity cage. It looked like all I needed to do was put it over myself like a little helmet, then slide two prongs into a pair of holes on the ring. After that it was just turning a little key, locking it into place, and that was that.

I definitely should have gotten the next size up, because the cage was immediately pretty constrictive. It was necessary, though, as I didn’t want to ruin things too early, nor did I want to have an erection show through the front of the skirt I was about to put on. 

It was a simple black, tight miniskirt, all lycra. First, though, I needed to get into a pair of panties. I chose a pair of black cotton panties with lace trim, mainly because I didn’t want the cage to poke a hole in something lacy or sexy. I mainly needed to be contained anyway, so as long as they kept me in place, that was fine. They had a little lace, so it felt like a good compromise. 

With my panties on, that meant I could attach my stockings to the garter belt, and shimmy into my tight, black skirt. 

Tanya was blonde, and when it came time for me to choose a new wig, I went with reddish-brown, which was closer to my natural hair color and made me feel more like myself. 

It was strange that this was necessary for me to feel more like myself, wasn’t it? That in my own house, with my own things, and with my own girlfriend, I felt…agitated. Stifled. Less than.

Yet here I was in a hotel room, wearing a sexy outfit meant more for my girlfriend than for me, and it was calming, centering, and immediately brought back all those feelings of being in my dorm room, alone.

Sure, I was horny, but the cage was doing its job. 

My phone buzzed, jarring me from my thoughts, letting me know my pizza had arrived. One good thing about the pandemic was how quickly contactless delivery became a common thing. 

I sat up on the bed and looked at myself in the mirror. I hadn’t done my makeup yet, so while I looked more like a girl, Melody wasn’t here yet. I was famished, though, so I stood up, smoothed my skirt, and made for the door. 

Here was the first step of the night: leaving the hotel room, even if only for a moment.

My heart pounded as I thought over again about what I was going to do. My memory of that one night in college came back, and I could remember how that one brief moment of being exposed in the hallway made me feel. 

As I passed the TV table in the hotel room, I reached for my sunglasses. 

I slid the little peephole cover aside to see if anyone was in the hallway. There was no one right outside the door. 

I sighed deeply and slowly pushed down on the door handle.

It’s hard to say how the quiet of the hallway filled my room, but that’s what it felt like happened. I could feel the stillness of the hallway as I opened the door, which made the sound of my own heartbeat even louder. 

As the light from the hallway reached farther into my room, I could see my dinner resting to the left of my door, and I poked my head out into the hallway. No one was there. 

My key was back on the dresser, so I wedged my booted foot into the crack of the door, which made it impossible for me to bend down in a ladylike way. 

No matter, as I squatted down anyway and felt the cool air of the hallway reach up my skirt and breathe against my bulging panties in a way I never felt when dressed in guy clothes. I stayed that way for a few seconds, frozen as I reached for my food, and snapped out of it when I heard the elevator ding down the hall. 

As Brian, I just went about my life. There was no risk to it. 

As Melody, even existing was hot, and forbidden. 

The door slammed shut behind me as I ducked back into my room, and walked heel-to-toe, heel-to-toe, all the way back to the desk, where I took off my sunglasses, sat down, crossed my legs like a lady, and devoured my pizza. 

Yes, it was a chain restaurant, but the meal was amazing, mostly because I was doing something natural in a most unnatural way. 

Did Tanya ever feel this amazing just by sitting and eating?  Doubt it. She didn’t seem to feel much at all. 

But sitting in a chair the way I was, dressed in a sexy outfit, everything else seemed to be more alive. Even normal things felt charged. I ran my hands through my hair, forming a ponytail that I knew wouldn’t stay. I shifted my hips in my chair, feeling my cage between my legs. I bounced my foot in time with some rhythm that wasn’t there. 

All of it felt welcome. 

I missed this. This was what made studying so amazing when I was in college. Even reading became a wondrous thing if I was dressed as Melody. 

I never, ever got close to feeling this way doing anything as Brian. Melody did more homework than Brian. Melody focused better when reading. Melody had better ideas when thinking what to write about for a term paper. 

And after an extended wait of several years, I could now experience as much of this as I wanted. 

Walking, standing: all of it had a sensual energy to it, and I wanted to keep going. 

I knew how I would get more. 

I just needed to get ready for it. 
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I did my makeup very simply when I was alone in my dorm room back then, mostly because I needed to be sure I could get it off without needing hot water or a shower. I stayed in, and no one could know about me. 

Even though the sun was starting to go down as I sat in my hotel room and I was getting closer to my public walk, I still wanted to take my time and do my makeup right. My face had a lot of feminine qualities anyway, which is what I think made things so easy the first time I did this; I could get away with clumsy makeup since my face did a lot of the work.

High cheekbones, shapely eyebrows, vibrant eyes. 

But tonight: why rush? 

It really didn’t take much to draw attention to my eyes, as I was naturally friendly and cheerful, but a little mascara, eye shadow, and eye liner started to make me feel even more at ease. 

I knew that lipstick would help, and my face was instantly transformed. 

If Tanya saw me like this, I’d bet she wouldn’t recognize me. She barely saw me as it is; if I were dressed like this and looked hotter than she did? She wouldn’t know that it was me, even if I were right in front of her. 

I stood in front of the mirror in my hotel room and my eyes moved from the floor up, taking in what I was wearing: calf-high black leather boots, fishnet thigh-high stockings attached to a garter belt, my maroon corset, and my new brown wig. 

And somewhere under that was a hairless cock, stuffed into a metal cage and locked up for the night.

I couldn’t get hard even if I wanted to.

And I wanted to. 

Looking myself over in the mirror, there was something about seeing yourself dressed as a sexy girl: was it the fact that it was a sexy girl I was seeing? Or was it that it was me? 

Did it matter? 

My eyes sparkled, and there was something so inviting about a girl whose eyes sparkled, who looked like she wanted you, or that she loved things in the world and was delighted by them. 

Tanya never looked like that. 

I stopped myself before I thought too much about Tanya. This wasn’t about Tanya; it was about Melody. 

It was darker outside when I was done with my makeup, and quieter inside the hotel, and that meant it was safer to go out. People had gone out and come back from dinner, or they were out at a bar. Or they had an early flight and were hanging around, being lazy, watching familiar shows on unfamiliar TV channels. 

I was not being lazy. I was being adventurous. All I needed was a short walk, something longer than what I had in my dorm, but not long enough where I risked being caught. I may have been ready to go outside and be a girl, but that was it. I was not ready to be a girl with other people. 

Truthfully, it took more courage to go out than I was anticipating: propping my door open and grabbing pizza was one thing, but going outside was another, even if I had built up the anticipation of it for years. 

Someone was likely to see me, and I knew that. As long as they didn’t talk to me, I was OK with it, and even slightly thrilled by it. After all, I knew what I looked like, knew I looked good, and wasn’t that the point of looking good? To be seen? 

And yet it was easy to grab a key card, easy to put on Tanya’s coat that I borrowed without asking, easy to put my small bottle of silicone lube into her coat pocket, and easy to walk to the hotel room door.

It was harder to open the door. 

It was easier to stare at the emergency exit plan. 

It was easier to stare out the peephole and be absolutely certain no one was right outside the door.

It was easier to strain against the silence, holding back since someone might be out there.

After a few minutes of indecision, I snapped. Yes, it was risky, but from the door to the staircase was no farther than my dorm walk, and I had done that before. That was all that was standing in my way: a quick walk that I had done before.

After re-checking my pockets, I took a deep breath, and cracked my door open again.

No one was there. 

Even after waiting a full minute, no one was there. The only sound I heard was someone’s TV from nearby, but that was it. 

I slowly stepped into the hallway, just as silent and just as still as it was earlier. I kept my hand on the door handle the whole time, slowly closing the door, not wanting it to make a sound to alert people someone was in the hallway. 

Eventually it closed, and I heard the door click. 

That was it.

I was out. I was doing it. 

I padded down the carpeted hallway towards the door to the stairwell, heart pounding. 

I felt sensuously charged while walking. My stockinged thighs rubbed gently against one another as I went down the stairwell to the first floor, and it was as if I were building a static charge and storing it inside me.

What would happen if I collected enough charge? I had no outlet. 

In the stairwell, things got echoey. It was not how I normally sounded walking down stairs. 

I sounded like a young woman walking.

I was a young woman walking. 

And that young woman checked the first floor hallway for other guests, then shouldered her way into the back parking lot when there weren’t any. 

The first weird sensation of the night was when the stillness of the third floor hallway somehow made it into my room. 

The second weird sensation was in the moment when the back door burst open and I was out. It was a warm night, and the hotel was overly air conditioned. And in that space between, it felt like there was no temperature at all. Just me, as Melody, in a strange transitional world. Like it was a different dimension. My head swam. 

It lasted two steps, and then I was into the parking lot. 

It was a warm night that I felt all over my legs, all over my chest, and all up my thighs. There was a slight breeze, and it felt charmed. 

No one was back there, and I could see just three cars: my BMW, a Chevy Traverse parked right next to it, and then a little white thing with gleaming rims all the way at the end of the row, by the wooden fence that separated the hotel parking lot from the bars and restaurants on the main road. 

I pointed myself in the direction of my car, parked along the back fence. Even though I could hear the sports bar on the other side, no one could see into the hotel parking lot from there. 

By the time I got halfway to my car, my cock wanted out. It was straining to get out of its cage, aching to be freed. With each step I could feel it wanting to flex and pulse. I knew without looking that I was starting to leak a little; I could feel each sad little helpless squirt as I stepped toward my car. 

When I was between my car and the Traverse, I took off my coat, hanging it off the passenger mirror. 

There I was, hidden between two cars, now even more exposed in a corset. 

I took a deep breath, and walked out from between the cars. I looked both ways again, and walked the length of the parking lot to the fence, then turned on my heels and walked back again. 

This time it was…what? A hundred feet? Much longer than my dormwalk from a few years ago, but just as enthralling. 

I knew when I couldn’t catch my breath because of asthma, and this was not that. This was being breathless because the experience was full-body, and required more of you, and your basic biology failed because a new one took over. 

I felt the night on my skin, all over. Even Akron, Ohio felt magical, like there should have been a castle just out of view.

It was everything I wanted after my dorm walk.  

Was I alone? There were people at the bar next door, but unless they could see through a wooden fence, they had no idea what was going on in the parking lot next door.

The hotel loomed over me, and only a handful of windows were lit. I saw no movement in any rooms, and imagined everyone laying on their beds, watching something on the hotel TV or their laptops. No one in the hotel thought to get up and look outside at the show. 

It was about to be a better show, because I pushed the waistband of my skirt down and stepped out of it, draping it on my coat. 

I stood there in my black panties, feeling the air on my legs. 

May as well keep going, right? I unhooked my garter belt from my stockings, and slipped out of my panties. 

I stood between the cars as the band at the bar next door started playing “Crazy Train,” and the crowd outside went wild. 

My cage dangled between my legs. I took a few steps and felt it sway, and felt my now-unhooked garter belt lightly slap against my thighs. 

I did the same walk, the same hundred feet, only now I was completely exposed to the world. I could feel the cage rattle around between my legs as I power walked in the parking lot, and as I turned to go back, I felt another little squirt of precum hit me on the inner thigh. The sexual charge I was building up only had one place to go, and that was right between my legs, where it couldn’t go any further. 

I was going to need it to go further. 

The whole walk back to the cars, I could feel myself accelerate. I knew that I was going to attempt something I had never attempted before, which was to try and get off without touching my manhood. There was nothing about it that was mannish right now anyway. 

It didn’t feel like I used to when I would get turned on dressed girly, but it felt familiar. What was different this time was that years of anticipation seemed to be making my arousal even more intense. Back then I would only go a few days between dressing up, at most. But it had been years since the last time, my girly battery had drained almost to nothing, and now was overflowing with excess charge. 

Since my key was up in my room, and since all I had was a small bottle of silicone lube, I was going to try an alternative. 

I squatted down between the cars and flipped the bottle open, feeling the night air on my bare asshole. 

I squeezed one drop of lube out onto my index finger, and slowly brought it to me, rubbing a circle around the entire outside. 

I watched a porn video once where it looked like a woman orgasmed from having her nipples played with. I always thought that was hot, that someone could climax without being touched where you think they’d need to be touched. She had her panties on the whole video, and a guy stood behind her, playing with her nipples the whole time. He rubbed the outside, he pinched them, he aggressively squeezed her breasts, and he got her off without ever reaching into her panties. 

By the time she cried out and shuddered, the front of her panties were soaked through, and you could tell she was spent.  

That’s what I thought about as I squatted in secrecy in the parking lot, slowly running a lubed-up finger over something I didn’t even know was an erogenous zone. 

My cage made it impossible to get relief the way I would normally when I was horny, and that was on purpose. I knew that would frustrate me, which was the point. What I did not count on, though, was just how good touching my own ass would feel. Something about the chastity cage was rerouting pleasure to a different part of my body.

Or was this always here? It’s not like I ever experimented like this before, so how would I know?

But I knew now. I kept working my finger around and around, and clenching as I did it, feeling even more precum squeeze out of me. 

I slipped the tip of a finger up inside, just testing things, and clamped down as hard as I could, keeping the finger locked in place. 

More fingers could fit. A bigger finger could fit. More and bigger fingers would fit.

It was divine, and as I worked my finger in and out of myself, I could feel my caged cock jangle back and forth, back and forth, unable to be a part of this, and yet somehow not necessary.

Because I could feel something swelling inside of me. Something that normally only happened when the whole length of my hard cock was stroked, or ridden. I could feel the deep, tingly sensation that was the beginning of every orgasm I had ever had, only this time I hadn’t touched myself at all, not the normal way.

I could feel it start to build, and build more, and I had to place my hand on my car to steady myself as I increased my pace. 

And just as I gasped my way to the first feelings of climax, a goddamn car came around the corner of the hotel and pulled into the back parking lot. 

I froze. 

My tingles slowly subsided, and the orgasm that I chased down was getting away. 

I had to let it go. Someone was close by. 

They had driven past me, and parked closer to the hotel door, somewhere between the Traverse and the white car. I heard a door slam, and I held as still as I could. If only one door shut, that meant one person. I didn’t even want to shift my weight. Did they see between the cars on their way in? 

Not long after I heard the door slam, I heard the hotel door open, and then it was silent. Not silence like the hallway, but silence that made me aware that the band next door had stopped playing and I hadn’t noticed. 

For several minutes after the hotel door closed, I didn’t move. I knew I was alone, but I was in a very compromised position. 

Slowly, I reached for my clothing, and shimmied into my panties, keeping my head down. I didn’t bother with the garter belt, but slipped back into my skirt, put my coat back on, and ran my hands through my hair for good measure. I was presentable again. 

I needed to get back inside. I needed the cage off, and I needed to finish what I started, because this was the horniest I had ever been in my entire life. I knew I would get myself turned on, and I knew I was going to need to show restraint, but I had no idea that things were going to turn out this way, with me needing to cum this badly. 

The walk back to 327 felt effortless. I floated up the stairs.

The stillness of the third floor hallway wasn’t menacing. It was just still. 

I felt giddy when I pulled the key card out and put it on the lock, ready to turn the door handle... 

Nothing happened. 

No beep, no green light indicating it was open. I tried the handle. Nothing. 

OK, no problem. Is it the right room? Yes, 327. We’ll just try it again. 

I waved the card by the lock again. Still nothing. 

My heart rate was already up because of my slut walk outside and my walk back up three flights of stairs, but now it stayed up for a different reason. 

A third time I waved the card by the lock. 

Shit. Shit shit shit. 

The only thing I needed to do was stay calm, as the last thing I needed was an asthma attack while dressed as Melody, wearing almost nothing below the waist. I closed my eyes and gathered my thoughts, trying one last time to unlock the door. 

I needed help. 
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It wasn’t the cheerful blonde girl at the front desk, but rather a purple-haired young woman in oversized, thick-rimmed glasses. 

“Excuse me,” I said. I was trying to sound feminine, and it was working, but I also sounded breathy and…sultry. I was trying not to draw the attention of about 7 or 8 burly men in flannel who looked like they were drinking beer and playing foosball in the back of the lounge. So far they hadn’t noticed me.

I slid the key card across the desk to her. “I’m in Room 327, and my key card doesn’t work. I was out and I can’t get back in.”

“Oh no,” she said, looking dejected. “I was hoping this wouldn’t happen.” 

“I think I just need a new card,” I said.

“We may have a problem there,” she said, and someone in the foosball game yelled after scoring a goal. “The card writer is offline, and I have the IT guy coming. He’ll be here soon, but until then, I can’t write new keys. Did you get two keys when you checked in?”

“I did,” I said. “But I went out and only took one.”

“Normally I can manually unlock each room, but that’s not even working,” she said. 

“Do you know how long it’ll be?” I asked, checking my wrist for the watch that wasn’t there. 

“He’s less than an hour away, and I called him twenty minutes ago,” she said. “I don’t think this will be long.”

“So no one can get back into their rooms?”

“No, the keycards still work. If you got into your room earlier, then I’d guess you have one good keycard and one dud. You just happened to take the dud with you when you left.” 

“Well, perfect,” I said. 

“You can always wait here,” and she pointed to a little lounge area with a few chairs and some magazines. 

“I’m not sure I want to take my chances,” I said, looking back at the foosball players, “speaking of duds.”

That got a good, sharp laugh out of her, but it also got the attention of the men. 

One of the guys stage whispered from the foosball game: “dude, check her out.” 

The sounds of the game stopped, and I made eye contact with the desk clerk. 

“Hey sweetie,” came a deep voice from the corner. “Hey!” 

This night went from enthralling, to disaster, and it could get worse. 

I slowly turned and faced the voice calling to me. “You out looking for some fun tonight? You want a date?”

“No,” I shook my head. “Just going back to my room.” I brought my arms together to make sure my coat didn’t open. 

“You cold?” he said, looking me up and down. “You can warm up with me.”

He cracked open a can of cheap beer and handed it to me.

“She doesn’t drink beer,” the clerk said, unamused.

I heard one of his buddies yell from the back: “you sure know how to talk to the ladies, Tim.”

That got a laugh from the crew, but it looked like it made Tim red in the face. 

“You think this is funny, Miss?”

“I’m sure you guys are fun, and I love foosball, but I was meeting someone and can’t get back–”

Did I want this guy knowing I couldn’t go anywhere? 

I mean, I couldn’t, but did I want him knowing that? 

I looked back at his friends. I was stuck. 

Just then, the front doors opened and in walked a man in a white shirt, blue dress pants, and polished brown shoes. He was very tan, had a square jaw, and he walked with purpose. His shoes made him sound powerful. 

He looked back at the foosball table, and all the men in flannel all got quiet. Tim sipped from his can, nodded at me, and walked back to his buddies.

The man in white made eye contact with me, then with the clerk, and then made his way over to us. 

“Were they inappropriate?” he asked. “It’s OK to tell me.” 

“No,” I said. “Not really.”  

“‘No’, or ‘not really’? Those aren’t the same,” he said.

They said “check her out.” 

Tim called me “Miss.” 

The clerk called me “she.” 

They were gross, and I was still worked up from my parking lot walk, but in a way, I owed them. They saw me and didn’t question a thing.

“Things didn’t get that far. You walked in before anything happened.”

“For real?” He looked at me like I was lying.

“For real. It’s OK. Nothing happened. I think they wanted me to play foosball.” 

“Those men are here to pour concrete,” he said. “They start on the pad tomorrow. Hopefully they get to the site on time. Which is—” he looked at his watch “—not long from now.” 

He looked one more time at the group of men and shook his head. 

“I’m Evan,” he said, holding out his hand.

“Melody,” I said, shaking it.

“You go out tonight, Melody? You don’t look dressed for Akron airport’s finest.”

“Kind of,” I said, and couldn’t help but crack a little smile at my parking lot adventure. He motioned for me to follow him.

We walked down the hall and got to the elevators, where there were some cushioned chairs next to the now-closed entrance to the pool.

“I’m happy to sit here with you until they get you a new key. I manage the company they’re getting the vehicles from, so they won’t come down here if I’m with you. They’ll leave you alone. Or, my room is on the fourth floor, and if you want to lay low for a bit, that’s fine too. I have a bottle of bourbon up there, and you’re welcome to join me for a nightcap.” 

I was either fooling this guy into thinking I was a real damsel in distress, or else he knew, didn’t care, and wasn’t letting on that he knew. 

“So you heard about the keys.” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. “I came down a little while ago, and there was a guy who couldn’t check in. He was pretty mad, but gone by the time I got back from the gas station. He was screaming about his rewards points.”

Despite the sudden embarrassment of having to interact with people as a girl, and despite the total lack of sexiness of the foosball guys, I could still feel the sexual charge in my panties. I wasn’t just locked out of my hotel room, but I was locked into this too-small cage, and both problems would get fixed together, or not at all. 

So was it a choice? I could sit downstairs and risk the foosball players. I could sit outside and hope they didn’t follow me. Or I could go with Evan, have a drink, and at least have him keep the foosball players at bay.

A drink sounded good, if only to try and get this sexual throb under control.
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He closed his door softly, and walked to the dresser to grab the bottle of bourbon. 

“Come on in,” he said behind him. 

As soon as he grabbed the bottle, he squeezed past me on the way to the bathroom. I don’t know what his cologne was, but it smelled good, like a cinnamon campfire. 

“We'll have to do paper cups,” he called from the bathroom. “I wasn’t expecting company.” 

He came out of the bathroom and handed me a tiny paper cup of bourbon. “But I’m happy to have it,” he said, and smiled. “Cheers.” 

We tapped our paper cups together. 

“So you know what I do, Melody, and I can’t even pretend it’s interesting. It’s just renting trucks and interacting with fine, upstanding people like you saw in the lobby. What do you do? What brings you here?” He motioned to the chair near the window. He sat on the bed, facing me. At least he’s respectful, unlike Mr. Cheap Beer downstairs. 

I smoothed my skirt and sat with my legs together, feeling my cage between my thighs. 

“I do something even less interesting than renting trucks, and that's Human Resources software, and I’m…not here for work.”

“You’re in Akron for fun? Wow. OK, hit me.” 

“It’s…complicated.” 

I was usually quick on my feet, especially on sales calls, but I was stumbling here, and I knew it. I think he picked up on that, as he didn’t press. 

“Listen, if it’s private, that’s cool,” he said. “You don’t have to talk about why you’re here if you don’t want to; it’s really none of my business. But we can back up a little. Where are you from? I’ll start. I’m from Indianapolis originally. Impressive, right?” 

“Hah. I’m from Columbus,” I said.

“Columbus,” he said. “I drove through there a few times. Thurmon’s?”

“I’m sorry?”

“Thurmon’s,” he said. “Burger place. They put ham on their burgers, plus everything else. It’s a mess. A beautiful mess.”

“Oh, right,” I lied. “Never been there.”

I was still horny from my parking lot adventure, and I felt like a beautiful mess.

“No, I’d guess not. It doesn’t look like your style.” 

“What does my style look like?” I asked, tipping the paper cup back and sipping more bourbon. 

“If I had to guess,” he said, squinting at me a little bit, “I would guess…well, knife and fork for sure.” 

“What makes you guess that?”

“Your nails are way too nice for hamburger duty. You’re also dressed nicely, you have good posture, and you don’t seem like someone who guzzles 2,000 calories in one sitting. You seem classier than that.” 

“Well, I hate to disappoint you, but I did eat a whole pizza earlier.”

“Shit. By yourself?”

“By myself.” 

“Well, then you should definitely go to Thurmon’s.” 

“I’m glad you thought I was classy, though.”

“You’re not?” 

“Well, I am sitting in a stranger’s hotel room drinking bourbon from a paper cup.” 

“True. So you got all dressed up to go out for pizza?”

“No, I ate that in my room.” 

“You got dressed up to…stay in and eat pizza? I’m sorry, I don’t mean to pry. I just can’t imagine why someone would get dressed up all nice and sexy and stay in a hotel in Akron to eat pizza, especially since I know they have pizza in Columbus, which isn’t that far away. Another shot?” He held the bottle up. 

“Sure, why not,” I said, though there was still a little left of the first bit he poured me. 

Evan was confident, I’ll give him that. It was like I was sparring with someone on a sales call, and that was actually fun to do in person like this. 

We clinked our paper cups again. 

“Anyway,” he said, “that’s the second time. I think this has gone to my head, so don’t answer that. I was just trying to wrap my head around why a beautiful girl from Columbus was here dressed up for an adventure that, no offense, sounds like it’s missing the whole adventure part.”

“No offense taken,” I said. 

What did I have left before I’d be let back in my room? 30 minutes? An hour? Either way, we could sit there and be fake the way we did on my sales calls, or I could just tell the truth for once and not have to worry about playing a part any more than I already was. Evan was trying. The least I could do was play along. 

“My adventure was just a walk.”

“A walk?” 

“A walk. That’s it.” 

“You can’t walk in Columbus?”

“Not like this, no.”

“I don’t understand. There are no ways for a beautiful girl to go walk?”

“Beautiful girls go for walks all the time. I’m just…” I breathed in and took a big drink of bourbon, cringing as it went down. “I’m just not a beautiful girl.” 

I avoided eye contact with him as I just let that hang there between us. 

“Are you getting over someone?” he said finally. “I mean, if you needed to get out because you don’t feel beautiful, I’m telling you, you look fantastic.”

“No, it’s not that,” I shook my head. “I know what I look like. I just mean the girl part. I’m not…a girl.” 

“That’s…not…possible,” he said. 

“Well, it is,” I said. 

“I’m stunned,” he said. “You look gorgeous. You had me fooled. You had the guys downstairs fooled too, I think.”

“Yeah. So I came here to eat. I mean, walk,” I said. The bourbon went to my head. 

“Just, by yourself?”

“I didn’t want to be recognized.”

“So you walked…where?”

“Just, in the parking lot. Back and forth.” 

“Dressed like this?” he said.

“Dressed like this,” I said, and suddenly I felt sad. A trip to Akron to walk by myself was not the magic escapism I wanted it to be when I told someone else about it.

Why did I tell someone else about it? 

He sat and stared at me for a second. I looked at the floor. This was a little embarrassing. 

“I should go,” I said, looking into my empty paper cup. 

“No, no,” he said, standing up. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to stare. That made you uncomfortable, but you really do look great. But don’t go. Anyway, where are you going to go? How’s this? I’m a little buzzed, but you really ought to have memories that involve other people. If you came here to walk, and you just walked along the parking lot, that’s not much of a walk. Why don’t we go outside, we’ll go to the main road out there, and you can be out. No one will bother you because I’ll be there. I think there’s a Wal-Mart up the road. We’ll go shopping. That sounds like a much better walk to me. What do you say? I’ll stop talking now. I told you I was buzzed.” 

What else was I going to do? 

We went. 
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“So what was it about the walk?” he asked when we got outside.

“Well,” I said, “don’t take this the wrong way, but I was looking for a thrill.” 

“A thrill?” 

“I wanted to walk around and feel…alive.” 

“Do you feel alive now?” 

“I feel scared now. This isn’t the thrill I was after.” 

“With me you feel scared?” He stopped walking and turned to face me.

“No,” I said. “I just mean, all of this. The last forty-five minutes, or whatever it’s been. It’s just…weird.” 

“Well,” he said, starting to walk again toward the main road, “hopefully it gets less weird. Just trying to make the best of it. If you want, we can go back to the purple haired girl and we can bitch about rewards points.” 

There wasn’t much traffic on the main road, but even that felt transformative. All the people driving past us in their cars, not knowing what we were doing, and not knowing what I was doing. Not knowing what I was. 

If they noticed us at all, they’d tell a little story about what they thought was happening, then they’d forget about us for the rest of their lives. 

About us.

Evan was nice, and he was helping me, and I was grateful. There was a little bit of a rescue vibe to what was happening, and I was oddly fine with it. I needed a little bit of rescuing here.

“Personally, I think you’re doing great,” Evan said, and I realized he was continuing his thought from a moment ago. 

“Yeah?” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. “This is so brave, and so wonderful.” 

“You’re drunk,” I said. 

“Only a little,” he said, and we stepped through a gas station parking lot. 

“Off two paper cups of bourbon?”

“I had a few at dinner,” he called back over the sound of a car driving by.

He was walking in front of me as we walked through the gas station parking lot. He was taller than me, even in my heels. From behind I could tell he worked out, or was at least in good shape. His pants were expensive, tailored, the kind of pants I used to have to wear when I’d travel for work before COVID.

Now look at me.

This is not what I used to wear before COVID. When would I wear this again? Or something like this? I had no idea what time it was, and it could very well be after midnight, meaning I’d be waking up later today and going home to Tanya. 

Why? Did I want that? Here I was, not just being Melody, but navigating a crisis as Melody. Here I was having an adventure that, in Evan’s phrase, actually contained an adventure.  

How do I go back to normal life after this? How do I go back to the way things were, knowing what I now know about my own body? 

“Huh,” I heard Evan say in front of me. He had stopped walking.

“What?” I said, walking up behind him.

“Uh, I could swear there was a Wal-Mart up here,” he said. We stared up the main road and there was nothing that looked even close to a Wal-Mart. 

“Well, it doesn’t look like there is,” I said. 

“Nice night, though,” he said. “Shall we go back to the hotel and see about the key card?” He offered me his arm, and I took it. 

It’s funny how the return trip never feels as long as the trip there. In my memory, it had taken us a long time to get to the gas station, enough time for me to have a lot of pretty important thoughts. But the walk back to the hotel seemed almost instant, and we realized we could cut even more time off the trip by squeezing through the fence between the hotel and the bar I heard the music at. 

Before I knew it, we were in the back parking lot, the very same parking lot where I walked and explored my own body earlier. 

“Why don’t you show me what you did?” he said.

“What I did? Like, my walk?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Was it back here? You said it was worth it. I’m just curious.”

“It was just a walk,” I said. “It looked like what we just did.”

“I bet it didn’t,” he said. 

“Oh, really?” I said. “Fine. It looked like this,” and I walked down to the fence, as ladylike as I could manage. 

“Bravo,” he said, applauding as I got back to where he stood. “And now which was better, yours, or ours?” 

“Ours was walking. It was longer. I mean, it was nice, but mine was…sexier.” 

“Sexier, huh? Just looked like a walk to me.” 

“Well, there were more walks. One of them looked more like this,” and I put my hands on my hips, walking the length of the parking lot again, swinging my hips as best as I could. 

I turned at the fence and started back, aware that he had probably stared at my ass the whole time, and was oddly OK with it. On the walk back, he was smiling, and holding his arms out. “Beautiful!” he said. “You are a natural walker. You should walk everywhere. It suits you.” 

And as I got within a few steps of him, I caught my heel on the pavement, and started to pitch forward.

“Whoops!” I heard him cry out, and he reached out just as I fell into his arms. 

More silence. No band, no cars, no traffic on the main road. Just me in his arms, having had too much bourbon, and him holding me up. 

“Clumsy,” I said. I was staring at his lips, which weren’t far from mine. 

“Let’s… let’s go see about that key card,” he said, getting me on my feet. 

More silence, this time to the front desk. The purple-haired girl was happy to see me. I was happy to see her and the lobby, mainly because the foosball guys were gone. 

“It’s fixed!” she cried out, and it only took a minute to make me a new card for 327. I didn’t ask about the guy and his rewards points. 

Evan walked me to my room, and I took a deep breath as I placed my new card over the lock. It beeped, turned green, and we laughed a little as I opened the door quickly, propping it open with my foot. 

“Well,” he said. 

“Thanks for the bourbon,” I said. “Thanks for everything. This could have been bad.” 

“Melody, it was a pleasure,” and he held out his hand. “I hope you had a great walk, and I hope you have a lot more.” 

All I could think to do was smile and tuck my hair behind my ear. 

I went into my room, and the door shut behind me. 

I didn’t move.

I don’t know why I didn’t move, but something didn’t feel right. Yes, I was back in my room. I could see it from where I stood: all of my stuff. Somewhere in there were the key card to my room, the keys to my car, and the keys to the chastity cage that was still between my legs. 

But for the second time that day, I stood right by the door and couldn’t move. Earlier it was because I didn’t want to go out. Now it was because I didn't want to go in. The emergency exit plan was still the same. My boiling, pent-up sexual charge still had no outlet, and still needed to be dealt with. 

But now what? Evan was gone, and he had been…charming. He had been great. He could have made a big deal over everything, but he didn’t. He was cool with it, with all of it. 

While the foosball guys thought I was a girl, they saw a girl to be hit on. Evan saw a girl to be…talked to. To be helped, and to be encouraged. To just be near. Maybe it was my head still swimming from bourbon a little, but that was not what I was expecting from him. 

Would he have kissed me if we stayed in the parking lot longer, him holding me in his arms on my way to the ground? Would I have let him? 

What did I want, exactly? Why was I still standing by my own door, rather than rushing to my chastity key and getting myself off?

Because I wasn’t done being Melody, and I knew it.

Because I had gotten turned on and only got partway to a climax.

Because I had multiple people believe I was a girl, and one of them was a gentleman about it. And he wanted to kiss me, and didn’t, and now I got to think about how somehow I wanted to kiss him, and couldn’t.

I felt the three soft knocks on the door because they felt like they were on the other side of my head. Through the peephole I could see Evan, standing there. Did he ever leave? Did he leave and come back? 

Did it matter?

I had spent a lot of time standing by this door, doing nothing. It was wasted time. 

I threw the door open, and grabbed him by the collar, pulling him into the room. 

The door shut behind us and he seemed stunned.

“Hey there,” he started. “I was just wondering if–” 

That was as far as he got, because I shoved my face up at his, catching my lips right on his lips and starting the deepest kiss I knew how to give. The kiss I never got from Tanya, the kiss I never got from anyone, but the kiss I wanted. I assumed he wanted it too. 

He did, because as soon as my lips parted, so did his. And his hands found their way down my back, and he cupped my backside. 

He held me like that, and were we even breathing? 

I slipped one arm out of the coat while we were kissing, then the other arm. 

He took my face in his hands, and the rush of stored-up sexual charge came back all at once, and I could feel him in his pants, wanting to get hard, and wanting to get out. 

Unlike me, though, he could get hard with a little help, and I reached down as we kissed and undid his pants. 

I guided him back into the room as we kissed, dragging him by the belt buckle, him never taking his hands away from my face. 

We got to the bed and I had nothing to guide me except my unfulfilled fantasies about Tanya. I dropped to my knees and pulled him out of his boxer briefs. 

He was large, much larger than me, even if I wasn’t stuffed into a chastity cage at the moment. He wasn’t fully hard, but I could help with that, and I took the head of him into my mouth.

He tasted the way the rest of his body smelled: like a cinnamon campfire. It was delicious, and alluring, and overpowering. I felt my own tiny cock try and throb in its cage as I worked my tongue over the swollen gland of Evan’s shaft. 

I licked its whole length, I stroked the base, and I kissed the underside of it. The whole time he had his hands behind his back, muttering “oh fuck yes” as I went to work doing what I had always wanted done. 

It was my turn. 

“This is going to end before it starts,” he breathed, lifting me by the shoulders to stand back up. He grabbed the sides of my skirt and started pulling down, and I didn’t stop him. 

I stood in front of him in just my panties, and he looked me right in the eyes as he stuck his thumbs inside the waistband, and slowly pulled down. Soon I was standing there in my little cage, looking up at him, feeling myself throb with nowhere to go. 

“I like a challenge,” he grinned as he saw my cage, and he gave it a playful little swat. It rattled like jewelry.

I felt another little drop of precum form at my tip, amazed that any was still left inside me after the evening I had. Evan spun me around and bent me over the bed, parting my ass cheeks with his hands and going to work with his tongue. 

It felt like my own finger did, only more heavenly. His tongue was soft, yet firm, and worked the outside of my ass with more force than I did. He knew how to tease me by getting close to going inside, but never quite making it. Then he’d start all over again. 

The orgasm I felt from earlier may have gotten away then, but I felt it come back now. 

“You’re already lubed up, aren’t you?” he said, taking a break from licking me. 

That was the great thing about silicone lube. It stayed slick as long as it was on you. 

I felt him prop himself up on the bed, and now I felt the head of his cock press against my lubed asshole. He dragged it slowly, still teasing me, now and then getting close enough where it started to go in. Then he’d withdraw it, wait a moment, and do it again. 

My whole day was a tease. My whole week leading up to the trip was a tease. The several months of planning it were a tease. And Evan was making it worse, so much worse, by not giving me what I wanted. 

With my booted foot, I reached the coat, dragged it closer to me, and fished out the bottle of lube. 

“Fuck me,” I breathed, handing it to him. “Just fuck me.”

“Oh yeah?” he asked, and I could tell he was applying it immediately. 

Then I felt the head of his cock against me again. 

Then I felt it pop in. 

I gasped, and grabbed handfuls of blankets as I felt his whole length slide inside me, so slippery that there was nothing to stop it. I certainly wasn’t offering any resistance, as suddenly painful as it was. But the pain quickly turned to bliss, as he started working himself in and out, and I felt him contacting something inside of me that brought me right back to the brink of climax as if I was never interrupted. 

He worked slowly, but aggressively, finishing each slow thirty with a mighty shove that rippled my whole body. I could feel that he had his hands on my hips, giving himself leverage. He was pushing me into the bed, and I could feel my trapped cock completely unable to move, held between my body and the bed as I got railed from behind and I had no feeling from what I thought was my primary source of sexual pleasure. 

I clenched around him, feeling him fill me completely, and he growled at how tight I suddenly was. 

“Not yet,” he said, and he flipped me onto my back. 

He grabbed my boots and placed them on his shoulders. He was naked from the waist down, still wearing his shirt, and my little cage bounced around as he plowed into me from above. 

He was not moving slowly any more. He was thrusting forcefully, and I was powerless.

All I could do was reach my arms out and try to hold on. 

Plunge after plunge, I felt my body unable to keep up with him, and I fell limp, feeling nothing but an overwhelming sensation building deep within me as he fucked me. 

What was happening to me?

I had no way to pleasure myself anymore, and was at his mercy. He kept my legs at his shoulders and started to lower himself, almost bending me in half. 

His thrusts were quick, and almost his whole length.

This became too much. I could feel the familiar tingling feelings start to build inside me until they couldn’t build any more, they had nowhere to go but spill out everywhere, and I could not hold back one long cry as I felt my useless organ start to pulse and spasm, despite being compressed in its cage. 

Spurt after spurt of cum came out of me, and I couldn’t stop it. Evan was relentless, fucking every last drop out of me that he could. As my own orgasm started to wane, he groaned and pulled out, stroking himself to completion and finishing all over my body, shooting thick ropes of cum onto my cage, my corset, and my belly. 

I lay with my arms still spread out as his motion slowed, and soon neither one of us moved, and neither spoke. 

Again with silence. Again with stillness.

“Wow,” was the first thing I could say. 

“You’re beautiful,” he said from above me, and he stroked my hair. 

“That was amazing,” I said at the same time he said “you are so great.” 

We laughed and pretended I wasn’t covered in cum. Some of it hit me on the cheek.

Was it mine or his?

“It’s really late,” I said, looking at the clock for the first time in what felt like forever.

“Oh my God,” he said. “I can’t believe how late we were out.” 

He started to pull himself off of me, but I grabbed him by the waist and pulled him back, smearing cum between us. 

“You should just stay here,” I said, and kissed him again. “The fourth floor is too far to walk. You’ll never make it.”

He never did. He stayed the night.
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