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FILL ‘ER UP

First Time With a Trans Girl

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


There was something about the girl at pump four. 

On the one hand, she was just a girl, like hundreds if not thousands of other girls in Ithaca. Long blonde hair. Black leggings, white sneakers kept brand-new. Pink sports bra. Slender, long-legged, ponytail pulled through the back of a baseball cap. Could have been the kind of girl who went to Cornell. Or she could have gone to Ithaca College. She could have been a townie, too. Loads of girls looked like her. 

I could have matched with loads of girls just like her on dating apps. Perky blondes in workout clothes, glowing brunettes in club wear, a redhead in a bridesmaid’s dress with no visible panty line. 

The girl at pump four could have had a dating profile that looked like any of those other girls. Photos of the girl near the Commons. Photos of the girl at one of the gorges by the lake. Photos of the girl in a bikini at the lake. Photos of the girl at some exotic vacation spot I could never take her back to. 

On the other hand, there was something different about her, and it was hard for me to say exactly what that was. Was it the way she walked? She almost looked sad, even from behind. Like she didn’t belong. Like she didn’t feel like she should be there, like she was sneaking around. 

Or was it nervousness? She was rubbing her arms, rubbing her belly. It wasn’t cold, so what was she doing? Then I caught her rubbing her thighs, playing with her hair, tucking it behind her ear. Nervous energy, probably. 

But nervous about what?  

Was she hurrying? Maybe that was it. It was midnight, not peak gym time, so why was she in that outfit? Did she go jogging at midnight? Did her team have a game? If so, could I watch? 

She stood out partly because she shouldn’t have stood out. She got out of her little blue car and walked tentatively around it, like she had never pumped gas before. 

It was late, so maybe she was nervous. Maybe she was worried someone was watching her. I mean, there was, right? I was watching her.

Except I was only watching her because it was the first night of Arlo’s new security system. One where you could actually see detail in the images. No more blurry license plates, no more generic descriptions given to the police, no more wondering if the young woman at pump four had a nice ass or not. The images were high-resolution, the screen I was looking at was brand-new. 

The young woman at pump four definitely had a nice ass. 

She probably came with a boyfriend. Girls like her always came with boyfriends. Some lucky guy, probably a Cornell grad student in political science or something, wanted to touch that body, and she’d let him. Some guy who grew up with everything and had a father who bankrolled his life got to date hot girls like that. 

Me? I got to watch them do it. I got to go to community college and get a job at a gas station. I was tall enough to get attention from women on dating apps, but as soon as they asked what I did, I’d get ghosted. 

Oh, you’re over 6 feet tall? Tell me more.

Oh, you’ve got a big ol’ eggplant in your shorts? Keep going.

Oh. You work the night shift at the Quick N’ Go? Well, see you around. 

Every time. Every damn time. 

The blonde girl pushed buttons at the pump. I couldn’t hear them on the camera, couldn’t even hear them through the door, but I had heard them often enough to know what they sounded like. She took her receipt, and hurried around the car to get back in. Like I said, she had a nice, tight ass. She got in the car, a light blue Subaru Legacy, license plate ABY 112, and drove off. 

I’ll call her Abby. Thanks for coming, Abby. I enjoyed it. Hope your boyfriend enjoys it too. 

***

The following Saturday, she came in again. At first I didn’t think it was her, because she was a brunette and not a blonde. 

But it was the same car: ABY 112. Same routine: hurry out of the car, pump gas, touch herself all over her body, get her receipt, dash off. 

And while it might have been different hair, it was the same outfit. 

“Welcome back, Abby,” I caught myself saying under my breath. I was glad no one else was in the store to hear. 

The overnight shift usually had long stretches of very little traffic. People would come in and out to pump gas all night long, of course, but there were usually a few waves of people who came in: drunk college students up late, drunk townies up really late, and people up early who wanted coffee and a bagel. In between those three shifts, not a whole lot happened except I could clean the store and watch people pump gas. Most were forgettable. Not Abby. 

Abby pumped gas in one of those areas of dead time, two weeks in a row. Which gave me plenty of time to watch her again.

This time it was slightly different, though. I could see her wiggle her hips a bit as she swayed while holding on to the gas pump. She was still playing with her hair, but it wasn’t as frantic this time; she wasn’t twisting her hair as aggressively, and seemed more at ease. She leaned against the car and cocked her hips, giving me a great view of her tight, toned ass. 

I had another frustrating week of what felt like using a dating app by myself; another week, zero matches. Well, I take that back. There was one match, but it felt like a scam right away, as they wanted my credit card number to make a dinner reservation that would blow me away.

I’m sure it would, girly. I’m sure it would. 

But this girl leaning against the car could ask for my credit card and I’d give her my debit card too. 

This time I noticed she was tall for a girl. I liked taller girls. I’m a tall guy and don’t like to stoop. I know a lot of tiny girls want huge boyfriends, but it’s not always fun. I had no idea if this girl was fun, but on an overnight shift at a gas station, there ain’t a whole lot to think about. So I thought about her.

By the time my shift ended and the sun came up, I knew how I’d work up the courage to go talk to her, or at least see if she looked like the girl in my dreams. 

I’d go throw out some trash. To do that, I’d have to walk right past her. 

***

“Daniel, this is Flower.”

“Hi Flower,” I said to the short, slightly thick Latina hanging on Ben’s arm. She had a ton of cleavage, and caught me staring at it. Ben loved girls with some padding on them. I did not. Her shorts left very little to the imagination since I couldn’t see a panty line and she had a pronounced camel toe in front.  

“Dan might come with us to the lake this weekend,” he said to her.

“Oh, fun,” she said, lighting up. “I just got a new paddleboard.” 

“Might,” I said. “Only if I can get someone to cover my shift here.”

“Can’t your boss do it?” Ben asked, paying for his chips and cigarettes. Flower took the cigarettes. 

“I can’t have Arlo cover overnight shifts,” I said. “It happened once. He made it clear there wouldn’t be a second time.”

“But there are other nights you don’t work, right? Is Gary still here?”

“Gary is still here,” I said, stealing a glance at the security monitors to see if the car that drove in was Abby.

It was not. 

“He’s still here, but barely. He doesn’t answer my calls or reply to my texts because he knows the only reason I ever contact him. So unless I see him randomly, he’s not going to pick up an extra shift. I’ll figure it out.” 

“Hopefully you can make it, man,” he said. “Me and Flower, Greg and Allison, Zorro and his girlfriend, and Alex and Emmie.”

Great. Four couples and me. 

“I’ll do what I can,” I said. “Rent doesn’t pay itself.” 

And because it didn’t pay itself, because Gary wouldn’t reply to my texts, and because Arlo wasn’t going to work an overnight for me at his own gas station, I wasn’t able to go to the lake in the end. 

To tease me, the guys sent me photos of the girls in their bathing suits. Zorro’s girlfriend was named Radley apparently, and she was the only one in a one-piece. Flower’s bikini looked two sizes too small. Allison’s was three sizes too small. Emmie’s top looked the right size, but her breasts were ludicrously oversized. There was a time in my life I found voluptuous women desirable, but as I scrolled through the photos of the drinking games that had gone on at the lake that evening and that night, I found myself thinking of a very different body. 

***

It took weeks before Abby came back. I didn’t realize how much it bothered me to not be able to execute my “throw out the trash to meet a girl” plan until I found myself tempted to go through the security footage for the time I wasn’t working, just to see if she had gotten gas then. 

Or was she cheating on the Quick N’ Go with another station? Getting gas closer to work, or home? Were other gas station cashiers getting to see her?

Then I felt creepy. For as much as I was drawn to her, I knew I was mostly drawn to the idea of her, and knew that the real her most likely wasn’t named Abby and probably wouldn’t be too pleased knowing someone who couldn’t get a date was fantasizing about her all week. 

And the next week. 

But there was no mistaking it when she did come back. It was her, 1:21 in the morning, light blue car, license plate ABY 112. I expected to see her swing the same body in black leggings out of the car, sway around to pump gas, and do the same self-touching routine that I found kind of charming. 

I was not prepared for what she was wearing when she came out of the car. 

It was a full-on schoolgirl outfit. Like, short plaid skirt, tied-up little black blouse, knee-high stockings, black heels, and pigtails. 

Pigtails. 

I nearly came in my chair. 

I had imagined this girl wearing all kinds of things over the last few weeks. I swiped and swiped in my apps, both hoping to see she had a profile, but also not wanting to risk swiping yes while knowing she swiped no. I had pictured her wearing lingerie, short skirts, tight dresses, even nothing. 

I imagined her letting me run my hands on her flat tummy, lingering as I worked my way up her chest. I imagined that she liked to have her nipples tugged and pinched. I imagined her in a bikini, on my arm, going to the lake with Ben and Greg and everyone. I imagined her turning heads because she was hot and modest and confident, and Flower was trashy and angry. 

And now I didn’t have to imagine her wearing something sexy. It was right there. She walked around the car, lifted the pump, and started rubbing one leg against the other as she waited. 

Good God, her legs looked great. I could see her ass cheeks peeking below the hem of her skirt on one of the cameras. She looked scorching hot in that outfit, and who cares why she’s out in the middle of the night wearing it? 

She was pumping gas in her tiny little outfit that screamed sex and I was inside, staring at it from behind a counter.

Time to get busy. 

I grabbed the little bag of trash from under the register, tied it off, and got ready to walk out to the dumpster. 

The front doors slid open to let me out, and I instantly watched her jump, hiding behind her car. 

Dammit, I spooked her. 

“It’s OK,” I said, holding up the small bag. “Just taking out the trash.”

Jesus, what an opening line. What a great way to pick someone up. 

Weren’t you taught that? The best places to meet women? Bars, clubs, the grocery store, church, and taking out the trash. In that order. 

I lifted the lid of the dumpster and tossed the bag in, letting the lid slam shut. 

I turned around half-expecting to see her looking nervous at the loud nose again, but instead, she was…gone. 

The pump was still sticking out of the car, but she wasn’t next to it. Was she hiding in her car? Did I make her too nervous? Was she hoping to get away without talking to anyone while wearing her schoolgirl outfit? Was her boyfriend the only one who was supposed to see that? 

As I walked past the pumps, I could see that her trunk was open, so she hadn’t disappeared after all. No, she was behind her car, leaning into her trunk.

Dear God, no she was not leaning into it. She was bent over and reaching into it. For what, I have no idea. But there she was, bent over in a short skirt, showing off even more leg than before. Showing off even more ass than before. Giving me a view of the little pink panties she was wearing. The tiny pink panties that didn’t cover much of her ass, and made me realize that my daydreams of her didn’t do her enough justice. Thin, tight, a lacy pink triangle of cloth that disappeared between her cheeks. I wanted to work my hands up underneath it and cup her cheeks. I wanted to snap her waistband with my teeth. 

I wanted this girl. 

“Um, do you need a hand?” I said as I walked by.

“No,” she called from the trunk. “Almost got it.”

Another great pickup line. Daniel Morris is 0-for-2 on the night. But I slowed my walk so I could watch her finish getting whatever she was getting. Her ass wagged a little. Unlike with Flower, there was mystery with this girl. Some people could show you everything and it wouldn’t tempt you. Some people could show you a little and it would be plenty. 

The sound of the pump shutting off startled us both. She stood up out of the trunk and looked right at me. A lot of red lipstick, a lot of eyeliner, a lot of eye shadow. Her eyes were alive. She tucked a few stray dark brown hairs behind her ears and smiled. She was gorgeous. 

“All set!” she said, and she slammed her trunk, causing a little puff of air to lift her skirt a little. 

In what seemed like one motion, her skirt flew out in all directions as she turned to the pump, she hung the handle back up, dashed to the driver’s side, opened her door, smoothed her skirt beneath her while looking me right in the eye, sat down behind the wheel, blew me a kiss as she shut the door, and sped off, leaving her receipt flapping behind her. 

I watched her turn out of the exit without coming to a stop and wondered if maybe I should go into the security footage.

My God, what a view. I wanted to remember it like that forever. Nothing like that had ever happened at work before. 

Maybe she would be pleased knowing someone who couldn’t get a date was fantasizing about her all week. 

***

I had thought of plenty of cooler things to say over the rest of my shift, and over the next few days.

“Late for school?”

“You just getting out of detention?” 

Those would have been good. Play up the schoolgirl thing. 

“Full service?” I could have said, and then started to wash her windshield. 

No, that would have been stupid. A gas station worker getting his charm out? Can a gas station worker even be charming? If I didn’t smell like gas, I smelled like hot dogs. If I didn’t smell like hot dogs, it was old coffee. Who knows what it was after that, but I probably didn’t notice it. 

So what would I expect would happen if I asked her if she wanted full service? “Oh yes,” she’d say. “And I have a lot more that needs to be serviced.” 

Of course that wouldn’t happen. 

I had taken the obvious hint and stopped swiping on my dating apps. No one in town wanted to date someone like me, and I took a break. But I also didn’t want to wallow in pity, so I wasn’t spending my time watching crazy porn, which is what I did during my last dry spell. 

I had no sexual outlet except my memory bank of previous girlfriends and lovers. Claire, Dana, Crissy. Tattooed Wanda, Tiny Ginger with the huge boobs, Tami with the giant clit. I badly needed some new memories. 

The only recent entry in my memory bank was Abby’s ass, displayed in full view, ready to be grabbed, caressed, licked, and stared at as I ravished her the way I had wanted to since I first saw her a few weeks earlier. I hadn’t exactly charmed her, but at the same time, she was undeniably flirty as she ran off. 

She ran off while I stood there like an idiot. Would she even come back? 

***

She did. The next day, in fact. 

I had started to go through the security footage so I could figure out how to see her in that skirt again, but it looked like the system logged any activity and I didn’t feel like explaining myself to Arlo, so I stopped. 

Which meant I had to keep that memory for as long as I could. 

I kept it for half a shift, then added a better one. 

Around 2 in the morning I had to take out the trash for real. I had just swept the store again, the overnight bread guy had just left after restocking the shelves, and he filled the trash cans beneath the coffee and slushee area with plastic wrap. I had two giant trash bags that weighed nothing, and I took them outside. 

I made it most of the way to the dumpster before I knew my life had changed. 

“Hey,” came a voice to the right of me.

It was Abby. She was in a white tank top, slim, tapered jeans, and sandals. Her toenails were painted red. 

At least I didn’t smell like hot dogs, and the trash I had wasn’t repulsive. 

“Hi there,” I said. “Don’t have school tonight?”

That got a laugh out of her. Maybe I wasn’t a lost cause after all. 

“So, yeah,” she said. “About that.” 

I threw out the trash so I wouldn’t stand there like an idiot. I had done that a lot already. 

“I don’t know what came over me,” she said. “I was feeling adventurous.” 

“Adventures are good,” I said. 

“The safe ones are,” she said. “I’ve made better decisions.”

“Seemed fine from my end,” I said. “But let me guess. Your boyfriend wasn’t OK with it?”

“My boyfriend? What makes you think I have a boyfriend?”

“Because I’m on every dating app out there, and have never seen you on any of them. So I figured you’re taken.” 

“You…might need to change your settings.” 

“Do you not live here?”

“No, I live a few blocks from here. I just mean…here, I can do it for you.”

I handed her my phone. My credit and debit cards stayed in my pocket. She tapped a few times and I caught her smiling at something. 

Then she handed it back. 

There she was. Brandi Kammen. 24, Ithaca. 

“I was expecting your name to be Abby.”

“Why?”

“Your license plate. Forget it. Brandi’s a nice name. That’s a lot of flags on your profile.”

“There’s a lot out there to like.” 

We locked eyes. I swiped. A moment later there was a ding in her pocket. 

“Isn’t it strange that people meet this way?” she said, getting her phone out of her pocket and unlocking it.

“I don’t meet many people this way,” I said. “Anyway, aren’t we talking for real? You don’t seem to need an app. You’re hot.”

“I’m hot?” she said, stopping what she was doing on her phone and looking at me with an eyebrow raised.

“You cannot be serious,” I said. “Of course you’re hot. And I don’t just mean the schoolgirl thing. Although that was nice.” 

“Sometimes I don’t feel hot,” she said. Then my phone dinged. “I don’t get many matches on this thing either.”

“You said ‘many.’ You’re doing better than I am. I don’t get any. Oh, no, that’s not true. There was the scammer who wanted my credit card. She seemed great.”

“I usually get people who only want one thing,” she said, scraping her sandal into the parking lot.

“So what was your adventure tonight?”

“Just…go out in this outfit.”

“That doesn’t sound like an adventure.” 

“That’s usually what they are. Try on new clothes, see how they feel. See how I feel.”

“Isn’t that what dressing rooms are for?”

“It’s…complicated,” she said.

Silence. Some cars drove by. They didn’t need gas. She wiped her hands on her thighs. 

“Well, I think you look great,” I said.

She perked up, blushed, and then curtsied. 

“There was something about the schoolgirl getup, though,” I said. “Can’t quite put my finger on it.” 

She laughed, then snuck a look at her phone. 

“Well listen, Brandi. You ever want a second opinion on some new shorts or a bathing suit, you know where to find me. If you’re ever free, maybe we could grab some coffee sometime.” 

“You here every night?”

“Most of them.”

“How about tomorrow?”

I nodded. 

She got into her car, only this time it was without eye contact, and without blowing me a kiss. Instead, she backed out of her spot, drove right in front of me, and put it park right at my feet. 

She lowered her window and tapped her fingers on the steering wheel. Same color as her toes. 

“I wonder if we can get the awkward part out of the way first,” she said. 

“What do you mean?”

“You know. If we’re going to go out sometime, we’ll be thinking about whether we’re going to have a first kiss or not. And so maybe we should just do that now, and that way it won’t be awkward when we do get together.”

“What, here?” 

“Why not?”

I squatted down next to the car and looked at her. She played with her hair a little bit and then she rubbed along her forearm. 

Her nervous sign? I remembered it from that first night. 

“That sounds nice, Brandi,” I said. 

She turned her head and leaned forward, and our lips met. 

It had been a while. It had been a long time, in fact. I closed my eyes, reflex more than anything, and took in the smell of her, of her car, of everything. Her lips were soft, inviting, and yet timid. It was a romantic kiss with no romance. But it promised something more. 

I pulled away after a few seconds, and looked at her. 

Her eyes stayed closed longer than mine. 

“That was nice, Daniel,” she said as she slowly opened them back up. 

She put the car in gear and said “maybe I’ll see you tomorrow” as she drove off. 

***

It was 5:45 in the morning, mere hours since she stopped by to match with me on the app. I had looked at her profile dozens of times since then, and been over each of her photos, trying to pick a favorite.

While loads of girls had dating profile photos taken in different locations, Brandi’s were all in her apartment. So by the time she started sending me new photos, I had seen the view of her bed already, seen the plant already, and seen the pinup girl poster over her bed, both the right way and reversed. 

Her photos were all selfie mirror shots. 

One in the workout getup I had already seen. One in her jeans. One in a black cocktail dress and dangly, hoop earrings. One in a little workout romper that showed her ass, and one in a denim miniskirt and a tribal-looking t-shirt. 

But then there was the one that gave it away. 

Suddenly I knew why she had flags on her profile, why she treated a night out in a new outfit as an adventure. I knew why she had a dating profile set up with no photos of her out in the world. The photo was of her in a bikini. 

Her hair was long and brown. The triangle top was hot pink, and the string bikini rode high on her hips. 

Her eyebrows were raised, her mouth was open in an exaggerated “O” shape, and she was covering her mouth with one hand in mock embarrassment, as if she had just said “oopsie!” 

Her other hand was pointing to her crotch.

Where there was an unmistakable bulge in her bikini. 

I was in trouble. 

She was trans. 

She was hot, and she was trans.

I had never kissed a trans girl before, and I had liked it.

What did that mean? It could have meant nothing, or it could have meant everything. 

Was this relationship over before it had even started? 

I had a lot of thinking time after I discovered that photo. I remembered some crime show rerun when I was a kid, something about a guy who went on vacation to let the heat die down after he killed a guy, and while he was there he fell in love with a girl at the same hotel. They had fun, she was playful, flirty, and by the end she had given him a blowjob, though it wasn’t shown onscreen. 

The big reveal, of course, was that the girl was the dead guy’s brother, there to get revenge for the killing. And when the main character found out that it was a guy who sucked his dick, he ran offscreen and threw up in the bathroom. 

I don’t know why I remembered that, but that’s not how I felt at all. There was no nausea. There was no feeling of “Oh my God!” The show kind of made the whole thing into a shocking joke. 

This was not a shocking joke. 

This was a person. I wasn’t repulsed by it. By her. 

Brandi was a nice kisser. It was…nice. It really was. I couldn’t go back after the fact and label the kiss something else; it was a good first kiss. It was soft, it was meaningful, it was welcoming. She made it happen, too, so there was no pressure on me at all. It was her adventure, her terms. 

And to be fair, while she didn’t exactly say “by the way, I’m trans” in the parking lot, she matched with me. And I did see the flags. I mean, it’s Ithaca. This isn’t exactly shocking. 

On the other hand…now what? We were matched. Do I change my mind? Could I do that without being a horrible person?

I daydreamed about this girl for weeks. I stared at her. I looked forward to her visits. I looked up her skirt and got turned on by her little pink panties. 

Did it matter what was in her little pink panties? 

She had the kind of body I liked, too. Slender, tall, athletic. She had a tiny bit of cleavage in the bikini photo, but not a ton. Which was fine. It’s not like I found Flower or Radley or the rest of them appealing.

No, the body I liked just happened to be on a trans girl. 

And it’s not like I had much luck with anyone the last few months. Actually, since none of my relationships lasted long, did I ever have luck? Would I even want luck involved at all? 

I was busy with the beginning of the coffee-and-bagel crowd for the last 15 minutes of my shift, which at least got me out of my own head until Nancy and Raul showed up for the start of the day shift. 

I went home hiding a semi-erection in my pants and I didn’t know where it came from. 

***

My usual routine was to work from 10 until 6, go home, eat whatever food I had around, wait until the kids in the neighborhood got on the bus around 8, and then sleep until 2 or 3 in the afternoon. If I was really tired, sometimes I’d sleep until 4. Then I’d get up, work out, take a shower, make coffee, have dinner, and have a few hours to myself before work. 

It was a completely bizarre schedule that always made people laugh. 

You set your alarm for 3 pm?

You make coffee before dinner?

You eat dinner after you wake up but don’t eat breakfast in the morning? 

Well, yes. I have to. My days are all backwards. 

What I didn’t do was talk to people. Who would I talk to? No one in my building was awake yet, and if they were, they were getting their kids ready for school. None of my friends were up when I’d get home from work, and the few who were awake were busy starting their workdays, not ending them. My brother Jacob was in California and was still asleep. I usually had no girlfriend. I usually had no plans. 

And so when I got home the morning after my encounter with Brandi, it was very unusual for my phone to ding while I waited for the bus to arrive so I could go to bed. 

Somehow I knew it was her. Somehow I knew she had messaged me. 

I reheated some pasta and listened to the kids outside my open window. 

Are you off work? she had written. 

I stared at my app for a little while, trying to think of what to do. It wasn’t fair to ignore her, it wasn’t fair to change my mind. And yet, I did not know what I wanted.

I wanted a hot girl who was into me. Someone thin, funny, who didn’t care that the economy was so fucked that someone like me would work at a gas station. 

Isn’t that what I had? Or was about to have? 

In three of her profile pictures, she was a blonde. In the rest, she was a brunette, though one of them looked like it might have been black hair. 

She was a brunette in the “oopsie” bikini photo. 

I swiped to it again and stared. 

It was cute, I’ll give her that. She looked a lot like the pinup girl in the poster that hung over her bed. It was a playful face. It was sexy and charming. Her little bulge was just that: little. Also cute.

Tami was three or four hookups ago, and she had a pretty big clit. It didn’t bother me then. In fact, it was fun. She was pretty easy to get off, and it’s not like a huge clit was a turnoff. 

Did I already think about Brandi as having a huge clit, rather than a little dick?

At least, it looked little in the photo. 

And I kind of wanted to see it. 

Just got home, I wrote back. 

This was happening. This was really happening. 

Getting ready for work, was her reply. Then she sent a photo. She was still a brunette, and wearing a blue and white striped sundress. It’s a sundress day! 

Where do you work? I wrote.

The Montessori School, she wrote back. I have to leave in a minute. Just wanted to say good morning! Or good night. Not sure which. 

Either is fine, I wrote. When do you get off?

You tell me, she wrote back almost immediately. 

I stared at my phone and tried to process it. She was quick. 

Too soon? she wrote when I didn’t reply right away.

No, I wrote. Just tired. Your “A” material is going to be wasted on me. 

But that wasn’t totally true. I was pretty amped up, my mind was racing, and I wasn’t sure how I was going to be able to sleep. 

Well rest up, she said. I need your opinion on what to wear tonight when you come over. 

She was horny.

I was horny.

There shouldn’t be a problem. 

\***

“I’m so glad I can finally be myself,” she said, sitting on my couch. She shook her hair down with four or five head tosses and threw her hair tie to the side. “It’s so good to get out of the heat.” 

Brandi leaned back on the sofa and started tugging on the front of her tank top, revealing more cleavage. She crossed and uncrossed her legs, as if she couldn’t decide which leg should be on top of the other.

“How was work?” I said. 

“Awful,” she pouted. “Perfectly awful.” She hiked her skirt up over her hips and revealed that she was wearing white cotton panties, with a throbbing, full crotch. 

“Are you afraid of me?” she asked, rubbing herself. 

“Not at all,” I said. “A little curious, but not afraid.”

“Curious is good,” she purred. “I’m curious about a lot of things. Did you know I can cum without touching anything?”

“I…did not.” 

“Sometimes I cum two or three times before I get home from work. My panties get so full. It’s simply awful.” 

I watched as she tugged her panties to the side and a cock sprang out that must have been a foot long. I was well-endowed, but Brandi’s cock put mine to shame. 

“Are you intimidated by this, Daniel?”

“Not at all.”

But of course I was. It was mesmerizing. It had a huge, swollen pink head, it was already glistening in the light of the room, and it was visibly pulsing.

“All we need to do is make eye contact and I can cum. And I really, really want to cum,” she said, sitting forward. “Will you help me cum?” she whined.

“Sure,” I said. I wanted to know how this turned out. 

She sat forward and we stared at one another, and I could tell that she was breathing heavier. She had her hands on her thighs and she was gyrating her hips in circles as she sat on the couch, and I looked down to see her cock at full attention.

“Up here,” she said between breaths. “It only works if you look at me.”

But something told me to look between her legs. Something told me I needed to do that. 

“Daniel, please,” she whined, “look at me, the me up here, or I can’t do it,” and yet I simply could not take my eyes off of her stiff cock. I reached out with my hand.

“No touching,” she breathed, “it has to be like this.”

But I reached out anyway and tried to grab it. It stood up straight in front of me, throbbing, pulsing. It was hypnotic. I wanted to touch it, to feel its warmth. I wanted to watch Brandi squirm as I got her off.

I sat forward and when I went to wrap my hand around the shaft, nothing was there.

***

I woke up just before 4 o’clock to the sounds of a schoolbus braking in front of my place. I had slept the whole day. I had a dream about Brandi’s throbbing cock, and I had one of my own down under the sheets. 

I rubbed sleep out of my eyes and checked my phone. Not only did it say I missed my alarm, but I had five notifications.

One was a text from my brother asking when our cousin’s birthday was. 

Man, I don’t know.

One was from a dating app where a trans girl had messaged me. Her name was Clarissa Hunt. Brandi must have set it so that my dating preferences included trans girls. This new girl, Clarissa, was smoking hot and had nothing but photos of her in anime cosplay outfits. She had no bulge showing in any of her photos.

Why did my eyes go directly to her crotch? 

The other three notifications were from Brandi, in the same dating app. 

Photo one was of her pouting in a bathroom mirror at work. I’m bored, it read.

Photo two was of her a few hours later, lifting her sundress up so I could see her small purple thong and very visible bulge. I have more just like this, it read. 

Photo three was out of this world. It was of her in that same bathroom, lifting the hem of her dress, and she was doing the “oopsie” thing with her face and hand, and it was very apparent from the photo that there was a little wet spot in the front of her panties. 

Wakey wakey, the caption with the photo read. 

It was from 15 minutes earlier.  

She had gone a full day at work, getting hornier and hornier, and I slept through all of it. 

Morning, Sunshine, I wrote. 

Was that charming? I had no idea. 

Was I trying to be charming? I had no idea about that, too. 

The erection in my underwear told me otherwise. My body knew what it wanted. I had just gotten done dreaming about what Brandi was packing. In my dream, she was way bigger than Tami. Tami had a huge clit. And honestly, it was a little bit fun; she loved having it tugged, so in a way, I had already kind of jerked a girl off. It wasn’t like a cock, but it had been in my mouth. 

And I will say that, out of all the girls I had been with, Tami was the easiest to make cum, and it wasn’t even close. Sometimes you couldn’t even tell if the girl was enjoying herself. 

Not so with Tami. 

She was proud of what she had between her legs. She got herself off once by mounting the arm of the couch where I was sitting, and she ground into it until she came. 

She was overjoyed when she found out I could roll my tongue into a little tunnel, because she made me do it and hold my head still, then she fucked my tongue tunnel with her huge clit. 

I kind of missed Tami. She moved to Oregon after school. 

I made my afternoon coffee to get my mind off of Tami and of my dream of Brandi, and instead I thought about what Brandi had sent me. 

She was horny. I was beyond horny, borderline desperate. She was already comfortable sending me intimate photos and being flirtatious. Or was that even flirtatious? Isn’t flirting supposed to be subtle? What was subtle about a photo of a girl cock in purple panties? 

As I drank my coffee and tried not to think about going back to the gas station, I sent another message to her. I think I had a dream about you, it read. 

I didn’t really want to tell her about the dream. I didn’t want to tell her how hard I was when I woke up, or how many of my thoughts were taken over by her.  

Oh, that’s sweet, came the reply a few minutes later. Getting ready to go to my other job.

Wait. What?

You have another job? I wrote. I had half-expected to get together with her, or have her try to arrange something. But now whatever was going to happen would be hours away. Or was she not kidding when she said she’d stop by the gas station with a new outfit? Is that even what she said? 

Were you expecting a date? Lol, she had written. 

Well, yeah. Kind of. I mean, you don’t send a picture of your dripping cock to a strange man unless you want something to happen. 

You’ve got competition, I wrote. I got a message from someone named Clarissa Hunt since you changed my app settings.

That bitch, came the reply. She doesn’t want you. She wants you to bring two friends. 

In that case, I wrote, be back in a bit. I’ve got some phone calls to make…

Silence. 

Did my joke land? Was this even flirty? I was out of practice, sure, but I could still be fun, right? I was under the impression she wanted fun. 

But the lack of a response was hard to interpret. How do you interpret silence? You don’t. You assume something’s wrong.

I also couldn’t immediately apologize, as that would be desperate. 

So now what?

Luckily I didn’t have to figure it out. 

Don’t you dare, she finally wrote. I just wrote Clarissa and told her to keep her hands off you.

Doesn’t that suggest that someone’s hands are on me? 

More silence. I hoped that was working. There was something about this girl before I knew who she was. There was something about her after I knew who she was, too. In just one night I was ready to rethink, well, everything. 

I was ready for anything, too.

Well, almost everything. She sent me two photos in response. Both of her in her apartment, and she was wearing a white dress shirt, tight black pants, and a black bowtie. She had her pants lowered in both photos. In one, she was showing me the front of her hot pink thong. 

In the second, she was bent over, showing me her ass. I could see her little girl balls peeking out of her thong as she was bent over. 

I had never had anyone do this before, and it was wild. Exhilarating. 

I work at the Dresden Club tonight, she wrote. 6-9. Meet me around 9:30. Then she sent me her location. Her apartment was four blocks from me. 

I have to be at work at ten, I wrote. 

Then there’s no time for talk, she wrote. 

Then she sent me a bikini emoji, an eggplant emoji, and a kiss emoji. 

Then I had a few agonizing hours to myself. 

***

I had gotten good at wasting hours. Some nights at the gas station when I had to kill time, I could live in my head. I would relive things from my past, sure. I would think about girls, or I would try and figure out how to get a better job. I’d come up with towns I could live in, or ways I could make money that didn’t involve working. 

So it was easy for me to kill the next few hours. 

I could guess what she would be wearing. I pictured her answering her door in just the pink thong from her photos.

I pictured her in that schoolgirl outfit, ready for whatever detention I had planned. 

Then I planned a detention, in case I needed it. 

I thought about Tami again, and about caressing what was between someone’s legs. 

I thought about how I ended up where I was, pacing around my apartment, waiting for my booty call with a trans girl. 

About how I hadn’t had any luck with girls for what felt like years, but finally did, only it wasn’t with the kind of girl I had dreamt of. 

And then I had dreamt about her. All of her. Especially what she kept hidden in those little panties of hers all day, except I woke up before I could dream about what I’d do to it. 

What would I do to it? 

Why was I turned on by it? Because she wanted me? 

Well, who else in this town wanted me? 

Nobody. 

Brandi did. 

Well, Brandi could have me. 

And at 9:15, I started my four block walk to her apartment, jangling the gas station key ring in my pocket the whole time. It felt strange to be in my neighborhood, but on unfamiliar streets. It felt strange to leave for work but not go to work. 

Instead, I found myself standing in front of a narrow white house with three cars in the driveway, one of them a light blue one with familiar plates. 

There was a door on the front porch labeled “A,” and she said that the staircase to “B” was in the back. I went to the back door and looked up at the windows. One of those windows was her bedroom that I had seen from photos. 

She was up there, waiting. 

Had she changed? How much of my daydream about tonight would be true?

Only one way to find out. 

I walked up the stairs, and when I got to the landing I found a weathered door that was painted red. “B” was on the door. Could be Apartment B, could be Brandi. 

B also could have stood for “bra,” as that was all she was wearing when she answered her door. The same pink sports bra from the first few times she was at the gas station. And nothing below the waist but a small, soft, hairless little cock. 

Before I knew what was happening, her lips were on mine and she pulled me into her apartment. 

Our mouths were all over each other, her hands were around my neck, and I had a handful of her hair as we smashed our faces into one another. 

I slid my hands down onto her waist, where I held her, knowing what was down there, and what I was close to. 

Soon the kiss wasn’t as aggressive, and it was slow. Sensual. She stuck her tongue into my mouth. 

“Wait, wait,” I said. “Isn’t this sudden?”

“Isn’t sudden good?” she said, dragging her finger along my bottom lip.

“I…think so?” I said. “I’ve just never moved this fast before.”

She looked up at me with a mixture of sadness and want. “I’m sorry,” she said, “I just–”

“No, it’s fine,” I said, steadying myself against her now closed doorway with one hand. I wanted to take in her whole body, to see what I had been kissing. I wanted to see what I had been dreaming about and thinking about and seeing how dream and reality compared. 

“I’ve never had someone find me hot without knowing who I was before,” she said. And she leaned in for a tentative kiss. 

I made the kiss less tentative. 

I opened my eyes and could see that we were in a living room that was small, intimate, with a white couch and red LED lights strung up along the perimeter of the wall. The kitchen was off to the left, and to the right was a small hallway. I could just make out the pinup girl poster above her bed. I knew what that room looked like from her photos, and I started walking us down the hall to the bedroom. 

By the time we crossed into her bedroom, she was working my belt buckle off and my pants dropped to my feet, jangling as the key ring hit the floor. I kicked my way out of my shoes and stood there as she worked my shirt over my head. 

We looked deeply into each other’s eyes and I tried getting out of my socks without touching them. 

“That was a great second kiss,” she said. 

“Let’s have a third,” I said, pushing her towards the bed. She stopped us halfway and dropped to her knees once we got to the area rug that her bed sat on. She ran her hands up my boxer briefs and her fingers poked out above the waist, then she looked up at me and slowly dragged them down my legs. 

“Jesus,” she whispered as my cock sprang up. She grabbed it with both hands and brought it to her lips. 

I looked down at her and watched as she spread her legs, revealing her still soft little dick. It was larger than Tami’s clit, but not as large as what I saw in my dream. 

She ran her tongue along my shaft and flicked her tongue on my head, squeezing the base as she worked. I could feel my heartbeat in my entire body. 

And her own little dick was bouncing in time with each bob of her head, as she worked as much of me into her mouth as she could. She was getting me nice and wet, stopping her work to give me a few strokes with her hands.

“My God,” I moaned as she tightened her grip on me. “I am not going to last long if you keep doing that.”

“Oh no?” she said with a smile on her lips. “We do have to hurry.”

“Not that fast,” I breathed, not sure how much time had passed but hoping we had a while. 

She stroked me as she stood up. “Then you’d better fuck me,” she said, and she turned around, bending over and bracing herself on her bed. 

I followed the spine of her back from the sports bra, to the top of the crack of her ass, down the whole crack, and I could once again see her balls from behind as she wagged herself in front of me. 

There was a bottle of lube on her night table.

I decided it could wait, and it was my turn to drop to my knees on the carpet.

I parted her ass cheeks and revealed her perfect little butthole, hairless and clean and begging to be worked over. I felt her shudder as I dragged my wet tongue over it, and I felt her push back against my face.

“Oh God,” she panted as I began slowly working my tongue in circles around the edge. “Oh God, don’t stop.”

I felt her arching her back more, raising herself up on her tiptoes as I licked her more and more forcefully, never increasing my speed. I grabbed her hips and buried my face back there, lost in how her little yelps of pleasure were making my cock bounce. 

“You need to fuck me now,” she breathed, and pulled my head away from her. I reached for the pump bottle of lube, gave myself three pumps, worked it all over my head and shaft until I was slick, and pushed the head of my cock right up against her opening.

“Gently,” she whispered as my head pressed against her. I heard her gasp as the tip of the head went in, and she tensed up. I felt her relax as my whole head went inside of her, and by the time half of my shaft was buried inside her, she was whimpering. I grabbed her by the hips, and started gently retreating. 

She was tight. This was tighter than her grip when she was stroking me. I knew I was big, and I didn’t want to hurt her, and so I only went halfway in before backing out again.

She put an end to that after two or three half-strokes by ramming herself all the way back, making me completely disappear inside of her. 

It was a sudden, violent stroke that almost made me explode. 

It made her howl, and she began to shake. 

I couldn’t see her face, but it felt like she was gone. She was in another world, holding up one hand as she shook, shuddered, and shivered beneath me. I kept myself firmly pressed inside her, and ran my hands all over her naked lower back. 

There was a second wave for her, and she had both hands tightly grabbing her sheets as she rode it out, gasping as I felt her clench and unclench herself around me. 

After a moment, she raised herself off the bed, turned her torso toward me, and without me slipping outside of her we were able to kiss as I slowly fucked her from behind. 

She was whimpering into my mouth as I moved, and I felt her relax. I felt her start to give in. After a few minutes, I had to hold her up as she was going limp in my arms. 

I turned her so she faced the mirror that was at the end of her bed, the mirror that she took selfies in from her photos. I could see her cock, still not hard, between her legs, pulsing with each of my thrusts. Even from ten feet away I could see the thick drop of clear fluid starting to drip out of her and make its way to the floor. 

Then another. 

Her eyes were closed as she dripped, and I felt one of the drips hit me on the inner thigh as she was leaking everywhere. 

“I’m going to cum,” she panted. “I’m going to cum all over.”

I grabbed her by the hips, flung her to the bed, and stood over her, looking down at the mess she was starting to make between her legs. I grabbed her by the waist and started pumping her harder and harder, feeling the bed start to move across the floor. 

“Oh God,” she breathed, reaching for something to steady herself and finding nothing.

The bed moved a foot from the wall. 

“Oh don’t stop,” she gasped, and I felt myself start to tingle; I was getting close. 

I had never been with someone who got off just from sex. I had never been with a girl who would cum just from me pounding her. 

I had never been with a girl like Brandi. 

And as I squeezed her waist harder, and as I felt the bed move another foot across the floor, she raised her back off the bed and she let out an “aaaaaiiiieeeeee” sound that made me feel like a God, because it happened as her soft little dick started letting out streams of thick cum, all over. She sprayed herself, and it went everywhere: on her belly, on her chest, on her bed, on my belly. 

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she gasped in time with each spurt. Soon, nothing more came out of her. 

Just as her orgasm started to slow down, I felt myself lose it, and my own climax started to build. I grunted and felt myself start to unload inside her. She felt it instantly, and grabbed my hips, holding me tight inside her.

Pulse after pulse, I couldn’t remember a longer orgasm in my life. I wanted them to all be like this. 

Soon it felt like I had filled her and emptied myself, like my last few spasms didn’t shoot anything. 

My arms started to shake as I held myself up above her, and I needed to come down. I slid out of her with a wet flop, then collapsed on my back next to her. 

I was sweaty. She was sweaty. 

Our breathing was heavy, in tandem, and then it started to slow. 

Soon we were in time with one another, and closer to catching our breath. 

“I…kind of need to do that again,” she whispered.

“I do too,” I said. That was ten times hotter than doing it with Tami. 

“What’s stopping us?” she said, leaning over me and playing with my chest hair, and then she played with the few drops of her cum that had landed on me. 

“It’s ten o’clock,” I said. “I need to be at work in about 5 seconds, and Gary will be texting or calling any minute so he can go home.”

On cue, my phone buzzed from somewhere in the room. Where were my pants, anyway?

“Ignore it,” she said, and she kissed me, running her hand slowly down my abdomen as she did it. She got to my spent cock and played with it for a few seconds. “How long until you can go again?”

“Ten minutes,” I said. “That took a lot out of me.”

“I know,” she giggled. “I can feel it inside of me.”

She climbed on top of me and sat up. 

“I’ve never cum like that before,” she said. “I think you can be ten minutes late to see what happens if we try again.”

My phone buzzed twice in a row. 

That had to be Gary, and he could cover for me for a few minutes.

I had more important things to do. 
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Excerpt from “My Kind of Party”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No!” I said, reaching for her phone.

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

“Fine,” I said. “It’s a secret.” 

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

I nodded. 

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

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

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

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

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

“LBD?” 

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

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

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

That was a lie. I knew why. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I can’t call you Brad,” she said.

“No,” I said. 

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

Without thinking, I said “Lily.” 

“Lily,” she said. “I like it.”

But I didn’t. 

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

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

And Lily was very, very cruel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hard. 

“Spill it,” she said.

“Um, spill what?” I asked.

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

Want to know what happens next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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