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Friday

For the fourth time that shift, Nathan caught himself falling asleep at the register. The night was young, and the last rays of sunset weren’t quite gone from the campus of Roberts University, but he’d had a grueling Physics test earlier that day, and had been up much too late studying for it. Because of that, his job at the campus store was quite a bit more difficult than usual.

Nobody was even shopping. Aside from the rush at the beginning of the semester to get books, and around the holidays when desperate students ran to get last-minute Christmas gifts for their families, there was little demand out there for a $40 hoodie or a mug that was too small to hold a decent amount of coffee. So, usually, Nathan got to take it easy - trying to stay awake, restocking merchandise, greeting the occasional customer. A meticulous person by nature, he was always very careful about the organization of the store’s displays. The T-shirts all had to be stacked in a neat column, as did the sweatshirts, and the pennants needed to be laid out in an appealing fan shape. It was strangely enjoyable to look back at his handiwork and reflect that, if he were to see such a well-organized store, he’d be sure to buy something. Not that the money was going to him, of course.

But tonight, he had finished his organizing, and it was as dead as it had ever been. Barely anyone had even walked past the door. It was a Friday night, and most students were partying, having fun, and relaxing with friends. Nathan was surprised when he found himself wanting customers to stop by, just to give him something to do. Only an hour and fifteen minutes until close…

Suddenly, he heard the crunch of footsteps and loud laughter. Peering out into the gloom, he cursed himself for his thoughtlessness. Careful what you wish for, went the old saying. If only he had listened. For a moment, he prayed that the group would walk past the doors, heading somewhere else, but that bore no fruit either; they were making directly for the store.

The group of people invading Nathan’s silent, orderly haven was the Roberts University boys’ lacrosse team. They were loud and annoying, and one of them, Ryan Schwartz, had discovered Nathan’s quiet, withdrawn nature and delighted in making him uncomfortable. And this time was no different. After kicking the door open, he headed over to the register while the rest of the lacrosse boys began rummaging through the displays, ruining Nathan’s meticulous efforts. “‘Sup, Nathan?” he boomed.

“...Nothing much,” said Nathan. “I want to go to bed, is what’s up. I’m tired.” He tried to adopt a natural, easy tone; sometimes that made Ryan go away faster.

“Tired? Bed? It’s not even ten o’clock! You have to work for, what, another hour? How about after that, we go to a frat party and hook up with some bitches?” Ryan laughed uproariously, and his gang of friends joined in.

Nathan’s cheeks burned. He had nothing to say to that. He tried to think of some kind of banter, some witty comment to make Ryan get bored and go away, but nothing came to mind. His brain seemed to be squeezed dry. Finally, he got out a weak “...Um, I don’t think so…”

That wasn’t going to work. Ryan’s friends laughed again, and Ryan reached over and clapped Nathan on the shoulder as Nathan fought the urge to recoil. “Listen, my man, you have to get some banter skills! We should take you out and get some drinks in you sometime.”

“...I’m good,” said Nathan. He wanted to sink into the floor. This was so horribly embarrassing. What had he ever done to deserve Ryan’s abuse? Ryan’s friends filed over to the cash register. Despite the fact that they had ransacked the entire store, they had all found ridiculously small items to buy, from pencil sharpeners to little stickers. But everyone paid in even smaller change. It was humiliating to know that they were doing this just to mess with him, and yet there was nothing he could do about it without potentially getting in trouble with the manager.

“Hey, though,” said Ryan, bringing up the rear with the purchase of a small piece of chocolate, for which he paid in literal pennies, “I have a gift for you. You’re my good friend, right? What are friends for?” He slapped a bag of peanut butter cups on the counter.

Even though Nathan despised the gift-giver, he drew in a sharp breath. Peanut butter cups were his favorites. “Th-thanks, Ryan,” he said, weakly.

“No problem, buddy!” said Ryan. “And whenever you wanna catch some tail, come find me!” He and all his friends had one more good laugh before leaving the store at last. Nathan looked at the mixed-up displays and sighed. At least there would be some work to do before close. And, after that, he could have some chocolate. Maybe Ryan wasn’t such a terrible person after all.

* * *

Later, back in his dorm room, Nathan slumped onto his bed and sighed. His back hurt, as it usually did after standing for so long, and he wanted nothing more than to peel his clothes off and go to sleep...but there were the peanut butter cups. It was good to have something sweet before bed. As he’d been walking back from work, the thought had occurred to him that Ryan might have been playing a prank. Maybe the chocolates were filled with hot sauce or garlic or something? So he was very careful as he opened the bag. It had a zip top, so it was impossible to know whether it had been opened before, but the peanut butter cups themselves were totally innocuous-looking. The wrappers fit tightly to them, and the smooth tops betrayed no hint of sabotage. Maybe Ryan had just given them to him because he knew that that would make Nathan sweat as he tried to think of what to say in return - and, well, it definitely had.

In that case, though, the candy itself would be innocent. He poured the bag out onto his desk and counted exactly fifteen peanut butter cups. And there were - he checked the nutrition facts - thirty-five calories per piece. A hundred calories was a reasonable amount for a snack, so he would eat three per night, and they would last him exactly five days. It was always best to have a plan, even when eating candy.

Just one last check, though...Nathan breathed in the scent of the chocolate, trying to detect the aroma of vinegar and cayenne peppers, but it all seemed completely normal. Hesitantly, he unwrapped one of the cups and took a bite. There was nothing at all unusual about the flavor, and quickly he devoured it and two more. He had been wrong to be so suspicious. Oh well.

After Nathan finished his snack, he put the peanut butter cups away, brushed his teeth, and fell into bed. Lying awake for a moment, he thought about Ryan and his own introversion. It wasn’t like being reserved was bad...but it did stop him from being able to deal with Ryan’s unwanted jokes. He wished that there were some way that they would stop teasing him, some way that he could handle people better. Oh well. Then, almost before he realized what was happening, his usual insomnia melted away in the face of his physical and mental exhaustion, and he felt himself drifting off to sleep.


Saturday

The sunlight filtering in through the window fell onto Nathan’s face, rousing him at - he checked his alarm, which was turned off - nine thirty. A little early for the weekend, maybe, but...well, not that early. It was too bright to go back to sleep, unless he rolled down the blinds, and that seemed like a pretty lazy thing to do. His roommate, Derek, was still asleep, snoring softly with his pillow over his head. Classic. Derek never got out of bed before eleven, even on weekdays, and he frequently took afternoon naps as well. The man was half cat. Reluctantly, Nathan rolled out of bed, got into his workout clothes, and went for a run.

His route, about two and a half miles out of campus and around the neighborhood, seemed longer than usual. His stomach was growling, almost screaming to be filled. He’d noticed it in his room, but exercise had a way of making bodily needs much more urgent, and now he felt his legs wobbling and wondered if he would be able to complete the route. Usually, it wasn’t a problem at all, but it felt like there was an angry beast inside his belly, screaming to be sated. He gritted his teeth and hurried, trying to make it back faster.

At last, Nathan burst, gasping, into his dorm room. He wanted to run to the cafeteria, but he needed to shower first, so he hurried to the bathroom and sped through his shower routine. Then, still damp, he pulled his clothes on and dashed off to breakfast.

He was halfway through his usual meal of pancakes with peanut butter, a banana, and a hard-boiled egg when he noticed someone sitting down across from him. Briefly, and with some effort, he tore his attention away from his breakfast for long enough to see who it was.

The girl who had joined him at the breakfast table was Erica, probably the best friend he’d ever had. She was an art student, spontaneous and extroverted; he was, well, neither of those things. But the fact that she dragged him to social events had helped him to come out of his shell, if only a little, and his meticulous planning and scheduling kept her more on top of things than she otherwise would have been. They went together well, like chocolate and peanut butter. “How are things, Nathan?”

“Unh,” Nathan grunted, swallowing the pancake that he’d just devoured whole. “Pretty good. Just went for a run.”

“A run?” Erica made a face. She never worked out before lunch, as a rule, because her mornings were usually spent watching stupid teen dramas and coming to terms with the fact that she had to get up and go about her day. Usually, she wasn’t even awake before noon. “Well, I’m glad you enjoy that.”

“I do,” said Nathan. “But today, I was, like...super hungry for some reason. Like...ravenous. That’s a word. So I ended up with a slower time, and now I’m here.”

“That’s weird,” she said. “You were at dinner last night.”

“Yeah,” he said. He had stopped by to have dinner with her and the rest of their friends before going to work. “It’s kinda bizarre. But I feel better now.”

“Well, that’s good,” said Erica. Suddenly, her eyes lit up as she stared over Nathan’s shoulder. “Oooh, don’t look now, but...there’s that dark-haired boy again.” Many people got confused over her and Nathan’s relationship. They were just friends, but the assumption often was that they were dating. There wasn’t much that could have been further from the truth, though; Erica often pointed out the guys she was eyeing to Nathan, who, outwardly, reacted more or less indifferently. Inside, things weren’t quite so simple. He felt a twinge of something whenever she saw a man she liked, but it wasn’t jealousy, exactly; he didn’t know how to describe it. At times, he wondered whether he had a crush on her, but if he did, it wasn’t that strong, and whenever he’d considered making some kind of move, it had always just felt...wrong. She was pretty, with long dark hair and brown eyes that shone when she laughed, and next to her, he was less than unnoticeable; his hair, a dirty blonde, was shaggy and unruly, and besides that there was nothing whatsoever distinctive about his appearance. Maybe that was what it was, that she was so far out of his league that he’d just never worked through his feelings about her.

Well, he wasn’t going to figure them out sitting at the breakfast table. “You point that guy out every time you see him,” he said, “but you never go up to him. What’s stopping you?”

“Well, it’s like,” she smiled, “if I actually made a move, he’d probably turn out to be just some college idiot. But if I don’t...well, I can imagine him to be any way I want.”

“Interesting,” said Nathan. “If you ever change your mind, I see him sometimes around the chem labs. I think he’s one of those pre-med types.”

“Pre-med?” Erica frowned. “Gross. He’d never have time to go on a date even if I did ask him out. Anyway, how was work yesterday?”

“Well…” Nathan hesitated, wondering how much to tell Erica. She’d heard his Ryan stories many, many times. But then, what were friends for? “It was okay. Ryan and his friends came in again towards the end of the shift, so I had to clean up after that.”

“Oh, no,” said Erica. “Were they there long?”

“No, not really,” said Nathan. “And he gave me a bag of peanut butter cups. I don’t know why.”

“They weren’t filled with sauerkraut or anything? I wouldn’t eat those.”

He shrugged. “They seemed fine. I don’t know. I had a few, and they tasted normal.”

“That’s, like...something that a nice person would do, though,” said Erica. “And this is Ryan we’re talking about. So what’s up?”

“Maybe he just wanted to apologize or something. I don’t know.” Nathan felt a strange, inexplicable urge to drop the subject.

“Yeah, that’s weird,” she said, getting up. “Hey, I have to go to the mall today, so unless you want to come, there’s a party later in Patrick’s dorm room. We should meet up there.”

“Um…” said Nathan. The mall had always held a kind of attraction for him, but going and shopping were two different things. He’d always been utterly indifferent to whatever his parents or siblings found for him, and had usually settled on the first thing he tried on. But wandering between stores, looking in at the displays, he’d felt like there was something he was missing about it. It had always seemed to represent an opportunity, but an opportunity to do what?

On the other hand, watching other people shop had always been exhausting and incredibly boring for him, so there was no chance he’d be going with Erica to do that. As for the party...it wasn’t as if he ever really enjoyed parties. They were okay, but only if there weren’t too many people and the music wasn’t too loud. Patrick, the host, came from a restrictive family, so his events were usually soju-soaked bashes with people packed practically wall to wall. It was hardly the best way Nathan could think of to spend a Saturday night. But then, it wasn’t as if he was going to get out and do things any other way. “Sure, I guess I’ll go to the party. When’s it gonna start?”

Erica shrugged. “Ten? I don’t know. Well, see you there.”

“See you,” he said, waving. He watched her leave, and then got up and put his dishes away. It was probably time to get started on his homework.

* * *

A few hours later, and after leaving again to get lunch, Nathan was sitting on his bed amidst a pile of books and papers, brain throbbing. He’d wanted to get all of his homework for the weekend done in one sitting, since his roommate usually disappeared for much of the early afternoon, but that wasn’t going to happen. He sighed. The thought of having to do homework on Sunday too made him a little sad, but, well, it wasn’t as if there was a lot else going on.

At least he had video games to play. Nathan headed over to the computer and sat down in his desk chair. As he went to boot it up, he noticed his reflection in the darkened monitor. He didn’t keep a mirror in his room because looking in them sometimes made him feel strange, and he could only really see his silhouette in the black screen in front of him, but something felt...different about what he saw. He took out his phone and turned on the camera for a clearer view.

The reflection staring back at him was mostly as he expected, but...not quite. His hair was longer than he remembered, but since it was always so shaggy, that could have been a trick of the light. And his face seemed different, but not different enough that he could articulate what, exactly, he was reacting to. Since there was nothing specific that was wrong, he was tempted to dismiss the feeling as just a coincidence, but that didn’t feel quite right. Sighing, he put his phone away. Maybe he was finally losing it.

He turned on the computer and soon lost himself in Hitman. Video games always made real life feel less real and more manageable, and, for some reason, he felt that he needed that now more than ever.

* * *

The rest of the day oozed by, a grind of boredom, some more homework, a little bit of stretching to ease the unusual soreness in his limbs, and disappointment when Derek rolled in at seven and promptly set up shop at his own computer watching baseball. Why would anyone watch baseball? Surely there was a more interesting sport out there? Luckily, he left again at around nine-thirty, giving Nathan some time alone.

It occurred to Nathan as ten p.m. approached that he probably wouldn’t be around to eat his peanut butter cups later that night. If there was going to be alcohol involved, he might not remember, and it was good to stay on schedule. He ate them as he enjoyed an episode of JoJo’s Bizarre Adventure, then got up and headed out to the party.

No one ever dressed up for college parties, but that rule especially applied to anything that went down in Patrick’s room; after all, vomit was hard to wash out of clothes. Nathan could hear the music from the other end of the hall, and he took a deep breath to steel himself for what was to come. He was leaving his comfort zone, right? And that was a good thing.

The room was already nearly full when he showed up. There were probably twenty people in a space no larger than a shipping container, drinking blueberry soju and screaming with laughter. Nathan saw Erica and waved, but she was chatting with someone else, a person he couldn’t see through the crowd of people, and didn’t notice. Quickly, he was pulled into a corner where some people he vaguely knew were playing Cards Against Humanity. He liked games as a way of meeting people because they provided something to talk about, and even though he was sort of on edge in the crowded, noisy space, he found himself having a good time. A little bit of soju and a few winning rounds later, and he was on a roll.

The night oozed on, time passing unnoticed. Cards flowed through Nathan’s hands, people came in and out of the room, soju bottles were popped open, and yet none of it seemed quite real. Erica left at one point; Nathan looked over, and she was no longer in her spot in the corner. He wondered where she’d gone. Soon, he felt himself slipping into his usual late-night melancholy. He felt disconnected from the real world, disconnected from his life, and assaulted by the feeling that no one else really understood him. The alcohol, which clouded his mind and impeded his thinking, only made those feelings stronger. It was at moments like these that he was afraid of his own thoughts, afraid of the fact that he couldn’t hold back how he really felt, afraid of having to confront the conflicts that had always swirled inside of him, conflicts that no one else knew anything about. It was at moments like these that he was at his most alone. He wanted to leave.

Making an excuse, he got up and tried to shoulder his way out of the crowded dorm room. It was hard, because the floor was moving more than it was supposed to, and his mind felt more than a little cloudy, but eventually he burst into the hallway. The further he got from the noise and the lights, the better he felt. He was more himself in the silence and dimness of the hallway, and the thoughts that he’d just barely been able to suppress in the chaos of the party faded into the background once again. Now he just wanted his own bed, and everything would be okay.

Stumbling up the stairs, Nathan shuffled down his own hallway, towards his dorm room. A few feet away from the door, he realized dimly that he could hear grunting and the occasional feminine gasp coming from inside his room. Was his roommate...getting some? Who would want that guy?

Still, though, he found himself propelled by a desire to find out more. He knocked on the door next to his own, which belonged to a girl named Mara. They’d spoken a few times, but the main attraction Mara’s room held for him was that it had access to the roof of the low wing that jutted out from the side of the dorm building. From there, he could probably see into his own room, unless the blinds were drawn...maybe that was wrong, but then, he hadn’t gotten a text from his roommate letting him know not to come back just yet either.

A few moments later, Mara opened the door. “Oh, hi Nathan.”

“H-hey,” Nathan slurred. He was more drunk than he’d thought. “Um, can I get out on your roof? To, like, get some fresh air or something.”

“Ummm…” said Mara, “I don’t know. You seem kind of drunk. It might not be safe…”

“I’m fine,” said Nathan. I’m good. You don’t even know how good I am. I just wanna go out there real quick.”

“That’s not very convincing,” she said. “Well...here. I have a climbing rope in my closet, I think.” She disappeared for a moment and reemerged holding a colorful but strong-looking length of cord. “I’ll tie you into this and brace it against the bed.”

“You’re a…” Nathan lost his train of thought for a moment, “you’re a fucking wizard, Mara. Like, thanks.”

“You know,” said Mara, looping the rope around his waist and over his shoulders, “I’ve been waiting to hear those words all my life, but from a bearded half-giant and not from you, Nathan. Now I know you’re drunk.”

“I just...had a few drinks. Not that many. It’s fine,” said Nathan.

Mara put the finishing touches on the harness, tied the other end of the rope to the bedpost, and opened the window. “Go nuts, my guy.”

Originally, there had been a screen to protect against bugs, and the window only opened six inches, but generations of skinny students had kicked out the screen and managed to wriggle out over the windowsill. Nathan now followed in their footsteps; his thin body slid fairly easily through the opening, although for some reason getting his chest through was more difficult than it usually was.

Soon, he was standing on the roof, looking at the stars shining in the sky and feeling the cool breeze on his skin. He felt quite a bit better now, more normal, more connected to reality, but there was still one thing he had to do, and that was to see what was going on in his room. He headed out to the end of the roof, about thirty feet away from the window, as Mara watched anxiously and held the line. Then he turned and looked; the sight was...nearly indescribable.

Derek, because that had to be who it was, was lying on the bed as a girl bounced on his cock. Nathan couldn’t see her face because the window frame was in the way, but she was clearly having a good time, grabbing his roommate’s torso, bracing herself against him, pushing her hips back and forth to take more of him inside her. He was grabbing her hips to thrust more easily; they were in perfect harmony, entwined in ecstasy. Nathan felt strange; he was turned on, of course, desperately so, but he also felt something else stirring within him, something that felt new and yet strangely familiar at the same time. That girl...she was probably feeling great, wasn’t she? It was probably amazing to have sex with a man, even his roommate, who could give her such pleasure. For a moment, a flicker of something that felt a bit like envy stirred within him…

Then the girl bent down to kiss his roommate, revealing her face, and Nathan almost fell off the roof. It was Erica. How had Derek...that dirty dog. And why would she settle for that? Nathan would never be able to look her in the eye again.

He had a sudden urge to get off the roof and go somewhere else, to wait for Erica to be gone and to pretend he’d never seen anything. He hurried back over to Mara’s window and slid through, undoing the harness as he studiously dodged her pointed questions about what he’d seen, where he was going, what he was doing. He wanted to tell her to stuff it, but that would have been rude, and besides, he was good at hiding parts of himself from other people.

A few minutes later, he had left her room, left the dorm building, and was hurrying across the grassy quad to the library, where he was planning to sleep in a beanbag. The stars above were still shining, but they couldn’t comfort him anymore; he’d worked himself into such a frenzy that he barely noticed them. What he needed was to get to sleep, and to forget everything, the sooner the better.

He ran into the library, descended the steps to the basement, where the twenty-four-hour study room was located, and sank into a beanbag chair in the empty, quiet space. Even though he was hyper, hopped up on adrenaline and alcohol-soaked confusion, his exhaustion overrode all of that and sleep claimed him quickly.


Sunday

Nathan’s deep slumber was punctuated by dreams of what he had seen on the roof, of Erica gasping with pleasure, clinging to his roommate, of her body bouncing up and down as he thrust into her. The visions were intensely erotic, but confusing. It was almost as if...he didn’t feel like he wanted to be his roommate at all, which was what most guys would probably have wanted in that situation. It was almost as if...no, that was too crazy.

He was jerked awake by the sound of footsteps. An early-morning studier had come into the room and was visibly confused at the sight of someone already asleep inside. Cheeks burning, Nathan got up and immediately regretted it. The blood rushing through his body exacerbated his splitting headache, and his mouth was as dry as a desert. What the fuck had happened to him?

Slowly, memories of the night before (other than his sexual voyeurism) crept into his mind. The party, the card game, the...soju. Soju was terrible! Why had he drunk so much?

He wanted nothing more than to get back to his real bed and sleep some more, but since he was out anyway, he decided to go get something to eat first, a fried-egg sandwich from the cafeteria. It was so early - he walked through the doors at 6:23 AM - that the building was nearly deserted. He ate hurriedly and drank several cups of water before heading back to his dorm.

Derek was fast asleep when he arrived back at their room, but he didn’t care; he was much too tired to get annoyed. He fell into bed and joined him in slumber.

* * *

It was around one when Nathan awoke again, stomach grumbling and headache greatly diminished. He brushed his teeth and decided to head to the cafeteria for lunch. On the way there, he found himself going over what he had seen in his mind. The experience, and then the dreams about it, felt somehow significant, but in a way that he couldn’t understand. Seeing Erica having sex was an image he couldn’t possibly erase from his mind; maybe that was all it was. When he arrived at the dining hall, he grabbed a tray and piled it high with green vegetables and whole grains. It was time to make up for the sins of yesterday.

He was surprised to find Erica there as well, sitting at a table with some of their other friends. She perked up when she saw him and waved him over. Even though he felt awkward about talking to her, especially now, he saw no reason not to - it wasn’t as if she knew what had happened, after all - and he headed over to join them.

“Hey, Nathan!” Erica said brightly. He would never have caught on normally, but now Nathan recognized the confidence that was supposed to come after sex.

“Hey, Erica.” Nathan downed a cup of water (he had taken two, to help with his still-burning thirst), and set upon his sandwich and salad.

“You were at the party last night, right? I might have seen you.” Erica’s eyes scanned Nathan’s face. Maybe she was trying to figure out if he had seen her with his roommate?

“Yeah, I was,” said Nathan. “I saw you, but I think you left at one point. I was playing Cards Against Humanity with some people.”

“Oh, yeah...yeah, I did,” said Erica, looking a little flustered. “Well, it was good that you got out. That’s what Saturday nights are for!”

“...Yeah,” he said, “but I’m not sure I’m gonna do that again for a while. I had a little too much soju.”

“So did I,” she laughed. “It tastes like soda, so it’s easy to drink a lot.” She paused. “Hey, did you do something with your hair or something? You look a little bit different. I can’t really explain how, but...something’s changed.”

“You think?” asked Nathan. “That’s...funny. I was just thinking that yesterday.” He pulled out his phone and turned on the camera. There was something markedly different about the face staring back at him. His hair seemed longer again, and the lengths had evened out as well, giving him a healthy-looking mane that fell nearly to his shoulders. The lines of his face were a little softer, and his skin seemed smoother.

“You haven’t done anything different?” she asked, seemingly confused.

“No, nothing,” he said. “I don’t know. Maybe I just...look weird because of the hangover or something.”

“I’ve never heard of that happening,” said Erica. Suddenly, Nathan wondered whether she believed that he didn’t know what was going on. “But whatever happened, it looks good on you. And your skin, too!”

“Thanks, I guess,” said Nathan, feeling a little bit self-conscious. It was weird to be complimented on something he’d put no effort into. Obviously, having smoother skin and better hair could only be a good thing, but it was all a bit strange.

When he finished lunch, after agreeing to meet Erica for dinner as well, Nathan headed back to his dorm. He was dismayed to find his roommate still asleep, oblivious to the bright sunlight coming in through the window. Seeing his roommate gave Nathan a strange feeling, like he was...like he was...no, no, no. None of that was worth thinking about. Instead, he put on his workout clothes and headed out for a run.

Sometimes, exercise right after eating could lead to cramps, but not today; Nathan found himself practically flying through the route, beating his mile time record by a few seconds and conquering the short hilly party of the route with ease. As he was winding down, settling into his pace for the last half mile or so, he passed a construction site. The workers had already demolished a dilapidated wooden shack, and now they were building a block of condos, as per the plan of the city of Dos Hermanos to increase density rather than throwing up yet more new subdivisions. At the moment, though, no work was being done; instead, the men were sitting on the grass, eating lunch and talking. Nathan took no notice of them...until a shrill wolf-whistle split the air.

Startled, he glanced over, the whistle cut off abruptly, and laughter filled the air. Apparently, one of the workers had mistaken him for a girl, and now his friends were giving him grief. Nathan’s cheeks burned, and he sped up, trying to escape more quickly the scene of the incident. Why had...how could something like this happen? The idea of being ogled, stared at - that wasn’t good. It was humiliating, and it made him angry. But, deep down, the idea of getting attention from men - not in that way, of course, but more positively - it...maybe...wasn’t...so...bad?

What was going on with him? He shook his head, thinking about the strange twenty-four hours he’d been through. There was the party, of course, but there were these weird thoughts, and...he couldn’t seem to get rid of them, no matter how hard he tried. He felt insecure in who he was, insecure in what he wanted, insecure in everything, far more than ever before. Maybe this was something to talk to someone about...but that would be really difficult. How could he tell someone else about his feelings if he couldn’t even describe them to himself?

Well, video games always helped with the weird and hard-to-categorize emotions. Back in his room, he finished his homework, then booted up Hitman once more and zoned out. Ahh, peace at last.

* * *

A few hours later, he concluded that he was not, in fact, at peace. Something still felt wrong. He felt himself trying to suppress something, and the game was not helping. Watching a bald man kill people might normally have scratched an itch for him, but this time it was definitely not the itch he was trying to scratch.

He cast around in his mind. Maybe he was lovesick or something? There were a lot of songs about that. But then, Erica wasn’t really that kind of thing for him. No matter how deep he looked inside himself, he couldn’t find that kind of desire for her. Or anyone else, for that matter, which was a little odd. Weren’t people supposed to date in college?

Beyond that, well, there was the possibility that he was gay, or maybe bi. That couldn’t be ruled out. But even if he didn’t have a crush on Erica, he also didn’t have one on any guys; even though he was sitting back and really thinking about it, being as open to himself as he possibly could, he couldn’t find those feelings inside himself. It wasn’t something he could totally discount, but it also wasn’t the source of his internal chaos.

Maybe...well, there was another option, and it seemed much scarier. He turned off the computer and looked at his silhouette reflected in the dead screen. Was he...was he...gender-something? Trans, or non-binary, or...something like that would explain a lot: why he had always been drawn to the aisles of pink girls’ toys as a child, why he had felt a strange stirring when My Little Pony came on TV, why he had never liked shopping for jeans at the mall. But...weren’t you supposed to, like, hate yourself to be trans or whatever? To have a lot of...gender dysphoria? That wasn’t...that wasn’t something Nathan was experiencing. Looking at himself in his phone once again, staring at the lines of his face, his skin, he felt almost comfortable...almost. There was a twinge of something, a hint of discomfort, but nothing that felt definitive to him. Those twinges had been stronger before, but...maybe he was getting over it? Maybe he had been questioning, and now he was moving on? Yeah, that sounded pretty good, pretty likely.

Still, there was a lot to think about. He got up and headed out to go meet Erica for dinner and try to figure some things out. Maybe he would actually ask for her help.

* * *

Nathan met up with his friend at their usual table in the cafeteria. Feeling low, he grabbed himself a plate of pizza and fries beforehand. Erica raised her eyebrows when she saw his dinner. “Having a rough time?”

“Well...kinda, to be honest,” he said. “I don’t know. It’s like...I’m trying to figure something out about myself.” It was a bit strange to be opening up to her now. He’d seen her having sex, and now the energy between them was a bit different, even though she had no idea that he knew. Still, though...she was his best friend in the world, and if she couldn’t help him, no one could.

“Can I ask what?” While she liked to joke around and tease him, Erica could also be surprisingly tender, which was one of the things Nathan appreciated most about her.

“I’m...not sure,” he said. “It’s not like I don’t feel comfortable telling you. It’s more that...I don’t know whether I can describe what’s going on with me.”

“It’s one of those really deep things that you can’t really verbalize, huh?” asked Erica. “I can’t read your mind, I guess, but…” she paused. “I told you I’m bisexual, right?”

“Yeah,” said Nathan. Erica didn’t talk much about her sexual orientation, but she seemed very comfortable with it, which he admired.

“Well, being bi...it’s not always so easy. If I tell a straight guy, now I’m too gay. But if I tell a lesbian girl, now I’m too straight. But I struggled a lot with those feelings when I was in high school. I had always thought I was,” she made air quotes, “‘normal,’ and I clung to that idea of myself because it was comforting and stable. But the fact that sometimes I would pass a hot girl and have the urge to do a double-take...that didn’t go away. And I couldn’t make it go away by pushing my real self down, trying to hide the person I was bound to become. So that’s my advice to you, I guess. Being afraid of facts about yourself, even facts that society doesn’t readily accept...it won’t make you happy, because those facts don’t change. You can’t run from the person you really are. Instead, get comfortable somewhere, take a deep breath, and open up to the truth. You’re not going to find it right away, but...it’s going to be a step in the right direction. I mean, that’s what I think you should do. You don’t have to.” Erica smiled shyly. “Sorry for dumping that all on you.”

“No, I think that might have helped,” said Nathan. “Thanks a lot for sharing all of that with me.”

“No problem,” she said. “Does this...thing you’re exploring have anything to do with whatever changed about your look?”

“I told you,” said Nathan, “I don’t know what’s going on. I look different today for some reason, that’s all.”

“Okay, okay,” said Erica. “Well, I just want you to know that I’ll be your friend, no matter what. You can come to me whenever you want.”

“Thanks, Erica,” said Nathan. But he was already slipping back into his thoughts, trying to process what she had told him. What was the best thing to do? Hadn’t he sort of already done the opening-up-to-himself thing?

There was a lot for him to think about, but he was also still a bit behind on sleep and would need to get up for class the next day. He finished his dinner, said goodbye to Erica, and hurried back to his dorm. He was so tired that he didn’t even mind that his roommate was there, staring at his phone, which was presumably showing a baseball game. Instead, he changed into his pajamas and was about to brush his teeth when he remembered the peanut butter cups. Those would probably be a good way to feel a little better about things, he thought, so he opened up the bag and poured out three more. The taste of chocolate and peanut butter really did banish some of the distress from his mind, at least for a few moments. After enjoying them, he put the bag away, brushed his teeth, and got into bed.


Monday

Nathan had a strange dream. He was shopping for...something. The store looked like a clothing store, but everything on the racks seemed hazy, indistinct, undefined - not the jeans that he would usually have bought at a place like that. Or, well, they could have been; he couldn’t see and didn’t know. There was no one else around, and he wandered the racks, looking for...something, something unknowable, indescribable. The clothes seemed to be important, but no matter how hard he looked, they were never anything more than smudges in his vision, than gray blobs that his eyes seemed to skip over. There were mannequins, but they were dressed in the same clothes, and everything except their heads and hands was just as blurry as the clothing racks.

He felt himself pulled this way and that, like a paper boat bobbing in the ocean, his spirit wandering down the walkways of the strange store, searching for something. He passed the checkout counter, but it was unstaffed and utterly silent. The walls, covered in graphics advertising sales and new styles, were a blotchy mess, indistinct except for the smiling face of a model peering out here and there.

The search began to feel hopeless, and he didn’t even know how he knew that it was a search, or what he was searching for, but his drifting became agitated, faster, hurrying past displays and between racks, trying to reach his destination. There was a time limit, some kind of barrier that he was in danger of running up against, and he needed to find…

There! A flash of color flitted across the edge of his vision. Turning, he began to dash towards it, floating through obstacles like a ghost, pushing himself to get there faster, to get what he needed. There was clarity ahead, some truth, and finding it would take the effort of every fiber of his being, the full and complete exertion of all his will, before time ran out. At the end of his strength (a feeling he’d never felt before in a dream), he looked up, exhausted, and saw the thing he’d been trying to reach, laid out in front of him -

It was a rack of women’s underwear.

He felt like a deer in headlights. How was - what - this was...he looked around reflexively, trying to see if anyone was there to witness his shame, but of course the ghostly store was still empty. Why...it was so embarrassing that those were the only clothing items in the entire store that he could see. Why would it be them? What did it mean? What did any of this mean?

Confused, disoriented, he awoke to the chirping of his alarm. Slapping the button to shut it off, Nathan lay in bed for a few moments, trying to collect himself. The dream had felt real, more real than any dream he’d ever had before, and yet it had been...so weird. Why would he want women’s underwear? Of course he would never be interested in women’s underwear. That was totally laughable. Of course.

Getting up, he unplugged his phone and, on a whim, turned on the camera and checked himself out. If there were really going to be changes every day now, then it would be best to keep track of them, right? And, sure enough, things were different once again. His brow ridge had once been low and sharp, but it seemed a bit higher and softer now. And his facial hair seemed to have faded; usually dark in color, it was now much lighter and softer, to the point where it was hardly visible. It was shaving day anyway, but he could have gotten away without that. His hair was longer yet again, falling all the way to his shoulders. If he held the phone at just the right angle and squinted, he found that, if he looked away from his still-low brow ridge, and his last few mustache hairs, and his softer-but-still-noticeable jawline, he could see a girl staring back at him.

That realization gave him a strange feeling. It should have been disgust, or confusion, or...something. What it shouldn’t have been was...there was a strange, almost a kind of thrill deep inside of him, a thrill that, no matter how much he told himself that it wasn’t okay, that it wasn’t normal to get excited in this situation, wouldn’t quite go away.

Nathan turned the phone off and put it away. There was a lot to take in, especially this early in the morning, and a lot of questions to be answered. One such question was, what was doing this? Before, he’d had himself convinced that the changes, whatever they were, were somehow temporary or caused by circumstance. Why a hangover would have given him softer skin, he didn’t know, but at least it was an almost-plausible explanation for what was happening. But now...not only had he not gone back to normal, but more was changing. That made no sense at all.

Oh well, at least he wasn’t growing a big gross beard or something. There were worse things that could happen. He got into his running clothes and headed out to hit the streets. It was best to get active, to think about something else for a little while.

When he got back, he showered and was getting ready for breakfast when he glanced over at Derek. The man was asleep, blanket wrapped around his legs like some kind of jungle snake. But what drew Nathan’s attention was - and he blushed when he saw it - his roommate’s massive morning wood. It was pushing up through his shorts and underwear, unable to get fully erect, but even still, it was, well...Nathan knew he had always been lacking down there, sporting a three-inch shaft if he was lucky, but he had never imagined just how big a dick could get. The sight was eye-popping, and for a few moments he found himself envying Erica, wondering what it would feel like to take that monster, to let it push deep inside his asshole.

He shook his head. This was too weird. Nathan was okay with being bi, or even gay, but...his roommate? The guy was a weirdo, a baseball fanatic, a vampire who couldn’t stand having daylight touch his skin. Sure, maybe he was packing a huge, meaty rod, one that probably tasted amazing when you sucked it, but…

No, no, no. It was time to go to class. If Nathan couldn’t get his mind out of the gutter, then he would need to punish himself by cooling off with a boring lecture. That seemed fitting.

* * *

Hours later, Nathan’s brain felt drained and dry after hours of classwork, but his stomach was empty, and it was time for lunch at the cafeteria, where he had agreed to meet up with Erica. He wanted to see her, of course, just like any other day, but he also wanted to ask for her advice. It would be no use hiding from himself any longer, and she could help him. If anyone could help him, she could.

He felt a little nervous, though, on the way there. Even though he wasn’t sure quite what he was going to dump on her, it was something big, and there was always the possibility that she might not react well. Or...probably she would. She was a nice person and all. Still, he was swirling with all kinds of emotions as he walked into the cafeteria.

Luckily, he found Erica sitting by herself, waiting for him. If their other friends had been there, it would have been awkward. He plopped his tray onto the table and sat down. “Hey.”

“Hey there!” said Erica. “What’s up?”

They fell into an easy chatter about this and that as Nathan tried to work up the confidence to tell her what he was feeling. Usually, hearing about Erica’s classes was pleasant, enjoyable, because he cared about her and wanted to be clued in with what was going on in her life, but now it felt irritating and pointless. He wasn’t angry at her as much as he was at himself; he needed to get his act together and just...ask her for help.

Unexpectedly, though, she gave him an opening. “You look different today again. Your hair is...longer?”

“Um...yeah,” said Nathan. “About that...I…” he realized that no words would come. He knew how he felt, and that he wanted her to understand, but not how to put those feelings into words. “Um…” a sudden urge raced through him. “Can you...come to the mall with me? Like, today?”

Erica wrinkled her eyebrows. “I can, right after this if you want, but...are you, like, ok? You seem...anxious.”

“Well, it’s like…” Nathan paused. “I think I realized something important, but I’m missing the last piece, and I need you to be there when I find it.”

“That’s...well, I’m your friend, and you should know that I’m there for you, no matter what,” said Erica. “Do what you feel.”

“Yeah,” he said, resolve rising up within him. “Let’s go to the mall.”

* * *

Erica’s car pulled into the Dos Hermanos Galleria parking lot and slid into a spot. Nathan was sitting in the passenger seat, paralyzed with anxiety, wondering what he was going to do, oblivious to Erica’s angry murmuring about the driver just in front of them that had so thoughtlessly forgotten to signal. “That’s dangerous. My mom would have a thing or two to say about that.” Then she turned to Nathan. “Did you have a store in mind?”

“Um, yeah,” said Nathan. “Old Navy.”

“Old Navy?” asked Erica. “Do you want some jeans or something?”

“Um…” said Nathan. “Something like that.” They got out of the car and headed into the mall. The Galleria was the center of the city, or at least the closest thing the city had to a center, sprawling across four city blocks and hosting almost two hundred stores. It was the first (and only) thing that city boosters would brag about, and a haven for everyone who was sick of Dos Hermanos’ distance from the bright lights of LA. If you stood in the middle of the mall and closed your eyes, you could almost pretend you were shopping in Santa Monica. The hustle and bustle was usually something that Nathan tried to avoid, as a rule, but now...now he was on a mission. A mission that might just change his life.

The Old Navy was up on the third floor, next to the White Barn, and the scent of pumpkin candles made them cough as they entered the store. Usually, they would have mocked the eye-watering fragrance, and the kind of person who would voluntarily buy something that smelled like that, but today it only made Nathan anxious. It was a factor beyond his control, reminding him that the world, the massive, indifferent world, would never give him the space he needed to feel truly comfortable.

But then, if the world was indifferent, that also meant it wasn’t judgemental. And that meant that Nathan had the opening he needed to do what he needed to do.

He took a deep breath, closed his eyes, and thought back to the dream. The clothing racks, the checkout counter, the graphics on the walls...the layout of the store in his dream matched the Old Navy exactly. That meant that...he began to move forward, following the frantic route of his search. It led through the men’s section, past racks of button-down shirts, basketball jerseys, and khaki pants. He knew that Erica was following him, a look of concern on her face, and he was glad that she was with him, even if she couldn’t understand. No one would ever quite understand. The few other shoppers kept glancing over at him as he shuffled along, their stares making him feel even more wound-up, even more desperate.

At last, he was making the turns he remembered most clearly. Once more around the jeans display, turn towards the wall with the greenish graphic, straight on, turn at the dress shirts - and then he was there. He opened his eyes and found himself directly in front of the rack of bras.

“Um...Nathan?” asked Erica. “Are you...doing okay?”

He turned to her, opened his mouth, but nothing would come out.

“I’m not going anywhere,” she said. “If there’s something you want to tell me, you can tell me.”

That pushed him over the edge. “Erica, I...I’m transgender.”

The words hung in the air for a moment. Then she put a hand on his shoulder. “I’m so, so glad that you found the truth about yourself. I was rooting for you the whole time.”

“Thanks, Erica,” he said. No more words would come, nothing to express the gratitude he felt towards her, but he could hope that what he had said would be enough. She had been crucial in his journey, and would be crucial in what was coming next.

“So…” said Erica, “do you want to...go shopping?”

“Well…” said Nathan, “not particularly. But I really, really, really don’t want to not go shopping.”

“I’m here for you,” she said. “Let’s find you something to wear.”

* * *

Hours later, Nathan was wrestling a load of bags up the stairs and into his dorm room. Derek was there and raised his eyebrows as he watched Nathan dump his haul onto his bed, but Nathan couldn’t really care less; he didn’t feel like explaining himself, and it wasn’t as if his roommate particularly needed to know why he’d purchased four pairs of yoga pants and a ton of other stuff. Instead, he was focusing on the feelings swirling inside him. When he thought of the shopping trip, he felt ill, the quizzical gazes of others making him want to curl up and die, but...it was all worth it. When he touched his new clothes, felt the fabric of a dress, the smooth leather of a pair of heeled booties, he felt more than ecstatic - he felt complete.

It was weird, though. Even though...even though he felt like he was really a girl deep inside, that that was how he wanted to go through life, he didn’t feel like he was one yet. He hadn’t supplied a new name to Erica during the shopping trip, so she had continued to call him Nathan, which was...okay. It was okay in the same way that everything in his life up to this point had been just okay. He knew that the girl he dreamed of being didn’t go by Nathan, but it was tolerable, if unpleasant, to not be that girl just yet. He just hoped he wouldn’t have to wait much longer.

His stomach growled; it was almost dinnertime, and he needed to get to the cafeteria. He had no plans to meet Erica, since he felt like he’d overwhelmed her with enough personal business for one day, but he hoped to see some of his other friends. Maybe he would come out. That would be cool.

But what to wear? He struggled, looking at the options laid out before him, wondering how much to reveal by what he chose. On the one hand, he wanted to pull on a dress and some nice shoes and just knock people’s socks off. On the other hand, shopping had been exhausting, and his roommate staring at him as he dithered over his decision was exhausting, and he just wanted to have the rest of the day go by as easily as possible. What to do?

In the end, he settled on strapping on one of the bralettes that he’d bought under his t-shirt. It felt wonderful and affirming, but it was also inconspicuous and plausibly deniable. The tight squeeze he’d had getting out on the roof had probably been due to the fact that he’d grown (by Erica’s estimate) perky A-cups over the course of just a few days, so actually the support was very nice to have. Thus prepared, he headed out to eat.

Dinner was pleasant. Nathan did find some of his friends, and they talked about this and that, classes, homework, and whether so-and-so was going to so-and-so’s stand-up comedy show even though they weren’t really dating, and wouldn’t you have to really like a person to go to their comedy show? He decided that coming out could wait a day or two. It was no good to go faster than he was comfortable with, and it wasn’t as though it was his sacred duty to come out as soon as he possibly could. Instead, he just relaxed, enjoying the feeling of normality, even as his new secret hugged him around the chest. Things were all right.

* * *

Later that night, after catching up on the homework he hadn’t done that afternoon and eating his peanut butter cups, Nathan was lying in bed, staring at the ceiling. The only illumination in the room was his roommate’s phone, which was, as, usual, showing baseball, and Nathan could gather his thoughts in the warmth and safety of the dark.

On the one hand, coming out, finally being able to be himself, was great. He was wearing a thong under his gym shorts; it wasn’t very comfortable, but the feeling of it digging into his asscrack was the feeling of victory, god damn it! He had waited eighteen years for that feeling, and he would be damned if he let it go so easily.

On the other hand, though, he still needed more affirmation. He felt like he was probably on the right path, but...he needed time to get used to this new way of thinking about himself. It wasn’t easy to adjust to such a big change. And everything was feeling a little more difficult for some reason. Being called Nathan and he at dinner wouldn’t normally have fazed him too much, but now all of a sudden he felt a stab of pain every single time. Tasting freedom made not having it feel that much more difficult. But asking people to use a new name and pronouns...that would be a different kind of pain.

Well, it wasn’t as if thinking about it too much would make anything easier. It was probably better to let things stew overnight and not to take anything faster than he was comfortable with. Sighing, Nathan rolled over and went to sleep.


Tuesday

He had another dream that night. There was a forest, a beautiful, verdant woodland filled with chirping birds and flowers bursting forth from the earth. It was spring, and he - well, she - was fully, indisputably a woman. Her hair tumbled down her back and she was wearing a comfortable white linen dress that made her look, and feel, innocent, almost angelic. The indescribably wonderful sensation of femininity almost made her want to cry, and she spent a few minutes simply luxuriating in the knowledge that she was, at last, who she had always wanted to be.

But then...a feeling came over her that there was something she was supposed to do, that she couldn’t just relax among the trees and enjoy being her true self. After all, that wasn’t really what life was all about, was it? In front of her, a path wound away among the bluebells, and she began to walk down it, bare feet sinking into the cool, welcoming earth.

For a long while, the path turned this way and that, passing now through a jumble of rocks, now through a glade surrounding a magnificent old oak tree, now over a bubbling stream with the help of three even white stepping stones. There was no sign of anyone else in the wood; the sounds were of wildlife and the warm breeze that stopped her from shivering, lightly-dressed though she was. There were no paths or tracks crossing the one she was following and no evidence that anyone had passed that way for a long time; the forest floor was free of footprints.

Eventually, she became aware that the path was sloping gently downwards. She crossed the stream several more times, and it became slowly wider and wider as little rills and brooks joined it from both sides. The path cut through earthy banks held up by tree-roots, and the ground became wetter and wetter; it wasn’t at all unpleasantly damp, just a little cooler and damper than it had been before.

At last, the path crossed the stream, which was now a proper creek, over a neatly-painted white bridge. The slats were warm from the sun, and she relaxed for a moment, enjoying the sensation. There was a clearing on the other side of the creek, wide and spacious, in which a cabin rested. It was a small, well-kept building that reminded her of a gingerbread house, and smoke was curling from the chimney. Maybe someone was home?

If so, she felt like going over and saying hello. What was the harm? Maybe they would be friendly. She was feeling good, her gender validated, and because of that, she was a little more outgoing than before. As a man, she had shrunk away from meeting new people because she had been afraid, deep down, to show them a version of herself that she hated, but now there was no need to be so shy. If the chimney was any indication, it could even be that they were cooking something delicious!

She strode across the meadow, feet crunching through the leaf litter, and soon found herself standing on the porch of the building. All of a sudden, the birdcalls seemed a bit quieter, and the bright sunlight seemed a bit dimmer. The breeze cooled, and she shivered, clutching at her shoulders as she suddenly realized just how exposed she was. Up close, the cabin wasn’t quite what it had seemed; the logs were old, and moss grew on the north side of the structure. The porch was rickety, and the door had a tarnished knob that hardly begged to be turned. The windows were dark, only a dim light filtering out past the tattered lace curtains.

And yet...there was a strange attraction, a mysterious force begging her to open the door. The whole scene, she realized, had been arranged to pull her towards that. The path, which wound through the woods in only one direction, had pulled her here, and now she had no choice but to play her part - whatever that part might turn out to be.

Slowly, gingerly, she crept across the porch. The slats creaked under her feet, and her fear of, and revulsion towards, the hideous old building only grew as she found herself forced towards entering it. This was a part of the story that she’d never wanted to hear, and now she had to face it, had to confront something beyond her understanding. The dream was turning into a nightmare.

Her hand crept down towards the knob, but just a moment before she touched the cold metal, the door began to swing open seemingly of its own accord. She watched with bated breath as the room within came into view. At first, all that she could see was a bonfire burning in the hearth - the source of the dim yellow glow and the curling smoke. Then, as her eyes adjusted to the dark, she began to see more and more of the space: the bare, undecorated walls; the dirty rug on the floor; and, in the corner, a rickety old bed.

She realized, after a moment, that there was a figure lying on the mattress. Firelight glistened over oiled skin, and muscles rose and fell as the man breathed. He had been waiting for her. She wanted to run in fear, to reject him, all of this, but he had been waiting a very long time, and it would be rude, after all, to leave now…

Hesitating in the doorway, she came to a decision. Though it was terrifying, unfamiliar, beyond anything she had expected - this man, his beautiful body, his (for now she noticed it at last) massive, erect penis - she had to bring this experience into her life. Wordlessly, he beckoned to her, and she couldn’t refuse his summons, couldn’t turn down the chance to put this piece of the puzzle into place. Slowly, she drifted across the room and climbed into the bed…

Nathan awoke to the sound of his alarm, breathing heavily and covered in sweat. His roommate looked over, confused, and he fell back against his pillow, wondering what he had just experienced. He noticed that his dick was painfully hard, pressing up against the sheets, and tried to remember another time that he’d been so turned on...but there hadn’t been one, not for many years.

Climbing out of bed, he grabbed his phone and checked himself out. His hair fell past his shoulders now, and from behind no one would guess that he’d been born a boy, but there were still a few traces of masculinity left in his face. No single feature gave the impression of maleness, but...it would take another day or so before his feminization was complete.

Still, though, he was awfully cute. It was a wonderful feeling to look into his phone camera and see a face so much more like what he had always wanted for himself, so much more like how he knew he looked like inside. Whatever was causing this...it could keep going for as long as it wanted. Nathan wasn’t going to object.

He went out on his run, hair tied up for the first time. That feeling gave him an extra boost of confidence, of encouragement, and soon he found himself rocketing down the roadway, surpassing his record mile time. The female form he was adopting was powerful, and he planned on taking full advantage of that.

After a quick shower, he headed out to breakfast. It was so much easier to take care of a body that he felt more of a connection to, and he ate a healthy meal of oatmeal and fruit, feeling much better than he did after his usual sugary cereal. As he sat at the table, his thoughts drifted back to the dream. It seemed like...if the dream the night before had had some meaning, then this most recent one might as well, right? But what was it? The forest, the cabin, the - Nathan blushed - hot guy, they all had some significance.

As he thought, his phone buzzed. It was a message from Trevor, his old friend from high school. Trevor was a year younger, a senior in high school, and was texting to tell Nathan that he was touring a school in the area and to ask whether Nathan wanted to meet up for dinner that night.

A strange feeling came over Nathan as he reread the text. He felt like it was a sign, somehow, of something that he was supposed to do. He felt that he should accept, but...he couldn’t say why, exactly. Of course, he wanted to see his friend, but it was more than that. Much more than that.

He hadn’t thought about Trevor in a few months. He had always been athletic, which Nathan hadn’t, but they’d gotten along because of Trevor’s cheerful personality and the fact that the other boy loved video games as much as Nathan did. Nathan had always been the more serious student, but if Trevor was looking at schools in the area, maybe he was upping his game academically too. If so, good for him. Nathan had always felt sort of like an older sibling to him.

But there wasn’t time to sit around thinking about Trevor all day; Nathan had to get to class. He got up, adjusted his bra strap, and hurried off to the physics lab.

* * *

Hours later, Nathan put down his homework, which he had just finished, and looked over at the clock. It was four fifteen, and they had agreed to meet at the burger place just off campus at six, so the time was right to think about what to wear. On the one hand, he had no reason to come out to Trevor that night in particular (even if he did want to tell him eventually), and going to a restaurant en femme might be a little emotionally draining. On the other hand...there was a strange appeal to just showing up all dolled up and letting Trevor figure things out for himself. And...Nathan felt like he was supposed to do that, like that was the better option.

In that case, though, he’d need time to prepare, since the shopping trip with Erica had included a stop at Sephora, and he had a wide variety of products to figure out how to use. The first step was going to be...primer, right? He pulled up a relevant tutorial on YouTube and got to work.

After an hour and a half, his arms were aching from making so many small, precise movements, his patience was almost exhausted, and the tubs of product were noticeably lighter than they had been before, but Nathan finally had a working look. It had taken many, many attempts, but he’d concealed his dark spots, contoured his foundation, done a nice winged eyeliner, and finished off the look with a nude lipstick that was flattering without being too noticeable. For a first try, it wasn’t bad at all. He took a quick selfie, something he’d never once felt a desire to do before, and headed over to the closet to change. There wasn’t much time to decide on what to wear, but he and Erica had worked out a capsule wardrobe, so he could mix and match to some extent. At last, he settled on a simple black dress, denim jacket, and white sneakers. It was an awfully cute outfit, and together with the makeup, made it almost impossible to tell that he hadn’t been born a woman. He smiled. This was going to be fun.

* * *

The burger place was busy as always, but Nathan arrived before Trevor (who, no doubt, was still trying to find it) and managed to score a table. He picked a chair angled towards the doorway so that he’d be able to show off his toned legs, which he was genuinely proud of.

Wait...toned legs? This was...Trevor was his friend. But then...he thought back to the dream again, to the beautiful, muscular man and his beautiful, thick cock. He thought back to his lifelong fear of, and revulsion for, the sexual act. He thought back to his sudden comfort in his own skin, and how now everything seemed easier, how his goals seemed to be within reach. Could it be that he really was into his friend?

As he sat, deep in thought, he noticed Trevor head into the restaurant and begin to look around, scanning the crowd. His heart leapt; the man was just as he remembered, tall with a square jaw and brown, glittering eyes. He’d glowed up a little over the course of a few months as well, with a new haircut that looked good on him.

Nathan realized that Trevor would have no possible way of recognizing him, so he stood up and waved, not caring that heads turned all over the restaurant. Trevor looked confused when he saw Nathan, but he headed over anyway.

When he reached the table, he looked around one more time and then turned towards the girl sitting in front of him. “Hey there. Are you, uh, Nathan’s girlfriend or something?”

Nathan smiled. “You could certainly say that.”

“Um,” said Trevor, “what does that mean, exactly?”

“Well…” said Nathan, “if you want to know a secret...I am Nathan.”

Trevor’s eyes widened, and he smiled widely. “Holy shit! I had no idea! You transitioned without telling me? Being a woman looks great on you!”

“Thanks.” Nathan smiled, suddenly shy. He was glad that Trevor was so accepting, but...it was still pretty strange to be getting a compliment from a guy, especially, well, a cute guy…no, no. He could no longer deny this part of him, the part that thought Trevor was cute, that felt funny around him, that wanted him, but...he had to focus on the conversation. They were having dinner, like civilized humans. Trevor hadn’t signed up for a date. He cast around for a topic of conversation. Well, they were sort of already talking about his transition, right? “It kind of just ended up...happening, you know? It felt natural.” He didn’t expect Trevor to believe that things had changed so much in under a week, so he didn’t go into it.

Luckily, though, his friend took the more obvious meaning. “Yeah, that’s great! I’m so happy for you. Tell me, though, what should I call you?”

“Um…” Nathan was caught off guard again. He didn’t really want to explain that he wasn’t at that point in the process yet, but his reservations weren’t just down to that. Truthfully, his name and pronouns...they had become something of a mental block for him. There was a small part of him that just didn’t want to accept the fact that he was really a she, a woman, and that part was resisting that mental realignment. Well, what the hell? Trevor wasn’t about to judge, and if something didn’t feel right about him using the new name and pronouns, he would be gone tomorrow. “Um, yeah, call me Natalie.”

“Natalie! That’s a nice name,” said Trevor. “Wow, you’ve changed a lot in six months! When did you realize you were trans?”

Nathan couldn’t tell Trevor the truth about that either, which was that it had happened the day before. How long did it even take normal trans people to transition? Like, three years? Luckily, Trevor seemed to believe that everything could happen this quickly completely naturally. “You know, a few years ago. You figure these things out about yourself as you go through high school, I think.”

“Yeah, yeah,” said Trevor. “And how about your voice? That changed too. It’s really pretty, but, you know, how’d you do it?”

Trevor’s compliments made Nathan blush more and more each time, but it felt really nice, really...right. He felt so good that he almost forgot that he had to answer the question; when he remembered, panic jolted through him. Shit! Had his voice changed? Now that he thought about it, it had felt a little different to talk recently, and when he brought a hand to his throat, his Adam’s apple felt like it had disappeared. But, again, Trevor wasn’t going to believe a magical explanation, and, anyway, Nathan didn’t want to tell him about what had happened. So then...well, Nathan knew how trans women trained their voices, because he’d spent a long time on Google figuring it out during high school (which might have possibly been a warning sign that he was trans, now that he thought about it), but he was going to really struggle to answer a lot of questions about that. He opted to laugh, which (to his alarm, and delight) came out as more of a giggle. “Oh, well, it was hard to train it, but I’m glad you think it’s nice. I just did a lot of vocal exercises and stuff. It was tough, but I’m happy with what I got.”

“Definitely,” said Trevor. Just then, the buzzer that had been sitting on the table went off, signaling that their food was out.

“I ordered already,” explained Nathan. “On Tuesdays, if you get the regular burger, you can get a free chocolate shake, so I knew that was what you’d want.”

Trevor had always loved milkshakes, and his eyes lit up at the mention of one. “Natalie, you - you’re a fucking queen.”

“I try my best,” laughed Nathan, getting up to go retrieve their tray from the window. He felt eyes on him as he moved through the restaurant, a sensation he thoroughly enjoyed, but the pair of eyes he cared most about was Trevor’s, and...well, he hadn’t seen this side of Trevor before, but he could feel the boy’s eyes boring into his backside, which was, Nathan realized, probably significantly larger than before. Maybe the curiosity Nathan felt about Trevor was mutual… not that that would be the worst thing ever.

At the pickup window, Nathan was grabbing the tray when the woman at the register turned towards him. “Good luck on your date!” she said in a low voice, glancing over at Trevor. “He’s a cutie!”

“I…” Nathan was about to tell her that it wasn’t like that when he realized just how grueling it would be to explain the series of coincidences, accidents and misunderstandings that had led to this moment. Instead, he gave her a bright smile. “Thanks!”

Carrying the food, he headed back over to the table, where Trevor was waiting. When he set the tray down, Trevor grabbed one of the foil-wrapped burgers. “Man, I can’t wait to unwrap these buns.”

Nathan stopped dead. Was that...flirting? Was Trevor flirting with him? And where had he learned to flirt like that? He’d used a line so cheesy, so eye-rollingly stupid, that it had almost wrapped back around to being good - almost, but not quite.

But then...maybe the best thing would be to play Trevor’s game. If...and Nathan wasn’t quite sure what he wanted to happen, but if he did...well, they might end up going down an interesting road. “I would be careful,” he said, raising his eyebrows, trying to give off an air of nonchalant interest. “It’s awfully hot.”

“I think I can handle it,” said Trevor, peeling the foil off of his dinner. “After all, it’s not every day that I get a chance to sink my teeth into something like this.”

They fell into a sexually-charged banter as they ate, trading jokes and pickup lines without ever quite bringing the conversation into the realm of seriousness. Still, Nathan felt amazing. Maybe he had never expected to get hit on by his friend from high school, but Trevor was hot, and it was infinitely gratifying to know that a man found him attractive. So he kept it going as best he could, even though he had never been a great conversationalist, because being complimented, flirted with...it validated everything about his new body, his new lifestyle, his new clothes, his new everything.

At last, Trevor was dipping his last fry into the last bit of milkshake at the bottom of his cup, and Nathan was leaning back in his chair, feeling grease-induced drowsiness creep over him. But...this couldn’t end now, not yet. Nathan couldn’t let Trevor go so easily. He cast around for an idea…“Hey, Trevor,” he said.

“Yeah?” Trevor popped the fry into his mouth and set the milkshake cup down onto the table.

“Wanna go see my dorm room? I know you’re not looking at Roberts, but, you know, it might be good to see how a real student lives…”

Trevor’s eyes widened for a moment, then returned to normal as he realized what Nathan was suggesting. “Yeah, sure...if you’re really okay with having a guy in your room. People might say things.”

“People are already going to say things,” said Nathan. “We might as well give them something to talk about.” He winked. How things had gotten to this point, he couldn’t say. There had been no alcohol involved, no prior interest (as far as he could tell), and no attempts to build up to this conversation over text beforehand. And yet...he was going to fuck Trevor. This was a decision he’d already made. Something had changed within him, something that allowed him to believe that things could be different, that his sexless life didn’t need to stay that way. He was going to fuck Trevor good. There were no ifs, ands, or buts about it, although there was a how; it remained to be seen just what the other boy would want to do to Nathan.

They got up and threw away their trash before heading out the door. Outside, the cool night air lent an air of romance to their hitherto purely sexually-charged evening, and Nathan walked close to Trevor, knowing that guys liked to feel protective; after all, he had tried to be one for his whole life, so he thought he should know.

For a few moments, they walked in silence, soaking in the view of the stars (or, at least, the few that twinkled through the Angeleno smog) and the refreshing breeze. Then Trevor looked at Nathan. “You know, I’m being serious. I don’t know how, but...you seem like a completely different person. Before, you were so shy and awkward and stuff, and…” he paused, struggling for the first time that evening to find words for what he was feeling, “and now it seems like...you’ve found the person you were supposed to be. I think everyone has something like that, something they’re supposed to figure out about themselves. And you...the fact that you’ve found it makes you an amazing person to me.”

Nathan blushed. “Oh, you...I mean, I don’t know, it just...happened this way. It wasn’t some magical thing. I just realized I was a girl one day, and that I had known that my whole life. Sometimes, I forget that this is really happening. I don’t have everything figured out yet. Sometimes, I slip back into thinking of myself as a boy again, and I forget that I don’t have to do that anymore. I don’t know how you do it.” He laughed. “I don’t know how any cis person does it. And I still have a lot of figuring out to do before I know who I really am.”

“Well,” said Trevor, smoothly lacing his fingers through Nathan’s, “I’m sure that’s true. This is a big change for anyone to go through. But the fact that you’ve got this all so well figured out...well, that’s incredible, and I’m happy for you. Do you want to know a secret, though?”

“Sure,” said Nathan, looking over at Trevor. The sensation of holding his hand was pure electricity, and it was hard to think straight.

Trevor lowered his voice. “That self-assurance, that figured-outedness, if that makes any sense...it’s hot as fuck. I love it when girls have that.”

Nathan blushed again, harder. This attention from someone he found attractive...it would only have embarrassed him as a guy, made things awkward, scared him. But now...now it embarrassed him, sure, but it also drove him wild. Having someone talk to him in that way was the ultimate assurance that he had figured things out, that he had found a way to truly be comfortable in his own skin. And that knowledge wasn’t just gratifying; it also turned him on. “I...to be honest, I never expected to hear that from anyone. Not just the ‘girl’ part. But now I can suddenly imagine it happening. I can suddenly imagine someone flirting with me. Isn’t that crazy?”

“Well, I hope it’s not just anyone,” said Trevor, winking. “Hopefully, in your imagination, it’s a great guy flirting with you. You know, the kind of guy who you wouldn’t mind showing your dorm room.”

“I wouldn’t know anything about that,” said Nathan, laughing. They were standing at the doorway of his residence hall, and he tapped them in. Nathan lived on the third floor, but he tactically avoided mentioning the elevator because, while convenient, it was disgustingly grimy and smelled like old fish. Instead, they climbed up the stairs together, still talking, joking, flirting.

Once they were at his door, Nathan got out his key, which he’d had to store in one of the inside pockets of his denim jacket; though they were wonderful and gender-affirming, women’s clothes were a little inconvenient as far as storage went. He slipped it into the lock and turned, letting the door swing open as they stepped into his room.

He quickly realized that his dorm didn’t really look like much of a girl’s room at all. He still had his video game posters, his gray bedspread, the heaping piles of crap (some of which did now have girl’s clothing mixed into them) that covered his side of the floor. Luckily, his roommate was nowhere to be found, having disappeared off to wherever he went at night. That was a relief; Trevor wouldn’t have been happy to see him asleep on the other side of the room.

Nathan turned to Trevor. “Well, this is it.”

Trevor nodded. “About what I expected. What came included with the room?”

“Well, the desk, the dresser, the bed frame, the mattress...it would be pretty difficult for everyone to bring their own furniture otherwise.” Nathan was a little confused why that was the first question that he wanted to ask.

“The mattress, huh?” Trevor looked into Nathan’s eyes. “So that means...if we destroy it, somebody else is gonna be picking up the tab?”

“You fucking…” Nathan started to tell Trevor off for having such a dirty mind, but the words died on his lips as the other boy suddenly leaned forwards and kissed him. Emotions swirled within him as he melted into Trevor’s arms. He had never imagined it to be possible, that he could feel this way, and yet here he was. There was a small part of him that asked, why? Why was he kissing a boy? Why was he wearing a dress and makeup? Why was he doing this? But the answer had been right in front of his eyes the whole time: He did it because he had to, because he would never lead a complete life without knowing what it was like to be the person he wanted to be deep inside.

Trevor brought his hand up to stroke Nathan’s cheek, an impossibly tender and romantic gesture that had Nathan feeling faint. It was just like a romance novel, the kind he had furtively flipped through at the grocery store while his mother bought vegetables, looking at the cover and imagining that he was one of the pretty women, that he was in the arms of a muscular man. In retrospect, Nathan thought, that might not have been the most cis thing in the world to do. Huh.

But now Trevor seized Nathan’s attention once again when he brought his other hand up and began to rub Nathan’s breasts, his nipples. Nathan had never understood why nipples were such a big deal in porn, but now, in this charged moment, Trevor’s tender ministrations felt beyond incredible. It wasn’t that the nipple itself was sensitive, but the feeling of his fingers squeezing, pinching through the fabric was so absurdly erotic, so casually dominant and in-control, that they left Nathan moaning softly into the kiss. There was nothing he wanted more than to submit to Trevor, to let himself be taken, used for his friend’s pleasure. But the more desperately he wanted that, the more intense the sensations Trevor was causing became. It was a viciously pleasurable cycle.

Although...if they were having sex, then shouldn’t Nathan be doing more in return? It would be wrong to just stand there, enjoying the sensations Trevor was granting him, taking and not giving. He felt his hand reaching down and grabbing the front of Trevor’s jeans, feeling the growing bulge pushing against the fabric. It wasn’t as if Nathan hadn’t thought about this moment in the past; in fact, he’d known exactly what he wanted to happen, exactly how he wanted it to feel. He’d just never imagined that he would be the girl and not the guy. But now, in a final gift to his friend from his old male persona, he’d use the expertise of years of masturbation to blow Trevor’s mind.

Trevor stiffened as he felt Nathan’s hand on his dick, and a few moments later he broke away from the kiss, staring deep into Nathan’s eyes. “Freaky, are we? Are you a horny girl, Natalie?”

Nathan’s own dick began to stiffen at those words, though it was much softer and slower to erection than it had been before the changes had happened. The way Trevor had of flirting with him, of teasing him...it drove him absolutely wild. Faced with Trevor’s dominant, erotic dirty talk, he could only moan. “Oh fuck…”

“I’m gonna take that as a yes,” he whispered into Nathan’s ear. “I’m gonna take that as a yes, and I’m gonna do what I always do to dirty girls like you.”

“W-what do you do to dirty girls?” Nathan gave him an innocent expression, knowing that Trevor would like it, and he did; his dick stiffened in Nathan’s hand.

“I think you can imagine what I do to them,” murmured Trevor. He brought his hand down from Nathan’s cheek and rested it on his neck. It was a supremely erotic gesture; in one smooth motion, he demonstrated his power over Nathan, how his friend was under his complete control. That was incredibly enough, but then he leaned in further, even closer, so that his lips were almost touching Nathan’s ear, and then, in a low whisper that was almost a growl, answered Nathan’s question. “I fuck their brains out.”

“Fuck…” moaned Nathan. The atmosphere was incredibly charged now, and he’d never felt more ready for someone to rip his clothes off and take him then and there. “Fuck my brains out, Trevor. Do me like a dirty slut.”

“Like a dirty slut?” Trevor moved around to look into Nathan’s eyes, tilting his friend’s chin up, forcing him into a staredown. “I don’t have to do you like a dirty slut, bitch. You are a dirty slut.” With that, and before Nathan had time to react, Trevor’s hand stopped playing with his nipples began to travel down his torso, passing down his chest, his smooth midriff, his crotch, and finally grazing across his half-hard penis. “And this right here? This is all the proof I need that I’m right.”

Nathan had no words. Trevor was a master at what he did, a master at taking Nathan and molding him like clay, wrapping him around his little finger, giving him pleasure as if it was the easiest and most natural thing in the world. A long moan escaped his lips, and he found himself nearly driven into a frenzy, having to hold himself back from diving headlong onto Trevor’s cock. Not long now, he told himself, and it would have to be enough, though he knew it could never be. He would keep returning to this moment, he knew, thinking back to it, wondering why it couldn’t have lasted forever.

Trevor’s hands crept underneath Nathan’s jean jacket, pushing it off his shoulders in a single gentle motion. Then his hands moved to the zipper of Nathan’s dress. For the first time ever, Nathan was excited, rather than embarrassed, that Trevor was going to see him naked, exposed. For as long as he could remember, his body had been an item of shame, disgust, and sadness, and part of the reason why he could never have imagined himself having sex. But now...now that he had changed, he loved his body, took it as a point of pride that that was how he looked, and he couldn’t wait to let Trevor admire it.

He was awoken from his reverie by the sensation of his dress falling to the ground. He was now standing nearly naked in front of his friend, feeling Trevor’s eyes raking his body. “Fuck,” said Trevor. “That’s a nice body you’re giving to me, slut. Too bad I’m going to have to use it.”

“Oh…” said Nathan. “Use me, Trevor. Stuff your cock into me! I’m all yours, baby, for as long as you want me.”

“Oh really?” Trevor looked Nathan in the eye as he undid Nathan’s bra, letting it fall to the floor to join his dress. “Any way I want you?”

“Fuck yes.” Nathan felt desperation welling up inside of him. He felt like he needed Trevor’s cock more than he’d ever needed anything in his life. The desire was so strong, so overwhelming, that when Trevor put a hand on his shoulder, pushing gently downwards to tell him to get on his knees, he felt himself obey without even a hint of resistance, without even the slightest hesitation.

Now that he was face to face with Trevor’s cock, his desire to hold it, pleasure it, suck it only grew, grew until it became impossible to control. He unzipped his friend’s jeans, pulled them down, yanked his underwear down as well, and then it was there before him. Trevor’s cock was bigger than Nathan’s, and thicker too, juicy and rock-hard, staring Nathan down like an accusing finger.

The realization dawned on Nathan that he was really about to do this; he was really about to take Nathan’s cock into his mouth, to suck it, to pleasure it. It was the exact dirty thing that he used to think about a girl doing for him...but now he was the girl, and he had never wanted anything more than he wanted to taste Trevor, to hear him grunt with pleasure, to give him sensations that he couldn’t get anywhere else. It felt, good, right, that things should be this way.

Nathan had always known what he would have wanted from a blowjob, and it always started, in his mind, with the girl taking his cock, rubbing it slowly, letting him warm up to the pleasure to come. So Nathan took a finger, just a single index finger, and traced it down the side of Trevor’s cock, feeling the veins, the slight curve to the right, the unique details that made this cock Trevor’s, and no one else’s. He slid it back up the other side, letting Trevor long for more rather than giving him what he wanted right then and there. Though Trevor’s breathing quickened slightly, he didn’t seem to want to rush, so Nathan took his time, let things play out the way he knew they were supposed to play out.

Still, though, it was getting to be time to give Trevor more. Nathan looked up and met Trevor’s eyes as he bent towards his friend’s cock, letting a bead of saliva escape his lips and fall onto the head. Trevor visibly shuddered, and Nathan congratulated himself on his performance thus far, but there was a lot that remained to be done. Nathan reached out with one hand and gently cupped his friend’s balls, massaging them slowly and tenderly, as he used his other hand to begin to oh-so-slowly pump Trevor’s cock.

The feeling of a man’s meaty, throbbing rod in Nathan’s hand was one he knew he wouldn’t soon forget. Trevor’s cock was practically its own creature, moving with its own agenda and its own plan, and Nathan knew that part of that plan, at least, involved his eager mouth. But it would be better to let the creature hunger for a bit longer, to make the sweet agony of anticipation just a little sweeter. He began to pump a little faster now, and Trevor groaned as his cock got even harder in Nathan’s grasp.

Nathan knew, though, that Trevor was bound not to last long under such an assault. He had to have mercy on the poor boy, and ultimately he knew neither of them was there for a handjob. He stopped jerking his friend off as suddenly as he had started, and then, slowly, he leaned down and planted a kiss on the head of Trevor’s cock. For all his tough talk earlier, Trevor seemed to have fallen victim to events. Nathan might have been his little slut, but it was Trevor who was waiting, helplessly, for Nathan to give him more, to pleasure him further. Nathan wanted Trevor to be on top, of course; he’d been so sexy when he was taking control. But this short period of reversal was fun too, and Nathan meant to enjoy it while it lasted.

At last, he took the tip of Trevor’s cock into his mouth, gazing up into Trevor’s eyes as he did so. The connection between them in that moment felt electric, white-hot and incredibly intense. The taste of his friend’s meat was everything Nathan had hoped for; slightly sweet, sweaty, musky, real. He couldn’t stop himself from taking more of it into his mouth; though he’d never actually given a blowjob, of course, he’d spent many hours reading about how it was done, wondering, subconsciously, why it couldn’t be him giving rather than receiving. So he knew to go slow, to take his time as much as he could. It was what he had wanted, back when he had wanted this kind of thing.

Slowly, he began to apply gentle suction, and at the same time work Trevor’s cock into and out of his mouth a tiny bit at a time, feeling it slide past his lips and back out again, giving Trevor time to enjoy the sensation. And enjoy it he did. Trevor was trying to play it cool, but whenever he looked up, he noticed his friend’s eyes screwed tightly shut, his breathing ragged and shallow. Nathan knew that look; he was thinking about video games, sports, anything but the hot boy-cum-hot-babe going to town on his man-meat. Well, as long as it meant he could last longer, Nathan would have been okay with him doing anything at all. It would be worth it when it was Nathan’s turn for pleasure - and that, he hoped, was coming very soon.

Getting into a rhythm, Nathan began to properly bob on his friend’s dick, letting his instincts take over a bit more. He admitted it as deep into his mouth as he could without properly deepthroating it, something that he wasn’t sure he’d be able to do - and, anyway, gagging and crying was sure to ruin his makeup, and that would be disappointing. He let himself fade away for a minute or two, running on autopilot, sometimes running his tongue over the underside of Trevor’s cock, other times backing off and letting his friend’s unconscious hip-thrusting carry the action for a bit.

Then it all got to be too much for Trevor. His hands pushed down on Nathan’s forehead, and Nathan took the hint, sliding his lips off Trevor’s cock, breathing freely once again. He felt vaguely disappointed, dismayed that Trevor had reached his limit; he had wanted to suck him for longer, to enjoy him more. But, well...there were going to be other ways to get off tonight. Nathan just had to be patient.

Trevor took a moment to collect himself, and then he grabbed Nathan’s arm, pulling him to his feet with surprising strength. Though he was only an inch or two shorter than his friend, Nathan felt very small around Trevor; it was only natural that he would be the bottom, the dominated one. Trevor looked into his eyes, and there was that steely glare again, that look of domination and control. “I want to make you mine, bitch,” growled Trevor, and there was an edge in his voice that suggested that he really meant that. “We’re not done yet.”

“H-how do you want me, Trevor?” asked Nathan, trying to look innocent once again. He knew what he wanted, and he was pretty sure that it was what Trevor wanted as well, but this was all part of the fun.

“I want your ass,” said Trevor. “Get the fuck onto the bed.” Nathan could barely contain his excitement as he complied. Trevor pulled on a condom while Nathan hopped onto the mattress and lay down on his back, hard dick poking out of his panties. If Trevor could resist Nathan’s display...well, he’d have to be some kind of saint. And, after tonight, Nathan suspected that that wasn’t the case.

Soon, Trevor had his condom on and had gotten lubed up. He slid Nathan’s panties off and tossed them to the side, letting Nathan’s small penis spring free. Trevor poked it. “That’s cute.”

“It doesn’t matter about my little dick, Trevor,” said Nathan. “Just...fuck my ass. I need you inside me! That’s how I’m going to cum.”

“Careful what you wish for, slut,” said Trevor. “When I’m done with you...well, you won’t be able to walk right for a week!” He positioned his cock at the entrance of Nathan’s asshole, and Nathan felt it press gently against the opening. He breathed out; this was going to be life-changing.

And then, at last, Trevor began to push his meaty rod into Nathan’s eager hole. At first, there was some resistance; Nathan gasped as his asshole stretched painfully to accommodate Trevor’s not-insignificant girth. The feeling of having a thick cock inside of him, even one that was lubed-up, was one that he hadn’t been ready for.

But then Trevor’s cock delved deeper, pushing into the most secret reaches of Nathan’s insides, and there began to be pleasure along with the pain. Something deep, deep inside of Nathan, something that had never been touched or acknowledged before, was being stimulated, rubbed with the head of Trevor’s cock. Nathan had masturbated before, of course, and splattered his cum onto his hand many times, but this...this was a different kind of pleasure altogether, less intense, but more fundamental. He felt that, if he came this way, the orgasm would be unlike anything he’d ever experienced.

Gently, Trevor began to thrust, sending electric sparks of pleasure coursing through Nathan’s body. Each stroke of his friend’s cock sent ripples coursing through him, bringing pleasure to every fiber of his being. Soon, he began to gasp, to moan; this feeling of violation, penetration, was one he only now realized he’d been waiting for all his life. Trevor was giving him something he’d never known he needed, and it felt so, so sweet.

Trevor was also enjoying himself. As he sped up his thrusts slightly, Nathan noticed that his breathing was beginning to get shallower, and that his heartbeat, which Nathan could feel, being so close to his friend’s body, was accelerating. He was losing control. But unlike before, when Nathan’s head had been clear, his thinking unimpeded, now Nathan’s grip on himself was slipping as well. It just felt so good to be pounded by his friend’s big cock, so good to writhe and moan and gasp in pleasure, so good to serve and be dominated. The echoing, rippling pleasure was intensifying, rising higher and higher with each thrust.

Nathan was definitely climbing towards orgasm; he realized that now. But it was an orgasm he knew he wouldn’t be able to control. It would be intense, and, whereas the orgasm from masturbation affected only a part of his body, this orgasm would rock his entire being. He was more than a little afraid, the same kind of fear he’d felt when he’d smoked weed and realized he could feel it affecting the way he thought and acted, but this experience, unlike the joint, would be worth it.

Trevor’s thrusts were sending shocks into the core of Nathan’s being now, and Nathan felt himself almost there, almost, hovering at the brink of orgasm. He felt as though he could reach out and grab it, and each thrust sent him almost to the edge, but not quite. It would happen soon, though. Almost, almost…

And then, at last, a wave of pleasure came crashing through him. For a moment, he lost all awareness of the world outside his body, and he could only focus on the thigh-trembling, heart-fluttering waves of almighty ecstasy pervading his whole being. The sensation was frighteningly intense, like a roller coaster ride, a journey at two hundred miles an hour through the possibilities of the sensations his body could give him.

In that moment of supreme ecstasy, he realized something important. This experience, this life-changing, earth-shaking experience, would never have been possible as a boy. He’d never been a boy. He hadn’t put on makeup and a dress to be a boy. It just...there were some words that didn’t apply to him, like “gregarious” and “Armenian” and “diabetic,” and boy was in that category. Nathan was...Nathan was Natalie. She refused to keep lying to herself any longer, pretending that she could still live the normal life she had before.

It was only a few seconds, but it felt like much longer, before Natalie came back to Earth. She realized that Trevor had also cum; that was the warm, sticky sensation in her asshole. Luckily, her friend was wearing a condom. It was a minute or two before they could say anything to each other, and they just stood there, panting, waiting for the words to come to express what they had experienced.

“Well...fuck,” Trevor finally got out. “Damn.”

“Shit, that was…” Natalie couldn’t get any further than that, but she felt that that was an appropriate way of agreeing with what Trevor had said.

Trevor checked his watch. “Oh shit! It’s ten fifteen.”

“Ten fifteen?” asked Natalie. Time? Was that a thing?

“Yeah,” said Trevor. “My mom’s been blowing up my phone. I kinda have to run. But, hey...I’m probably gonna end up in the area for college, so if you ever wanna, you know, hook up…

“I’ll call you,” said Natalie, grinning. They pulled on their clothes, and soon they were standing at the door of the dorm room.

“Well, this is goodbye, for now,” said Trevor. “I’m sorry to go so suddenly.”

“It’s fine,” said Natalie. “I get it. Good luck explaining what you were doing for all this time to your parents.”

“I’ll figure it out,” he said. “I’ll see you.”

“Goodbye,” said Natalie, planting a kiss on Trevor’s cheek. Now, at last, she got to see him blush, a bright red flush that spread over his whole face. He muttered something like a goodbye in return, turned and left, heading down the hallway, and Natalie felt strangely proud as she watched him go. He had been her first conquest, but...with this new body, and this sexy new wardrobe, it would be a shame if he were her last.

As Trevor left, Natalie wondered whether she could find another guy like him. Probably not easily, but then, she’d have a lot of chances, right? There were a lot of guys on the Roberts University campus, and...well, she hadn’t admitted it to herself, but she’d been taking particular notice of some of them over the past few days. The odds were good that something would work out. She’d never been excited for sex and love as a guy; it had just been something she’d vaguely expected to do at one point. Now, though...well, she found herself floating somewhere between hopeless romantic and hopelessly horny. Not a bad place to be, on balance.

She found herself craving a snack for some reason. Having sex burned calories, right? It was exercise. She thought of the peanut butter cups and headed over to her snack drawer, where the bag was sitting, waiting for her. It would be empty after she had her three tonight, which made her sad. As she popped one into her mouth, she reflected that the one thing that had changed, between her being a boring guy and now a hot girl, was that she’d started eating the peanut butter cups. The five days she’d taken to finish the bag had exactly corresponded to the timeframe of her dramatically-accelerated transition. Wasn’t that ridiculous, though? There was no way a peanut butter cup could have that effect on a person. Clearly, fucking Trevor had also fucked with her brain.

But now it was time to get cleaned up. Natalie hurried to the bathroom and hopped in the shower, breathing a sigh of relief that no one had seen her first, brief, walk of shame. In the stall, she washed off the sweat and makeup that marked her romantic escapade. Soon, she began to feel content and sleepy. Getting out of the shower, she brushed her teeth and headed back to her room.

As she lay in her bed, slowly drifting off to sleep, Natalie thought about Trevor again. It was best not to get too attached, she knew but...she wanted to see him again sometime. He knew his way around a woman, that was for sure.


Wednesday

Natalie’s sleep was stirred by only a single dream (at least, that she could remember). She was sitting on the porch of a country mansion like the kind in upstate New York, overlooking a view of a green valley beneath. A small river, and a belt of trees, cut through the valley floor, and away further upstream she could see that the forest grew thicker, gradually expanding to fill the entire valley. It all looked familiar for some reason…

A cool breeze blew across the porch, tousling her flowing locks and her comfy white dress. The scene was one of utmost ease, and she didn’t feel a care in the world. The view before her was breathtaking, after all, and at her elbow there was a cool glass of iced tea, the perfect accompaniment to a perfect afternoon.

She looked over at the man sitting next to her, checking if he was as content as she was. With his arm wrapped around her shoulders, she felt like a baby bird in a nest, safe and warm and utterly carefree. His face wasn’t quite defined; it was blurry and hard to recognize. He could really have been anyone, but that didn’t matter. She didn’t need to know his name. All Natalie needed to know was that he was there for her, and that all the problems that she’d had in the past, trouble with relationships, with sex, with her own self-confidence and self-worth...those issues were more or less things of the past. She’d have to deal with them on occasion, but now that she was the person she’d always dreamed of being, it would be so much easier. And finding a man, kissing him, even feeling him inside her...that was all a part of the formula, the formula that would lead to her leading the happiest life she possibly could.

Natalie awoke to the chirping of her alarm. The dream had felt so vivid, so real, that for a moment she felt disoriented, looking around for the porch, the view, the...man, but there was just her darkened dorm room, a dorm room that still smelled faintly of sex. Her roommate was sleeping like a log in the other bed. Was it weird to have a guy as her roommate? Kind of, but then, they never spoke, so it wasn’t that bad.

She hopped out of bed, pulled on her workout clothes, and headed out to hit the street. She felt lighter, more flexible, than she ever had before, and the run flew by in a full minute less time than usual; it was amazing how much better she felt now that the world could see her true self. She did cross the street before she got to the construction site, though; even though the wolf whistle had been an important sign for her that something was up, it was not an experience she wanted to repeat. Guys who catcalled all had small dicks.

Back at the dorm, she rinsed off in the shower and then headed back to her room to get dressed. Her roommate had stumbled off to the bathroom, so she could turn on the lights and pick out an outfit without the usual consequences of dressing in the dark; there had been more than one occasion when she’d left her room wearing two different socks. There was also an opportunity to use her new purchase. At the Target in the mall, she’d bought something that the time hadn’t been right for until now: A nice full-length mirror, which she duct-taped to the door of her closet. Before, she’d been afraid of mirrors, had avoided them like the plague, but now...now she had the confidence to admire her body.

And she looked good, even in her underwear. Her hair was long now, reaching down almost to the middle of her back, and, with its attractive wavy texture, it was a joyto run her hands through. It looked like something out of a shampoo commercial. Never before had Natalie had an aspect of her appearance that she was genuinely proud of, but that had changed now.

Her body was also different. Her face had softened again, to the point where there was no way to tell it had ever been that of a man, and her breasts had grown to...well, judging by how the bra now seemed a little bit too tight, they were a good C-cup. Her waist wasn’t the narrowest, but, and she spent a while admiring this, her ass had really grown. Putting jeans on would now be an experience.

Natalie threw on a cute outfit inspired by that idea: Jeans, a white t-shirt, a black leather jacket, and her white sneakers from the day before, which she was quickly growing to love. Then she did a quick makeup look, just some eyeliner, mascara, and lip gloss - enough to give herself a feeling of put-togetheredness, but not enough to make her late to class. She liked makeup, but...it was easy to feel reliant on it, and besides, she looked good enough without it as well. As she headed off to breakfast, she glanced at herself in the mirror once again; she couldn’t quite get over the fact that the woman she saw staring back at her was just what she had always dreamed of looking like. It was hard to believe it was her reflection at all.

Her stomach reminded her that she was hungry, probably due to all that late-night “exercise,” and she turned away and hurried off to the cafeteria.

* * *

The day went by in a wonderful haze. Time and time again, people called her Natalie and she. She got compliments on her outfit. She met Erica for lunch, and they chatted about this and that - it felt like the most natural thing in the world, to be sitting there in the cafeteria, casually being a woman. Natalie wondered how she had been so lucky, that this mysterious thing would happen to her.

Everything was just easier. Classes went by quicker. She focused better. Her homework seemed to fly by. Moving through the world in the form she’d been meant to take was like switching from a bike to a car, and God did it feel good.

At last, though, four o’clock rolled around, and it was almost time to get going. Natalie only worked two shifts a week at the student store - with so much demand for work study, they couldn’t give people too many hours - but she had always dreaded them. Interacting with people had never been her specialty, and whenever things were going too well (or, in other words, there were no customers), Ryan always seemed to show up and harass her. But now...well, things might not be so bad. In her new body, Natalie felt much more confident socially, able to show her true self to people, and conversations weren’t quite so hard. And, well, she felt like she could maybe take care of Ryan. She got into her store-issued polo shirt, refreshed her makeup, and headed off to work.

* * *

Many hours later (six, to be precise), Natalie was feeling like her optimism had been well-founded. Serving customers had been so much easier, and she had even had the energy to smile at people coming in, something she had never done before. There was also no sign of Ryan, and she was beginning to hope that he wouldn’t show up at all. It was late, right? Maybe he’d gone to some stupid party or something. Maybe he’d been expelled for sheer idiocy. Maybe his family had moved to the Moon and taken him with them...well, a girl could dream.

Her hopes were dashed when she heard the crunch of feet outside. It was a herd of four or five of Ryan’s friends, talking and laughing as they headed for the door of the college store. There was no sign of the man himself, but this was almost as bad.

Still, when they came bursting in, she found the confidence to hold her ground. One of the bros came up to the register and asked where the children’s clothing was; she knew none of them were expectant fathers (and that, if they had been, they’d be running off to another state), but she didn’t let the teasing faze her and coolly directed them to aisle three. They seemed disappointed with her measured response, and that was an utterly delicious feeling.

As Natalie watched them ransack her orderly store, she felt a strange sensation of detachment. Yes, she would have to clean up the mess. Yes, she was being used as a doormat by a bunch of bullying assholes who knew that there was nothing she could say to them. Yes, this wasn’t an ideal situation. But...letting them get to her was letting them win, and as long as they didn’t, she was ahead. So, as she observed one of the bros carefully removing all the Roberts University t-shirts from the branded teddy bears, she didn’t let herself feel angry or upset. Instead, she took a deep breath and reminded herself that they’d get bored and leave in a few minutes, and that then she would have the store to herself once again.

That feeling of composure lasted until Natalie heard more footsteps outside. Looking over to the door, she felt a wave of panic when she noticed Ryan outside, mere seconds before he kicked open the door and strutted in. His friends looked over at him, but he made a jerking motion towards the exit with his head, and they all began to shuffle out. She wondered whether that had been a prearranged signal; if so, why?

When all the goons were gone, Ryan headed over and leaned on the counter. “Sorry ‘bout my friends. They’re fucking idiots, right? Don’t know how to operate in civilized society.”

Natalie regarded him coolly. “Why are you here?” Despite her harsh demeanor, she felt something moving inside of her. She’d only ever viewed Ryan with disgust and hatred, but now...now it seemed like her feelings had always been mixed with something else. Normally, she’d have pushed such thoughts away, but with him standing right there in front of her...

“Oh, I’m just here to congratulate you!” He gave a big, insincere smile and punched her lightly on the arm, a gesture from which she recoiled. “You’ve made a big step. A lot’s changed since Friday! I wonder what it could’ve been…”

“Do you -” Natalie swallowed. Was it possible that Ryan had been involved in her transition? “Do you know what did this to me?”

“Yeah, I do,” he said. “Your own courageous will to live life the way you knew was right, not the way society told you was normal. And that’s admirable.”

“Fuck off,” she said, surprising herself. She would never have had the nerves to say such a thing before. “If you’re gonna give me bullshit, get the hell out of here. I’m sick of you.”

Ryan was unfazed. “When have I ever given you bullshit? Listen, I’m not here to tease you or to torment you. No...no, I’m here because I see a pretty woman here who looks like she’s in need of some Wednesday night fun.”

Natalie took a deep breath. He was trying to push her buttons. That was what he was always trying to do. He wouldn’t tell her what he knew about the past five days. He wouldn’t get off her case. He’d never leave her alone. But...those feelings inside of her still weren’t going away. And if she’d learned one thing from her experiences over the past few days, it was that it wasn’t any use to ignore those deep-seated rumbles. She opted for a more neutral response. “What the fuck do you want?”

He raised his eyebrows. “First, I want to hear you say it.”

“Say what?”

“Tell me that you think I’m a sexy beast, and that even though you hate my guts, you still want to bone me.” It was out there. The atmosphere crackled with electricity, and Ryan stood there patiently, looking Natalie in the eye, waiting for her answer. What was she supposed to tell him now?

She sighed. For her, there would be no way out. “Don’t make me regret this.”

“Oh, you won’t.” He grinned broadly.

* * *

A few minutes later, they were standing in the campus store’s storage room. It was a small space, with an open area of probably only four by six feet, and Natalie felt that she had been driven here, not by choice (as had happened with Trevor), but by fate. She and Ryan...there was some force driving them together, commanding them to meet, if only this once, and she was powerless to deny or change it.

“Ready?” he asked. Though there was a smirk on his face, that was contrasted by a sort of concern in his voice, a layer of just-almost-maybe-caring-about-what-Natalie-thought. She was a little taken aback, but it wouldn’t make up for everything he’d done to her over the last few months.

“Listen, don’t...don’t talk to me,” she said. “Don’t open your stupid loud mouth. Just...just...fucking…” And then, as if pulled by invisible strings, she felt herself leading forwards, and then, a moment later, her lips meeting his.

The sensation of kissing Ryan wasn’t as bad as she had expected. He was gentler than she thought he would be, and it was her that forced her tongue past his lips, her that deepened this kiss into a proper face-chewing experience. There was a hunger inside of her, a keen, desperate hunger that couldn’t be sated through taking it slow.

He responded enthusiastically, and soon, she found him grabbing her new breasts, roughly mauling them. The sensation had been pleasurable enough when Trevor had been doing it, but this...this was different. Natalie had felt that fucking Trevor had been the right move, that it would be a way to discover a new part of herself, that it was a safe way to feel the pleasure of having sex as a woman. Fucking Ryan was clearly the wrong idea, but that made it so much hotter. When he massaged her nipples, then, Natalie didn’t just feel submissive - she felt utterly helpless, at the mercy of Ryan’s desire, at the mercy of her own poor decisions. If he could make her cum...well, she could already sense that it was going to be an orgasm to remember.

Again and again she came up for air before their lips came back together, and again and again the desperate desire inside of her doubled, trebled in intensity. She felt an urge to follow Ryan’s lead, to let him set the rules of the road, but...she’d have trouble holding back if he made her wait much longer.

Luckily, Ryan seemed to be in a giving mood. She felt a hand leave her nipple and then, a moment later, cup her bulge, gently massaging her small penis and shrunken balls. Though Trevor had done the same general thing as well, the feeling of having her penis pushed, pulled, pressed between Ryan’s fingers was altogether different than anything the other man had attempted. Usually, when Natalie masturbated, she would pump away, using her penis like a man might, simulating shoving it in and out of a hole, but...when Ryan did this to her, it was like...it was like her penis was an oversized clit, there to be tweaked, pleasured, but not to be thrust into something. And, after all, if she was a girl, wasn’t it her clit? Her little, tiny, impotent clitty there to swing between her legs as a big strong man fucked her? The thought made her head swim with arousal.

At last, she could bear it no more, and she felt herself falling to her knees, thankful for the padding her jeans gave her against the rough cement floor. Her hands scrabbled against the front of Ryan’s pants, and he seemed a bit taken-aback, surprised that she would move so fast, but...there weren’t many straight men who’d turn down a blowjob from a hot girl, even a hot girl with something different between her legs. Though Natalie hadn’t expected herself to be taking charge, well...if that was what it took to get Ryan to shut up and fuck her, then that was what she would do.

She scrambled to unbutton and unzip his jeans, then pushed his boxers down, slowing down a little bit as the fabric slid down his crotch and began to reveal his cock; this moment, the first time she saw the object of her lust, had been an enjoyable one with Trevor, and she wanted it to be the same way with Ryan - even if the quality of the man was lower, the quality of the sex could be at least as high as before.

Judging by his tool, that could well be the case. It was thick, thicker than Trevor’s, and a bit longer too; Natalie found that her mouth was watering at the sight and wondered at the kind of person she had become. Was she really this desperate for sex? But then...if she’d found something she liked to do, why not do it? Why not fully enjoy the gifts life could give her? Why not take advantage of her new form to secure pleasure for herself...and a string of lucky men? What was the issue with that?

There wasn’t an issue. Natalie was an adult, and she would do what she wanted. She took Ryan’s cock into her hand and looked up at him as she licked the tip; he was watching her intently, breathing heavily, turned on and ready to go. She took more of him into her mouth, greedily savoring the flavor of him, the musky flavor of his cock, the sensation of serving a man once again. She swirled her tongue around the head, feeling the shape, the texture of her prize, giving herself a few moments to savor it.

But now...now she wanted to try something new. Natalie had been doing some research on Google, and now, well, maybe Ryan’s cock wasn’t ideal to be practicing on, but if she could handle him (and she was reasonably certain that she could), then she could handle anyone. Opening up the back of her throat, fighting back her gag reflex, she shoved his thick tool inside of her as deep as it could go.

The sensation was hard to describe. She felt blocked-up, constricted, gasping for what little air could pass down her throat past Ryan’s cock, but...God, it felt good. It was incredibly satisfying to have this much mastery over Ryan’s tool, to be able to take it into her, to be able to pleasure it in this new, unexpected way. He grunted, the first sound he’d made during their encounter, so she knew that he was feeling good, but honestly this wasn’t about his pleasure; it was about her quest for a new definition of herself, one that she could be comfortable with at last.

He began to thrust in and out of her throat, cock sliding into her airway, blocking her breath for a moment, and then moving out, letting her gasp for breath. It was uncomfortable, almost painful, but, like running a sprint or lifting weights, also strangely satisfying. Natalie could, if she wanted to, perform this sexual feat. She could make Ryan’s eyes cross with pleasure. She could do these things, and maybe she would, sometimes, but the important part was that the power was hers.

Still...she was growing bored of sucking Ryan’s cock. There would be no orgasm if she kept pleasuring him this way. After a minute of intense throatfucking, she pulled her head free, shaking off the hand that he’d put on the back of her head. She would be in control. He looked down at her. “Why did you stop? Keep going. That was good.”

“It was an appetizer,” said Natalie breezily. “You need to get ready for the main course.” Ryan looked like he wanted to complain, wanted to tell her to do something, but a stern look from her shut him down. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a lubed condom packet as she unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them and her panties down, revealing her large, mouthwatering ass. Bending over, she braced herself against one of the metal storage shelves, face-to-face with a box of t-shirts. She wasn’t going to put up with Ryan’s shit; this had better be good.

Soon, Ryan was standing with his tool at the tip of her waiting hole. “Are you ready?” he asked, tone of voice a little less abrasive and assertive than it was in public.

“That’s not the right question, big boy,” said Natalie, looking back at him.

“What...what is the right question?” He seemed uncomfortable, in a position, that of submissiveness, that he wasn’t used to at all.

“The right question is, are YOU ready?” Natalie flipped her hair, a casual gesture of confidence calculated to disconcert him. “This booty might be more than you can handle.”

“Like fuck it is,” said Ryan, though he sounded a bit unsure. She doubted whether any girl he’d fucked had talked back to this extent. Still, he pressed on, grabbing her hips, slowly guiding his rod into her sphincter.

The sensation was much better than it had been with Trevor. Maybe it was because Ryan’s cock was thicker than his had been, or because Natalie’s ass was better-trained now, but the burst of pleasure that had taken a minute or two to emerge with Trevor shot through her immediately the instant Ryan entered her ass. She had to suppress a gasp, but he had no such luck; a grunt of pleasure escaped his lips as her tight asshole closed around him.

Slowly, he began to stroke. The pleasure multiplied in a way that it hadn’t before, each thrust sending shockwaves through her. The knowledge that she was using Ryan for her pleasure, that she was fighting back in a way he had never expected, that she had, after all, managed to overcome his teasing, his bullying, his domineering tendencies...that was orgasmic in and of itself, and, well, his cock didn’t hurt either. Soon, she found moans escaping her lips, small at first but then larger, longer; she tried to fight them back, but she took comfort in the knowledge that Ryan was groaning away, so focused on trying to keep control of himself, trying to stay on top, that he couldn’t possibly notice the fact that she was struggling as well.

She pushed her hips back against him, and he yielded to the pressure at first, surprised, but that wasn’t what she wanted him to do. Grabbing his shirt, Natalie pulled hard, forcing Ryan’s cock deeper into her, ever-deeper, trying to make it reach the secret place inside of her that Trevor hadn’t quite managed to reach, the hidden place that she knew held the potential for an erotic explosion, a wave of ecstasy: the prostate. Ryan was big enough, but...did he have the will? Would he be too confused, too disoriented after being dominated by his perennial victim to give Natalie what she so desperately desired?

With a grunt of effort, he grabbed her hips harder and began to thrust, matching the new depth she’d guided him to. The sensation was exquisite. Where before the pleasure had come in intense shocks, now there was almost a deep throbbing that followed each and every thrust, a feeling that resonated through the core of her being. It was all Natalie could do to keep herself from throwing everything to the wind, gasping and moaning and letting Ryan see how much fun she was having, but...she didn’t want to give him that. Not yet.

Soon, though, she’d have no choice. Ryan was thrusting faster now, and every time he sped up, with every little uptick in the force of his motions, Natalie felt like she was getting closer and closer to orgasm. The orgasm she’d had with Trevor had been ten times as intense as anything she’d ever reached with just her hand; this one promised to be ten times as intense as that. The pleasure was building up not in her crotch, but deep within her, stirring the center of her body, threatening to explode and take over. There was almost a buzzing, a humming in every nerve of Natalie’s body, a feeling of anticipation, of excitement, of uncontrollable lust for the toe-curling, eye-popping pleasure that was just around the corner…

Just as she had almost reached orgasm, Natalie felt Ryan’s cock twitch inside of her; he had reached his limit, and he began thrusting faster, consumed by desire, trying to force himself ever-deeper into her. He groaned, a long, satisfied sound that filled the room. She’d won. She’d bent him to her will, forced him to take a back seat during sex, made him do what she wanted, and now...now he was totally yielding to the pleasure he gave her.

The realization was so erotic that it pushed her over the edge as well. A huge, earth-shaking explosion of pleasure blasted through her, once, twice, a third time. Something deep within her had been sated and was roaring with satisfaction, a booming, rumbling roar that her body could barely contain. She became aware that she was screaming, but there was nothing she could do to bring herself under control. Ryan was as out of it as she was, gasping and grunting as the last of his orgasm flowed away, and she let the pleasure overtake her for a few moments.

Then, at last, it began to fade away. Natalie was breathing hard as her orgasm subsided, and Ryan pulled out of her, tossing the condom into the trash. She pulled her pants up, and so did he; the atmosphere in the room was more than a little awkward, but mostly it felt...confused. Disoriented, almost. They stared at each other for a moment; there were no words for what had just happened.

“Well, fuck me,” said Ryan at last.

“I just did,” said Natalie.

“You know what I mean,” said Ryan. “I...well, I...you should probably get back to work…”

“And you should probably get back to your frat party,” she said.

“You don’t like me that much, do you?” There was something strange in his voice, something that she hadn’t heard before. It wasn’t bombastically confident. It was almost...disappointed.

“I like your dick. Why can’t that be enough for you?” Natalie turned to leave. She hadn’t signed up for a heart-to-heart.

“Listen, Natalie,” said Ryan. “I’m...sorry for bothering you, I guess. I didn’t see you for the person you are. At least promise me we’ll do this again sometime.”

“That’s something I’d agree to,” said Natalie. “And...well, I’m not sure why you’d tell me that now. A good boning isn’t usually a catalyst for character development. But, hey, why not, I guess. We all grow.”

Ryan made a face.

“I’m not gonna date you, Ryan,” she said. “You’re just not my kind of guy. You’re not what I’m looking for, even now that I’m a girl. But we can fuck sometimes.”

“Okay…” said Ryan. “Well, see you around.”

“Yeah, see you,” said Natalie. “And tell your idiot friends not to come around here anymore.” She let him out of the closet first, then followed at a good distance; it was best not to give him the impression that she wanted to spend time with him, at least non-sexual time. She didn’t quite know what had come over her, though. There was a new confidence inside of her, a confidence that let her say what she thought and not care what anyone thought about it, a confidence that let her get rid of the bad things in her life.  In a way, she’d gotten her wish, the wish that she’d made five days before; she definitely had a way of dealing with Ryan now. She would still be seeing him, though...he and his friends just wouldn’t be fucking up her store. It just wasn’t quite what she had imagined.

It was strange to return to work, with some of Ryan’s cum staining her panties, but that was life now, wasn’t it? She was a person who had sex. She’d have to deal with the consequences. Humming to herself, she got to work straightening up the displays.

* * *

Ryan wasn’t quite feeling like himself. He rejoined his friends at the frat party, where they were indeed waiting for him. After a storm of nudges and joking, they asked him how it went. It was funny, though; he couldn’t quite find it in him to brag, even after having a couple of drinks.

It wasn’t that the sex hadn’t been good, though. In fact, he was already thinking about when his next encounter with Natalie might be. It was a good thing, he decided, that he’d slipped her the peanut butter cups. The technology might have been untested, but...she was clearly happier, at least, and God DAMN was she a good fuck. He just got the funny feeling that maybe, just maybe, the girl he viewed as his creation had taken a different path in life than he’d anticipated. Oh well.

There was always booze, though. He got a third cup of jungle juice and resolved to get totally wasted.
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