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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Did I have a choice?

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sighed. Here goes. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So we went to the party. 

Now you’re caught up.  

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

I whispered a quick thank you and went outside. 

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

“I’m Toby.”

“Oh,” I said.

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

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

“Ed is my father,” he said. 

“Gotcha, Toby Garrault.”

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

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

“Leanna,” I said. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was Darien.

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

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

“How’d you know I was here?” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Girl, you have to! You’re so close.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Darien, I don’t want a nice guy.”

“Then we’ll get you a bad guy.”

“I don’t want a guy at all.”

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

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

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

“But it was fun, right?” he said. 

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

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

“I could have been killed.”

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

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

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

“Are we having a contest?”

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

“I can’t see this being funny.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What was I even attracted to? 

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

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

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

It wasn’t Lakeisha.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He knocked again. 

Don’t move.

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

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

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

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

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

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

No! I wrote back. 

More bubbles, and then they stopped. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And that’s so bad?” 

“I don’t want a thrill.”

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

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

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

“And what?” 

“And you have to give it to him.”

“No I don’t!”

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

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

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

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

“You don’t,” Darien grinned. 

“What’s so funny?” 

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

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

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

“But that could be days!” 

“I’ll call you tomorrow, Leanna.” 

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It couldn’t be. Could it?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He took out a squirt bottle of lube.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why does everyone think that?”

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

And with that, he was gone.

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

***

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

Nope, I wrote back during a commercial. 

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

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

Garrett dressed a little like Toby. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What can I do?” I had whimpered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Whose bicep? Mine?

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

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

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

Who wanted closure, me or him? 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And? read his text. 

Nothing, I quickly wrote back. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Especially if I’d be dancing. 

Wait, could I dance? 

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

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

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

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

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

We made it ten whole steps. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Toby looked at me the whole time Darien was talking. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh,” I said, “hang on.”

My heart was pounding. 

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

“Oh,” he said. “Hello there.” 

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

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

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

If this was kissing, I was in. 

“Just fine?” he laughed. 

“No, I mean…” 

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

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

“Can I make us a drink?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I did as he said. 

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

“How stiff?” I heard him say.

“I’m sorry?” 

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

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

“Strong sounds great,” I said. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tell me about it, I wanted to say. 

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

Not a problem, I wanted to say. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No you don’t,” he said.

“No, I really do,” I said. 

He leaned in towards me. 

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

“Wait, what?” I said. 

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

“How…how did you know?” I breathed.

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

“What…did I do wrong?” I said. 

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

“It’s just, what?”

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

“Oh my God,” I said. 

“What?” 

“And you stayed?”

“Of course I stayed,” he said. 

“And earlier you kissed me anyway?”

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

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

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

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

“Oh my gosh,” I mock groaned. 

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

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

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

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

He looked down at me and kissed me again.

We stayed like that as the song ended. 

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

Our kiss, however, kept going. 

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

This me, the one he was seeing. 

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

I knew what I had to do.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He wanted me.

I wanted him. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh!” I gasped in surprise. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please stay the night,” I whispered.


6

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

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

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

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

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

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

Neither do I.


About the Author

Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing Romance fiction.

Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.

Watch Amazon for more of Ally’s stories.

OEBPS/image_rsrcGG.jpg
ALLY VEGA






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




