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Group Project

A Transgirl Gets Loads of Extra Credit

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


Why did I wait until after my transition to do my public speaking requirement? Yes, I was too shy before. 

But so what? I was still shy, only I also added self-consciousness, fear, and worry that I’d be found out. That was much worse. 

What could go wrong, you might ask? How about: everything. 

I’d stand up in front of a class that I needed to pass in order to graduate, then I’d clear my throat, start talking about something I didn’t care about, and people wouldn’t see Cassie Banks, the young hot coed I wanted to be. 

No, they’d see–and hear–Caden Banks, that boy who disappeared for a semester while he grew his hair out and became intimately familiar with his new underwear drawer. 

Well, I was back, and while I was able to start over again as the person I always was, I still had to fulfill the general education requirements of who I used to be. 

I couldn’t complain; it was the closest to a fresh start I could ask for. Most people don’t even get that much. 

Plus, I got to live in the Girls’ Dorm this time, and with another transgirl: Miranda Zoller, who was way more experienced at this than I was, and was not shy in any way. 

“Don’t worry, Cassie,” she had said when I told her my decision to transition. “There are plenty of guys out there who are into girls like us.” Then she got a double room on her own and waited for me to come back to school to move in with her. 

Which gave her an entire semester to find almost every guy who was “into girls like us,” and she had herself a pretty good time. She was hooking up, spreading her legs, making out, bringing a guy back to her room and they didn’t even need to be quiet. 

And she told me all about it, maybe because she thought that would hurry me along. 

Meanwhile, I was in my bedroom in my parents’ basement, feeling my breasts perk up, my dick shrink to embarrassment, my hips swell, and my voice change. I would do my makeup, undo it, and do it again. I would stand by the windows and look outside but not actually go out. 

Then one day I did, and didn’t die. 

Then the next day I did it again, and wasn’t embarrassed.

Then the next day I bought some chips at the Quik-n-Go, and soon I was packing up for my second First Day of College. 

How many more firsts were out there?

A lot, but not always the ones I desperately wanted. 

By the time I got back to school, I needed to get used to taking classes and being a student again; while there may have been a guy out there for me, Miranda probably fucked him already, and he’d need to wait until I got my grades back up anyway. My last semester as Caden was rough. 

Public speaking was my last general education requirement, and I knew what class I needed to take to get it done: Mass Communication.

Mass Communication was hard to get into, even for an upperclassman (or upperclasswoman). Everyone on campus knew that you could fulfill your public speaking requirement with two group projects, and that was it. 

Other classes were about individual speeches, or multiple solo presentations, or debates where you didn’t know the topic ahead of time and had to pick a side no matter what you believed in real life. 

No thanks. 

And so many other people in school said “no thanks” where it was tricky to get into Mass Comm. Unless you were a football player. Then you had strings pulled. 

Football players had strings pulled because of the football coach. Certainly not because of Professor Lowry, who probably hadn’t smiled in a decade. 

And Professor Lowry definitely wasn’t smiling the day she announced to the class that the group assignments had been auto-generated and we could find them posted on our way out of class so that we “could get on our phones and make our little group chats.” 

It took a while for the mob of people to disperse enough for me to see the names posted on the board, but eventually I found my group. 

Cassie Banks, Jamal Lassiter, Dante Pickens, Jamie Tennant, Eric Barnaby. 

For the rest of the semester, I would be working with these people and delivering parts of presentations on…Visual Propaganda? 

Yikes. A topic I didn’t know. And I didn’t know any of the group members, had no idea how to recognize them, and suddenly had a vision of four people looking at me, waiting for me to volunteer to speak on their behalf and do five times the work of a normal group member.

Four guys, one girl. 

Sort of. 

“Are you Cassie?” a voice to my left said, causing me to jump. 

It was a scruffy-looking guy who was a few inches shorter than I was, wearing a tie-dyed t-shirt and four or five necklaces that looked handmade. 

“Yes,” I said, playing with my hair. My hair. “I’m Cassie.” I held my hand out so he could shake it and tell me his name. He did neither. 

“The groups aren’t exactly fair,” he said. “I am not sure I want to do this.” 

“Same here,” I said. “I’m not great speaking in front of people.”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I mean, I don’t think I’m going to do it at all.” 

“But you’ll fail,” I said. “And the rest of us need to do more work and speak longer. Twenty-five minutes divided by five is five minutes. Twenty-five divided by four is 6 and a quarter. That’s more work.” 

“You’re doing more work already,” he said. “You just don’t know it yet. Jamal and Dante are on the football team, and they aren’t going to do anything. They’ll pass the class anyway.” 

This guy was a whiner. 

“You want my advice, withdraw from the class now and try again next semester,” he said. “Because I guarantee this is down to you and Jamie.”

So this must have been Eric Barnaby.

“I need the class to graduate,” I said. 

Eric looked me up and down, pausing for an extra second or two to stare at where my skirt ended and my legs began, right above my knees. I didn’t like it. I felt inspected. 

“Take the W,” he said, referring to what your transcript shows if you try and withdraw from a class after open enrollment. I knew because I had the maximum Ws already. 

Well, Caden did, but here I was picking up the pieces of what felt like someone else’s college career. 

“I’m maxed out already,” I said quietly. Eric laughed, though it was more of a snort. “Well then you’re fucked,” he said, and walked off. “Good luck,” he called over his shoulder.

What the hell just happened? Was my group already down to four people? Was Eric right? Was I about to pick up the slack of football players who were guaranteed to pass no matter what? 

Suddenly my fear returned: I’d lead the group, speak for all 25 minutes, and I’d be just as inspected by the class as Eric had made me feel. 

Every little “tell” that I was only pretending to be someone would be scrutinized, every imperfection in my face, every waver in my voice. Everything. 

And the laughter. It would be just like when my cousins walked in on me wearing my sister’s clothes with quickly-applied makeup on my face. The instant, cruel laughter they all threw at me. The way I felt, standing there in a tiny pair of pink cotton panties while they stared between my legs but pretended not to. The look on their faces as they realized who they were looking at. The fact I could still hear their laughter even after they shut the bathroom door and then left me behind, humiliated and alone, wanting to be someone else who was somewhere else, doing anything else. 

“Please tell me you’re Cassie,” a voice behind me said. 

I turned around and two enormous black guys stared at me, each with a backpack slung over one shoulder. This had to be Jamal and Dante. Each had close-cropped hair and wore oversized hooded sweatshirts–one red, one black–that made it hard but not impossible to see how jacked they were. 

And they were jacked. 

“Why do I have to be Cassie?” I said, expecting an inappropriate compliment. 

“Because the last two girls he asked weren’t,” the one in the red sweatshirt said. The other one laughed. 

So there was no inappropriate compliment. 

“I’m Dante,” the one in the red said. 

“Jamal,” the other one said. 

“Cassie for real,” I said. We shook hands. Their hands were huge. Jamal held on to my hand firmly and twisted his wrist so he could look at my nails. They alternated blue and pink. He nodded. 

“So far it’s just us,” I said, withdrawing my hand. “I just met Eric and I doubt we see him again.” 

“He must not like black guys,” Dante said.

“Mmhmm,” Jamal nodded. 

“I’m…not sure that’s it,” I said. God, they were so tall. 

“We’re used to it,” Dante said. 

“No,” I said, “he said he was…”

I stopped. I just met these guys. Was I about to say that Eric said they were football players and wouldn’t do any work? 

“He said he changed his mind, and he was going to take the W,” I said. 

“Take the W?” Jamal said, looking at Dante. “Isn’t it ‘take the L’? Like, when you lose. You don’t say ‘take the W’, do you?”

“W,” I said. “For ‘withdrawal.’” 

“Take the W, take the L, take the D. Man, what else do people take?” Jamal said, and Dante elbowed him in the side. 

“So what does this mean?” Dante said. “We do more work? I know this prof don’t redo groups, so we’re down to four already.”

“Man, how you know she don’t redo groups?”

“You remember Nick? Last year? Dude kicks field goals in front of 30,000 people every Saturday, and he was losing his damn mind knowing he’d have to talk 5 extra minutes in front of…what’s this room hold? 200 people? Half ain’t even paying attention.” 

“Whatever,” Jamal shrugged. “Coach made me take ballet last year. This ain’t shit. Five minutes, ten minutes, who gives a fuck.” 

I laughed, and both guys looked at me. 

“You’re not planning on quitting too, are you?” Jamal asked. 

“No,” I said. “No, I need this. I need this class.”  

“Us too,” Jamal said. “We’ll probably sound dumb. Who knows. It ain’t shit. We got to try though. No football if we don’t.” 

“People already think we’re dumb,” Dante said. 

“Sometimes we even prove it,” Jamal said. 

“Seriously, dude,” Dante said, shaking his head. 

“I’m kidding,” Jamal said, looking at me. “We’ll do fine, even if we do have to talk more about…what the fuck is our topic?” He squinted at the board. “Propaganda. Fun.” 

We scanned the code next to our group name on the board and a few minutes later we had our group chat, we had our topic, and we agreed to meet the next day in the library to form some kind of plan before they left for a road game against UT.  

Eric just sent a peace sign in response to our first group meeting, and by the time I got back to my dorm, Jamie still hadn’t responded. 

Dante and Jamal sent a photo of the two of them in the quad, threatening to “hunt us down if we didn’t show up.” 

They seemed fun, and light-hearted. They clearly knew each other well, and I already felt like a  third wheel.  

***

Miranda and I had been ignoring each other for about 30 minutes. She was sitting at her desk in her underwear and a sports bra, doing something in front of a mirror. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but the room smelled like peaches and acetone. 

I was curled up on my bed, bothered by how badly my public speaking plan had seemed to backfire. I was cursing Caden for not doing it for me. 

Eventually the silence became too much, and I could tell Miranda knew I wanted to talk, except she was waiting for me to do it first. 

So I broke. 

“Can I ask for some advice?” I said. 

“What kind of advice?”

“Group work advice.” 

“So you need to borrow some lube.”

“What? No!” 

“You want to make sure you’re ready for some hot boys in your group,” she said, nodding. “I get it.” 

“No,” I said. “I’m wondering if you think it’s a good idea to drop Mass Comm.”

“That advice is a lot less fun.”

“Maybe,” I said. 

“Mass Comm is the easiest way to get the gen ed requirement out of the way,” she said. “Everyone knows that.”

“Right,” I said. “But here’s the thing: my group was assigned earlier and it’s two football players who are a little worried about sounding dumb, a guy who we don’t think has ever been to class, and then a guy who already told me he plans on protesting his group assignment and he has no intention of going to our first meeting.”

“So it’s you and two football players?”

“Yes.”

“I had a dream like that once.”

“Miranda, I’m serious.”

“So am I. It was a really good dream.” 

I stared at her while she drummed her fingernails on her knee. Eventually she sighed. 

“Fine,” she said. “Can you withdraw?”

“No, I have too many.” 

“And Add/Drop is over.”

“Unfortunately.”

“So you’d fail on purpose?”

“I guess so.”  

“And you want to drop because you’re afraid of boys.”

“No,” I said. “I want to drop because I wanted to speak for five minutes. With three people in the group I would have to speak for much more.” 

“But if you stop going to class, take the F, and retake a speaking class next semester, you’re going to speak more anyway.”

“I’d just take Mass Comm next semester.”

She stared at me and gently spun herself back and forth in her swivel chair. “And you think you’ll get into that class not once, but twice?” 

I had no response. 

“Add you can’t drop now anyway, right? You can’t even withdraw. So you’re really asking if you can fail the class on purpose, then your only option is to wiggle your ass to the Dean and see if you can take the class again and get your grade replaced.” 

“I’m not wiggling my ass for the Dean.”

“You should. Dean Kilrone is hot. Dean Stephens, not so much. But Dean Kilrone? I’d spread my legs for him.” 

“You’re something else.” 

“So are you. From when I met you. Completely, someone else.” 

“That’s not what I meant.” 

She blew on her nails. “Put on something nice, let’s go to dinner, and we’ll talk about this there.” 

“Thank you.” 

“You are mostly asking for permission to slut your way to an A.”

“I am not.”

“We’ll see.” 

***

It took a long time for Miranda to get to the advice, and when she did give it to me, I was glad I hadn’t paid for it. 

First she needed to tell me about Fabian, her newest crush, who didn’t know she was trans and she wasn’t sure when she was going to tell him. Then she had to tell me about Lara, one of the newest transgirls to come out at LGBTQ Club, and who she already viewed as a threat. 

Then she had to tell me about her classes, and how Professor Dingler was so strict, and she already was maxed out on absences for the semester, and what would she do if she actually got sick for real? 

During dinner, Jamal and Dante sent another selfie to the group chat. 

We’d better see you all tomorrow, or else, it read, and they were both standing with their arms crossed, looking angry. 

“Girl, if you don’t go to this group project, I will do it for you,” Miranda said, moving a tater tot on her plate with her fork. “Those are your groupmates? I’ve definitely had a dream like this then. And so have you. I’ve seen your phone.”

I knew I blushed in response. 

It was true. 

You could follow my transition from home simply by following what kind of porn I was watching. At first it was just, I don’t know, regular porn. I didn’t know what to search for, so it was just bubbly young blondes getting on their knees to suck off some body builder type. It wasn’t really my thing, but I didn’t know what other things there were. 

Then one day I found a video of a trans schoolgirl who was very serious about passing her class, and as I watched her getting bent over her desk by a very passionate man, I knew I had found something special. 

He was a very passionate black man. With a baseball bat between his legs that made the schoolgirl lose her mind. She moaned and cried out and dripped and grunted. She held on for dear life as he pumped into her and desired everything about her, because he touched it all, he licked it all, he sucked it all, and he wasn’t done with her for 32 minutes. 

She was perfect to me. She looked the way I wanted to look. I knew it was porn, I knew it wasn’t real, but seeing someone onscreen desiring a girl like me, someone confident, in good shape, someone hung like an animal, and someone unafraid to show what he wanted? 

I wanted that feeling. Maybe not with a giant dick right away, but I wanted to feel the way she felt. It’s why I believed Miranda when she said there were guys out there who were into girls like us. 

I knew what wanting a girl like me looked like, or what I wanted it to look like. 

And that’s all it took. One hot black teacher having his way with a sexy transgirl, and somehow I knew that could be me one day. 

Then I was searching for BBC this, BBC that. Gangbangs, mostly. Just some girl, tossed around by a group of black men, growling orders at her, taking their turns, savoring every part of her body. 

Do that long enough and you can’t help but think about what random guys have in their shorts. Anyone would, right? 

So of course I wondered that about Dante and Jamal. 

But you don’t act on it. 

Unless you’re Miranda, I guess. 

She knew what I had gotten off to because she found it in my phone’s history. She scolded me, told me good girls don’t do that, but it was all playful. She had probably done worse. 

“Is that your advice?” I finally said. “Do it or else you will?” 

“No,” she said, mock fanning herself as she held my phone and looked at the guys. “No, my advice is to go and just do it.” 

“That’s it?” I said. “Nothing wise and supportive?”

“No,” she said, handing my phone back to me and then snatching it right back. “No, that’s it. Just do the damn project. These guys seem fun, and they’re hot, and you’ll get dressed up and tease them a little, and you’ll get your public speaking done. Which you have to do anyway. You can either do it with hot fun football players, or you can do it in a class that sucks worse. Your call.” 

I pouted. 

“That’s the spirit!” she said. “Your whole life you had an inner girl that was afraid to come out. Let her out. Let her call the shots for a change.” 

I swiped on my phone to write back to the guys.

“Miranda,” I said. “Why did you send them the blowing kiss emoji? I don’t even know these guys!” 

“You will,” she said, and she stood up to clear her tray. 

Dinner was over. So was Miranda’s Life Lesson Academy, if it ever started. 

***

Miranda insisted I wear a skirt. 

Insisted. 

“What’s wrong with this?” I asked. I had just gotten back to the room after Art History, my last class of the day. I was still annoyed at the non-advice she gave me the night before at dinner. 

“Cass,” she said, looking over her glasses at me. “You’re basically in pajamas. Leggings, yes, they’re cute. A hoodie, yes, it’s all part of the ‘I don’t care’ uniform. A ponytail? Fine, I love them too, for when I don’t care. But you don’t seem to understand. You are taking charge of this group project, and you are going to look–and act–the part. Got it?” 

“I don’t want to take charge of it.” 

“But you might.”

“I’ll let one of Dante or Jamal do it. They seem more in control. They don’t seem to be bothered by this.”

“That’s not the same as being in control. That’s their ‘I don’t care’ attitude. Someone needs to care. One guy doesn’t because he’s already gone. One guy may not exist. The football dudes are football dudes, hot as they are. And you? You are in charge, and they’ll love it.” 

“They will not love it.” 

“I don’t know football, but I'm pretty sure the players don’t call their own plays. They’re used to executing plays. So give them plays. And then be like ‘good job!’”” And she clapped her hands like she was applauding a toddler. 

I tried picturing myself getting to the library in a power pant suit, clicking my stiletto heels on the floor while everyone tried to study. My lips were bright red. I was humorless. I told the two young men to get to work. 

It felt ridiculous. 

“I can’t be in charge. I’m not a CEO.”

“Then just care the most. Someone needs to care the most. Make it you. And one way you share that is by dressing like you care.”

She held up a tight black skirt, and she kicked some high heels over to me. “Here’s your outfit.” 

“Why do I want to wear a skirt?”

“Because it’ll help you relax. You’ve been wearing pants your whole life. Let Cassie run the show.”

“I’m letting you run the show. Cassie’s already dressed.” 

“I’m merely representing the you that doesn’t know she’s in charge yet,” she said, shaking the skirt at me. “Now skirt up.” 

“I’m going to look like a schoolgirl,” I grumbled as I slipped off my leggings. 

“You are a schoolgirl,” she said. “This is a school.” 

I squeezed into the skirt and looked down at my bare knees and the several inches of exposed thigh. 

“What if it’s cold in the study room?” 

“You will have the body heat of at least two hot men to keep you warm,” she said. 

“We will be talking about Visual Propaganda,” I said. “We will not be flirting.” 

“I would kill to be manhandled by two hot football players who don’t care, all while talking about Visual Candy.”

“Propaganda, not candy.” 

“Whatever. OK, the skirt looks great. Next, the shoes. We’ll find a blouse. And you can wear this,” she said, tossing me a bottle of perfume. 

“You have a perfume called ‘Hold On To Your Pillow For Dear Life’?” 

“It’s got pheromones in it. You need to counteract their masculinity. Since there will be two of them–dear God, two of them–you need to hit this from a few angles.” 

I took the cap off and took a sniff. It smelled sensual, I’ll give it that much. 

“I don’t want to hit this from any angle,” I said.

“You’re right,” she said. “They should be hitting you from different angles.” 

“Stop it. And stop it with this perfume. Why does this even have pheromones in it, and why does that make me feel gross?” I said.

“Since you asked,” she said, taking the bottle back from me and clutching it to her chest. “It’ll make you smell delicious, like a bitch in heat. And the neat thing is, they won’t know why! They’ll just be drawn to you. Like a magic spell.” 

“I don’t want to be a bitch in heat,” I said. “I don’t want to be a bitch at all.” 

“It’s intoxicating when you have control over others,” she said dreamily. “You’ll see.” 

“I don’t want them to smell your pheromones.”

“These are hot athletes,” she said. “You’ll be smelling theirs.” 

“I will not.”

“You will. Haven’t you ever gotten a whiff of some hot guy and it makes you tingle? Like, for no reason, right there in the grocery store? And your clit wants to pop out right through your clothes, and you feel that hollow feeling inside of you that can only be filled by dick, and then you can’t get him out of your head for the rest of the day, and you never see him again but you’re still horny that you fuck the guy from your chemistry lab?”

“Um, no.” 

“You have definitely gotten a good whiff of someone at the gym.”

Like, locker room smell? Most locker rooms didn’t turn me on at all. They smelled like hair product, and deodorant, and sweat. They were humid. They made me want to tiptoe and stand on a bench and change and go home. 

Then again, I hadn’t been in one since I started wearing skirts.

Then again, I was mildly curious if Jamal or Dante (or both of them) had abs like my hot, black, porno friend. 

“You are way more turned on by this than I am,” I said dismissively.

“Give it time,” she said. “Look at how hot you are now,” she grinned. 

She stood behind me as we both looked into the little wall mirror in our room. I had gotten very used to looking in a mirror and seeing myself–seeing Cassie–but still, I wasn’t fully used to seeing someone sexy, or seeing myself as sexy. But I had to admit, the person who looked back at me–me–was pretty sexy. 

Tight skirt. Long, shiny hair. Little boobs, sure, but oh my God, how sensitive they became after I got on hormones. 

Miranda put her hands on my shoulders and whispered into my left ear.

“Don’t you want to be ready if one of the guys makes a pass at you?” 

I gulped. That teacher…

“Don’t you want to be ready if both of them make a pass at you?” 

Two teachers…

She switched to whispering into my right ear. 

“They’ll take one look at you and wonder what’s up your skirt, and if they’ll ever get it,” she said.

Anyone could be someone into girls like me. But how do you tell? 

“And what’s up your skirt is going to want to come out in a bad, bad way,” she said. 

The hair on the back of my neck stood up.

“They’ll see a confident, sexy young woman and be glad they get to hang out with her,” she said. 

I got goosebumps on my legs. She switched back to whispering into my left ear. 

“They’ll look at you as a challenge,” she said. The goosebumps were on my arms now. 

“Tease them. At least one of them will jerk off to the thought of you later, I guarantee it,” she said. 

“This is work, though,” I whispered back to her. 

“Work and fun can happen at the same time,” she said. “Didn’t you say you always wanted your first time to be where you are…totally…utterly,...completely…helpless?”

Oh, God. I had confessed that to her after she repeatedly asked about the videos she found in my browser history, and I knew it would come back to bite me. 

It was true. I never had sex because I couldn’t picture myself being in charge, being the one to thrust, or move the other person–whoever they were–into position. I wasn’t that strong, it was too much pressure. I wasn’t a confident, sexual choreographer. 

But I finally admitted to her one night that when I let my thoughts go, when I just let myself think about what I most wanted sexually, that all of my fantasies were of me just being thrown around. Grabbed by someone much stronger than me, moved into position, used, and then moved around again. 

Like the schoolgirl letting the teacher have his way with her. 

Like any of the guys in those gangbang videos, doing whatever they wanted with the blonde in the center of the room, the one who looked sweaty, and frazzled, with makeup running down her face, and who could barely stand up, but who looked completely, utterly satisfied and content. 

Just to be able to let go, let someone else drive. 

That’s what I wanted. 

But…not yet. 

“That was just a fantasy,” I said in a normal voice. 

Miranda played with my hair. “Fantasies can be real, you know.” 

We stared at each other in the mirror for a second. She got me thinking about my fantasies again, which meant that I started to get a little turned on. Even though I was wearing less than I was earlier, I was getting flushed. I hoped she didn’t see.

In my fantasies, it was always a nameless, faceless man who I thought about. Not the teacher, not any guys in particular from any scene I had watched to get the imagination moving. No, I just thought about it happening, rather than a specific someone–or someones–doing it to me. 

So, just the act. Pleasure building inside me until it spilled out, but no one in particular was doing it to me. 

Just the feeling. Just the sensations. 

Sensations I wanted, sure, but not from a guy Miranda already had sex with. Not from someone I’d trick into sleeping with a transgirl. No, I had wanted it, but not badly enough to deceive people or lower my standards. 

Still, now that she made me relive my fantasies, I started to see the face of a man throwing me around the bed, rubbing his hands all over my naked body, and it looked a lot like the teacher from that very first video. Would I do anything for an A? 

She slapped me on the ass and I snapped out of my daydream to see my reflection jump. 

“Time to go, sister,” she said. “You look great. Tell me all about it when you get back.” 

Well, that was that. A semi-throbbing feeling in my panties and a stinging ass. 

Off to the library. 

***

On my walk to the library to meet Dante and Jamal, they sent another selfie of the two of them looking mean.

“There’d better be five people at this meeting,” their message read. 

“I’m coming,” I wrote. 

As soon as I hit Send I imagined myself crying out “I’m cumming!” and I instantly felt flushed again. I needed to cool myself off, and all I could think to do was mock fan myself with my free hand, a la Miranda. 

Back to reality. 

Except reality was its normal, non-sexual self this time. I did feel more lively wearing the outfit Miranda picked out for me. I could see people sneaking looks at me as I walked, and it wasn’t because my shoes were a little louder than normal. I could tell they were looking because they wondered who that girl was. 

I could tell they were looking at me, because I was worth looking at. 

I could feel powerful, sexy, commanding.

Was this the outfit for when I gave my presentations? Would I be able to speak about an academic subject while dressed like this? Was my goal to make the whole class want me, and that way they’d be too distracted to care about what I was saying? 

I looked down my front and confirmed that I was not so turned on that my miniskirt was showing off my decidedly unfeminine bulge. 

I tried very hard to think of something else, but Miranda had poisoned my thoughts and I couldn’t keep sexual thoughts at bay. It’s like when someone tells you not to think about a gorilla. 

Of course your next thought is of a gorilla. 

So what was my gorilla? 

Was I smelling my own pheromones? How do they work? Or do they not work at all?

Was this like those crystals on her dresser that she kept submerged in a jar of essential oil? 

I took a sniff of the air around me and could only faintly detect the perfume. It certainly didn’t make me feel horny, towards myself or anyone else. 

I tried to concentrate on walking. Just walking. I used to walk like the clumsy goof I was. But with a lot of practice, I tried to instead focus on gliding. On being purposeful. On feeling like I belonged wherever I was. 

I had to admit, the skirt she picked out was helping. The shoes helped. The whole attitude helped. I did not feel clumsy at all, and I did not feel like an outsider. 

I used to feel like I wasn’t in the right place, no matter where I was. I didn’t feel right in my clothes, I didn’t feel right in my hair. I wanted to cry all the time. 

It’s amazing what a simple change of gender can do, though. Suddenly my clothes made me feel good, no matter where I was. I could take myself seriously. Yes, there was a sexiness part to it, but that’s not all it was. I definitely felt sexier now that I went by Cassie. 

I’m sure people saw me walking through the quad and thought that I was a good student, right? Dressed for the part. Looking serious, but sexy. A little mysterious (God, if they only knew what my mystery really was). 

But definitely a more confident young woman. One who had standards, one who had a cute, tight little body and even showed it off a little now and then, just a tease, just to make her feel alive. 

One who had some pretty exciting underwear and got a thrill out of wearing them in public now.

I mean, how could you not? How could you go through life wearing boring old boxer briefs? I loved walking around now in the store knowing that I had a pink lace thong on, or that Miranda and I were wearing matching boy shorts because she got the pink ones and gave me the yellow ones. I loved that I was wearing a skirt, and that anyone who looked up my skirt would see a stretchy pink thong. 

A thong I was regretting a little because as I walked, I could tell it wasn’t stretching enough. Still, it felt great to be mashed up in a tight package and tucked away like a hot little secret that tried to poke out a few times every day.  

All of that added up to a Cassie who was much better off than she was a year ago. Or a month ago.

Or yesterday, for that matter. I learned so much, I felt so much, and there was much more to go. And I did want it to go further, and I knew it would. But when? 

I slowed my walk through the quad. That’s when it hit me: 

Why not now? 

Seriously, why not? I didn’t have to do it Miranda’s way. That way was too slutty. Or too direct. Or whatever it was. 

But I was nervous about the speaking class, and I didn’t need to be. Because it was probably going to be one of the easier things I do in life, right? Sure, I’m nervous now, but in a year I’ll look back and think it was nothing compared to whatever I end up doing. 

So yeah: why not now? 

Maybe it was the pheromones talking, or maybe it was the skirt, or the pep talk from Miranda, but I decided that now was fine. Now was great. 

I needed a good grade? Fine: I’ll get one. 

I needed to make sure the group did its job? Fine: I’ll make sure of that too. 

I didn’t need Eric, or Jamie, or whoever. 

I was a goddess, and Dante and Jamal just had to deal with it. Deal with me. If they weren’t in charge, I was. I stood up a little taller and walked a little faster. This was fine. It was all fine. 

I was almost at the library, with my thoughts almost back under control. 

It was almost back to normal.

Almost. 

So what if I made an “I’m cumming” faux pas to two hot football players? I’d do worse. 

So what that I just admitted they were hot as I thought to myself? You know what? They were, and no one is around to hear it. 

Whatever. 

I could own the embarrassment, and I could own that I thought both of them were just as hot, if not more hot, than the guy from my favorite porno. 

And so what that I was getting turned on simply from walking, and wearing a skirt, and being awesome? 

Unless I was getting horny from my own pheromones, I had this under control. I always did. 

I checked my phone again as I got closer to the library. 

No reply from Jamie. 

Eric wrote: “Please remove me from this group chat.” 

So there it was. Jamie, if he or she even existed, was still technically a Maybe, but was unlikely. Eric was a No. We all had more work to do, officially. Maybe a lot more. 

Fine. Bring it. 

Eric wrote me privately as I walked up to the library: “Told you you’re fucked.”

“Partly because of you,” I wrote back, then I blocked him and went inside, looking forward to sitting down, crossing my legs, and squeezing the life out of the want between my legs, and channeling my inner goddess into an A in Mass Comm. 

Just watch. 

Dante and Jamal were by one of the circulation desks, talking to one of the clerks. 

I stopped in my tracks and pretended to adjust my purse and my backpack. 

God, they were tall, and strong, and just their presence was so commanding. The clerk was smaller than me, and looked very nervous. Both guys were wearing joggers and hoodies, and they had pulled their joggers up a little to reveal their calves, which were massive, and tight, and dear God, why was I getting worked up about calves? 

I decided my purse was plenty adjusted and kept walking toward them. 

“Hey Cassie For Real,” Jamal said. 

Well, he remembered my name even though I only said it once. That was a good sign. 

“We don’t have a room,” he said. 

“We booked a room, but it ain’t free,” Dante said.

“I’m sorry, like I said,” the clerk sputtered, “but it may have been double-booked. There’s not much I can do. The Outdoor Club is in there now.”

“The Outdoor Club don’t meet outdoors?” Dante scoffed. 

“We can go someplace else,” I said to the clerk. Cassie In Charge said that. 

“Got to be an approved room we can scan into,” Jamal said, and Dante nodded. “Coach’s orders. It’s how they know we off studying and not hanging out someplace.” 

No one said anything. Whose problem was this? 

Apparently it was my problem. Cassie was in charge, remember? My heels clicked on the tile floor as I shifted my weight. Everyone looked at me. 

“No problem. What about the basement room?” I asked. 

Dante and Jamal looked at me, each with an eyebrow raised. “Yeah,” Jamal said. “What about that room?” 

The clerk typed into the computer we couldn’t see. “That one’s free,” she said, looking relieved. 

“Then let’s go there,” I said, shrugging. “No big deal.” 

“No big deal,” Jamal said. 

“Look at Little Miss Problem Solver over here,” Dante said. 

“Glad one of us is in charge,” Jamal said. 

The clerk looked at me, relieved. 

Did she think the guys were going to threaten her? She looked like the kind of person who would be afraid of anything that wasn’t a book. 

“Thank you,” she mouthed to me. 

I shrugged. “They’re harmless,” I whispered. 

“We are not harmless,” Jamal said. “We are dangerous men who tackle people for a living.” 

“We are wanted in four states,” Dante said. 

“We are not to be trusted with your husbands or daughters,” Jamal said. 

“Man, what we doing with husbands?” Dante said. 

I rolled my eyes, and that got a smile from Miss Clerk. 

The elevator to the basement was smaller than the normal elevators, so we were squeezed close together on our way down.

Jamal sniffed loudly. “You smell goooooood,” he said to Dante. 

“It’s her,” Dante said.

“Ah,” Jamal said. “I wondered why you smelled like a hot girl. OK, that makes sense.” 

“Guys, I can hear you,” I said. 

I didn’t smell like a hot girl. I smelled like “Hold On To Your Pillow For Dear Life,” or whatever it was called. 

Funny how they could smell me. I couldn’t smell myself anymore, but I could smell them. They smelled…like men. Like I never did. They smelled like work, like some kind of activity. Like a forest. Like they had just been outside chopping firewood. I closed my eyes and breathed quietly as the small elevator took us down. 

What was that smell? I was used to locker rooms smelling like terrible body spray, hair product, and sweat. 

They smelled like…were they wearing cologne? Firewood cologne? 

What do you do after your lover is done chopping firewood? They come inside, put a fire on, then you hold on to your pillow for dear life? 

Oh, man. Maybe Miranda was right. Maybe I liked the smell of locker rooms, or men who go to locker rooms. There was an edge to them that I couldn’t quite put my finger on, but something about them made me want my weekends to smell just like it…

Then the elevator dinged and we stepped into the basement. There were books down here, but not ones anyone needed to look at regularly. There was also a bathroom no one ever used and a small meeting room tucked away in the corner. We had to walk through one room of books, then down one small hallway and another longer one in order to get there. The meeting room wasn’t popular because it had no windows. 

“How you know about this room anyway?” Jamal asked. “You’re not taking us into some booby trap, are you?” 

“Had a meeting down here once,” I said. “And why would I be trapping you?” 

The thought of Miranda failing to tell Fabian she was trans briefly flickered in my mind. I shook it away. 

“Maybe you a fan of UT,” Jamal said. “Get two All-Conference Linebackers out of the game this weekend, make some money. No one hear shit down here if you lock us in. No one even know where to look.” 

“I don’t even know what a Linebacker is,” I said. “And I don’t know who UT is, either.” 

“OK, Skirty,” Jamal said. “I’ll let my guard down a little. Just kill Dante first, OK?” 

We stepped into the room and turned the lights on. 

“Must have been a real cozy meeting,” Dante said. It was a small, windowless room with one table taking up the center. Six chairs surrounded it: one on each end, and then two pairs of two along the long sides. There was a big screen on one wall with a cord dangling from it, leading nowhere. There was a clock, but it said 11:14, so it clearly didn’t work. 

Truth was, I never had a meeting down here, but I wasn’t going to tell him the real reason why I knew it existed.

The real reason was that it was the most private room on campus I could find, and back when I lived in a Boy Dorm, I’d come here to get dressed. I’d sit and read in the quiet, I’d wear nice skirts and do my hair, and sometimes I’d even work up the courage to go use the restroom while dressed as a girl. 

Sometimes I’d be in lingerie, sitting on a chair, door locked, with my legs spread as wide as they would go. 

I’d squirm in my chair, watching the little bump between my legs get bigger and bigger, feeling it swell with want, feeling a low-grade murmur in my crotch until I wouldn’t be able to take it any more. The amount of times I cried out in orgasm down in this very meeting room…

And now I was here dressed as a girl again, this time with two young men. Freshman Me would have cum right in her panties without needing a single finger. 

Senior Me had a persistent hum in her body for the last hour, had a Sex Outfit on, and smelled like sex. 

Thank you, Miranda. 

“We waiting for Jessie?” Jamal said.

“Man, who’s Jessie? You mean ‘Jamie’?” 

“Whatever. We waiting for them?”

Both looked at me. 

“Why do I get to decide?” I said. 

“Because you’re sitting at the head of the table,” Jamal said. 

Oh, right. Cassie In Charge.

“We get started,” I said. “We’ll figure it out, assign something to Jamie, and whatever happens, happens. We already have to make up Eric’s work. What’s one more?” 

“Deal,” Dante said. 

For the next 45 minutes, we came up with a plan. Actually, we came up with three plans. One for if we had five group members, one for a group of four, and one if the group was just us. We didn’t like that plan, but we laughed about it and predicted how badly it would suck. 

And slowly over the 45 minutes, the temperature rose. 

And rose. 

And rose some more. 

I felt sweat form on my neck. I felt my spine get damp. I shifted my weight in my chair and felt my thighs stick to the plastic seat. 

For as much as I was looking forward to squeezing the life out of my crotch by crossing my legs tightly, this room didn’t have the weather for it. 

Instead, I had to sit with my legs open under the table, maybe not as wide as I would have them when I’d be down here on my own, but wide enough for me to feel very unladylike. 

I was also feeling the stretchy thong not-quite-able to hold me in place. 

What was worse than that, though, was that the room smelled like boys. 

Like men, really. It didn’t mell bad. It smelled musky. It smelled like effort, like concentration, like ability. 

“Your boyfriend know you’re out with two dudes?” Jamal asked, leaning back in his chair. 

I felt a whoosh of air go right up my skirt and it made me jump a little. 

“No boyfriend,” I said. 

“No boyfriend? For real?” Dante asked. 

“Does your girlfriend know you’re out with me?” I shot back. 

“No girlfriend,” Dante said. 

“No girlfriend either,” Jamal said. 

“What’s Mel?” Dante asked him. 

“Whatever she wants to be,” Jamal said. 

“She’s cute though,” Dante said. 

“Not as cute as Our Fearless Leader,” Jamal said. 

I felt myself blush. 

“You always got to watch out for the quiet, put together ones,” Dante said. 

“Why is that?” I said. 

“Because they either freaks, or dry-ass bitches,” Jamal said. “And you don’t look like no dry-ass bitch.” 

Sauna or no sauna, I crossed my legs under the table and cleared my throat, getting my laptop out of my backpack. 

“So, propaganda,” I said.

“So you are a dry-ass bitch,” Jamal laughed. 

Kiss me, came a thought out of nowhere. 

Oh, sweet mercy. No. Not this. 

“I can’t remember which book had the section about Russian war posters,” I said, sliding a book to each of them. My fingers brushed Dante’s as he took the book from me. 

Grab onto me, my brain said without me knowing it. 

This was getting bad. It was getting hot in the room, for real. It was making me crazy. I did not want to be this distracted. How was supposed to be in charge? 

How long did Cassie In Charge last? Half an hour? 

That was insane. I had more control over myself than this. I had to. 

“Here it is,” Jamal said, sliding the book back to me. 

Not only did our fingers brush too, but we made eye contact when they touched, and I felt myself throb below the table. 

Not good. 

When he sat back in his seat, he knocked his pen off the table, and I needed to close my open legs, fast. 

And when I did, it was enough pressure to squeeze a little precum into my panties. 

Just a little squirt, but it was a full squirt. It was warm.

It was trouble. I was in trouble. 

The back of my neck felt prickly. It was getting even warmer in the room, and I was starting to really feel out of place. I wasn’t supposed to feel out of place. I was supposed to feel like I belonged, wherever I went. 

“We need to get a few things done before we cook in here,” I said. 

“It is definitely getting hot in here,” Jamal said, and he took his hoodie off. 

No warning, no permission asked, he just…did it. 

As it popped over his head, his t-shirt rode up and I saw his stomach. 

Flat. 

Washboard abs. 

Black and glistening. 

Jesus. I had already filled my panties a little. This was bad and getting worse.

“Definitely,” Dante said. His hoodie came off as well. 

Same view. These guys were jacked, and I had an uncontrollable response to seeing that much skin and hard muscle. 

I felt another little tiny droplet form at the tip of the cock that I was trying to keep soft. 

It was starting to become difficult to keep my tight little package from spilling its secrets. 

Who knows if it was the Man Smell, or the Man Muscles, or my own pheromones tricking my body into thinking it was mating season. 

Whatever it was, it felt like the tropics in here, and in the tropics, you take off layers and live a little. A drop of sweat made its way all the way down my spine. 

I had a tank top under my blouse. Both guys were comfortable being in a t-shirt, so what did it matter? I was probably privately feeling like a student in heat anyway. They gave off no indication that they were under the spell of Miranda’s perfume. 

I felt another drop of sweat run down my spine.

Fuck it.

I needed to cool off. 

“Look away, boys,” I said, and I took off my blouse, folding it up and setting it on the table. 

They squeezed their eyes shut, and only opened them when I said “all clear.” 

Both of them made it look like they weren’t immediately seeing what I looked like without a blouse. I felt like my nipples would poke their eyes out from across the table, and I wondered if they could tell. 

I looked down, carefully.

Oh, they could definitely tell. 

“It gets any hotter in here, we running out of layers,” Jamal said. He reached under the table, and I could tell he was hiking his sweatpants up above his knees. 

There was a lot for me to imagine, and I instantly imagined it. And I needed to take a breather. 

“I’ll be right back,” I said, and pushed my chair back. I hoped against hope that my panties weren’t going to give my skirt a little tent when I stood up, so I strategically grabbed my purse and held it in front of me as I walked out the door. 

The hallway was at least five degrees cooler than the meeting room, and I speedwalked to the bathroom, locking it behind me with relief. 

Wait a minute. 

The bathroom had air conditioning in it. It felt like there was a heater in the meeting room, with no AC at all. 

I definitely needed to collect myself, and cool off in more ways than one, and this was the perfect place to do it. 

I set my purse down on the sink and relaxed a little when I saw that I was not, in fact, poking through the front of my skirt. So for the time being, I was not showing off my girl boner to two hot football players. 

However, I lifted my skirt up and saw my not-so-little wet spot, right in the front of my panties. 

I knew that wet spot. I knew how I made it, and I knew why, and I even knew what it tasted like. It used to make me feel guilty, like I was ashamed to be turned on just from sitting still and wearing fun underwear. 

Or I would feel dirty, like I wasn’t supposed to be turned on in my new body. 

That all changed, of course, with Mr. Hot Black Teacher giving his student some pretty unforgettable extra credit. 

Or whatever they were doing. It’s not like I watched it for the plot. 

I watched it because someone might want me like that one day. Someone might see everything about me and still choose me. 

Actually, it wouldn’t be a choice. They’d be consumed by lust and desire and they’d be powerless…

…like they were under some kind of spell. Like, a biological spell. 

Miranda may have been weird, but maybe she was onto something after all. I was desiring being desired, really. 

And I was feeling that way now, with the wet panties to prove it. I pulled my panties away from my body and saw the sticky, clear mess I had made. There was more than one drop in there, and that was a problem.

It was a problem because this was the point of no return. As much as I wanted to be in control, when I started leaking like a faucet, it was over. There was no coming back from this unless I got off. 

And I was in a fucking library. 

But I was also Cassie In Charge, and Cassie In Charge didn’t jill off in a library. She didn’t let her roommate tell her what was hot, she didn’t let pheromones tell her what to be attracted to, and she didn’t lock herself in a bathroom so she could cum to clear her head. 

There was no way. What if I just stayed in the bathroom a little longer, just so the AC could cool me off? I didn’t need to cum.

I mean, I needed to cum, probably, just not now. 

I reached into my purse to get some lip balm. I pulled my hand out and did not have lip balm in my hand. 

It was lube. 

Lube. 

Miranda. She had joked earlier that I wanted to borrow some lube. I said I didn’t want it, that I wanted to talk about something else, and she went ahead and did it. 

She snuck it into my purse, and now it was right there, on the edge of the sink, and I was trying very hard to get my thoughts under control, and I couldn’t, and lube wasn’t making it easier. 

Because now I knew I could get off so easy and get back to work. Just walk back in the room, toss my hair, and sit down like nothing had happened. Like I wasn’t sitting there talking about Russian propaganda with an absolute soaking-wet mess in my underwear. 

Like I didn’t excuse myself to a private, air conditioned bathroom so I could examine myself and then squirt a little bit of lube in my hand and do what I needed to do in order to concentrate on something other than Jamal and Dante and my wet panties and the persistent feeling that I could not shake about a schoolgirl getting the kind of attention that I had been waiting for all my life. 

I leaned on the sink and closed my eyes, trying to collect myself.

I did not want to tug myself with a lubed-up hand. 

Not feminine. 

Not sexy.

It would work, sure, but it was brutal and desperate and uncivilized. 

I did not want to stick my hand in my panties and work myself over. 

I needed to force the thoughts out of my head, no matter what. 

I took a deep breath.

Then another.

Then another. 

Then I lost count, and felt I was making progress towards my goal of getting my brain to think about something else, something not sexy at all, something no one would get off thinking about. 

And just as I thought I was ready to go back into the room and face the gys, there was a sound outside the door. 

I froze. 

There was a knock at the door. 

“Hey, Cassie?” a voice said. “You OK in there?” 

I didn’t know who it was. One of Jamal or Dante, if they knew my name; it’s not like anyone else was down here. 

I opened my eyes and realized I had no idea how long I had been in the bathroom. 

Could have been ten minutes. Could have been twenty. Could have been a year. 

OK, not a year. 

I fixed my hair and cleared my throat. 

I opened the door a crack. 

“I’m fine,” I said. “Be out in a second.” 

It was both of them. Both were glistening with sweat. Both were standing there looking concerned. 

“Didn’t know if you got sick or needed something,” Dante said.

Oh, I needed something, I thought. 

I opened the door to show I was fine. I was very, very fine. More than fine. 

“Is that…air conditioning?” Jamal said, leaning in. “Holy shit, dude, it’s fucking cool in there. No wonder you been gone twenty minutes. I wouldn’t come back neither.” 

“For real?” Dante said, and he got close to the doorway, putting his hand to the air that was rushing out of the bathroom. 

“Oh, man, this is fucking glorious.”

And before I knew what had happened, both men pushed into the bathroom, moving me to the back wall and pinning me there. I was trapped. 

I was pushed right up close to Jamal. His body, his scent, his whole self.

Immediately, I was no longer fine. 

“Uh, come on in, I guess,” I said. “Plenty of room, boys.” 

“We are doing the rest of the meeting in here,” Jamal said, his eyes closed. 

I smoothed the front of my skirt to make sure I wasn’t showing anything and hoped no one saw me. 

Dante watched me do it, and my hand brushed Jamal’s leg when I did it. 

And that’s when I realized Miranda’s lube was still sitting on the sink. 

The sink I couldn’t reach because Jamal was in my way. 

And if I reached it, it would be very obvious what I was reaching for. 

At first my nipples were hard because I was turned on. Now they were hard because I was turned on and it was chilly in the bathroom. 

And my head was swimming with the way I was squeezed in a tight space, again, with two hot guys. 

And it swam even more when I realized that Jamal had his eyes open again, and was looking right at the lube. 

It couldn’t be makeup. Or lip balm. Or lotion. 

It said SLICK SEX right on the side. 

It could be nothing else. 

“There it is,” Jamal said, nodding at the bottle. “Quiet ones are freaks.” 

Dante laughed. “I thought you was a freak too,” he said. 

“I don’t know how that got there,” I stammered. “It’s not mine. It’s my roommate’s, I swear.”

“Sure it is,” Jamal said, picking it up. “That’s what they all say.” 

“No, I swear–” I said, and Jamal tossed it to Dante. 

What did this matter? 

What did I gain from this? I had to work with them for the rest of the semester, and I was still locked in my old way. 

What happened to “lean into it”? Was I leaning into anything here? 

No. I was leaning away from it. I was not in charge, and I needed to be. 

“It’s not mine, but I did have it with me,” I said. 

“And is this why you were taking so long?” Dante teased, flipping the cap open. “How long you need? Twenty minutes and you still ain’t done? Damn, girl. Someone needs to show you how it’s done.”

“Nothing happened,” I laughed. “I swear.” 

“We have that effect on girls all the time,” Jamal said. “They are excusing themselves constantly so they can go lube up their–” he looked around for something “--fingers? Do I want to know what you was doing in here?” 

“I wasn’t doing anything in here,” I snapped, and I leaned forward, crushing my body against Jamal’s, and I took the bottle from him, closing the cap again. Someone had squeezed a little lube out, because now I had it on my fingers. Even the act of rubbing my fingers together gave off the slick, sweaty, frictionless sensation of bodies smashing together. 

Jamal wagged his finger at me, scolding me. “You were doing something in here, Cassie For Real. It’s OK if you was distracted by my beauty.” 

“Mine too,” Dante said.

I grabbed Jamal’s finger with my thumb and index finger as he held it in my face. 

The thumb and index finger that had lube on them. 

“Oh, now what you gonna do?” he said, laughing. 

And then he grabbed my hand in his other hand, and did something I was not expecting him to do. 

He began moving my hand up and down, as if I was jerking off his finger. 

“It only takes two fingers?” I teased. Cassie was In Charge. 

“You think that only takes two fingers? Baby, I got news for you.”

“Maybe it only takes me two fingers,” I said, keeping eye contact with him. I stroked some more.  

“Oh, you two,” Dante said, shaking his head. “You are definitely doing this wrong.” 

“Then you show us how it’s done,” I said. 

Dante grabbed the lube and squirted a few drops on his index and middle fingers. “Give me your hand. Now do this,” he said, and he put two fingers together, then had me stroke his two fingers. “Some of us are thicker than others,” he said proudly. 

With both of my hands occupied, Dante reached between my legs and felt around for that aching spot that I knew was already wet. 

I’m sure he felt what was there, but it didn’t stop him. 

He rolled up the hem of my skirt by just an inch, then went back to work on the leaking little bump that was trying to stay inside my panties. 

Then he did it again. Another inch, another rub. 

And again. 

And I was vibrating as I felt my skirt get pulled up higher and higher, revealing more of my leg, and then more of it, and then all of it, and then I felt the bottom of my panties hit the cool air of the room, and then the whole front, and then all of it, and then I was fully exposed, from my belly button on down to my shoes, nothing but a damp thong standing between me and the two huge guys who had been driving me crazy since I started paying attention to them. 

I bashfully trying to hide my crotch while stroking off their fingers while they made exaggerated sex noises. 

“You can keep going,” I said, “but you’re not going to find what you think you’re going to find.” 

“I know what to do, Cassie For Real,” Dante said. 

He gave my bulge a little flick with his finger, and it set off a pleasure earthquake that ran the whole length of my body. Even my ears felt like they were quivering. 

I whimpered. Their noises might have been fake, but mine was real. 

Jamal bent me over the sink and slapped me, right on the ass. I yelped, but didn’t pull away. Then he did it again. 

“I love seeing what’s up someone’s skirt, you know,” he said, grabbing my ass and kneading it. 

Dante had two fingers covered in lube, and after Jamal pulled my thong to the side, Dante’s fingers found what they were looking for, and I felt as he swirled his two thick, slippery fingers around my ass, getting tantalizingly close to going in, but then backing out. 

Jamal spread my legs apart so his friend had better access, and I felt myself make another little spurt into my panties. 

I was no longer in control. I wasn’t in charge at all. My ass stung, my cock was dripping, and I was waiting for what was going to happen next, and I was fine with anything. 

Jamal brought his hand to the side of my cheek and turned my head to face him, and brought me in for a deep kiss just as Dante’s fingers slipped inside of me. 

I sucked on Jamal’s lip as Dante’s fingers went to work, making my knees weak. 

I heard myself whimper again, and then I melted. 

And then there was a hard, thick cock in my hand, and it was Jamal’s, and it was his turn to suck on my lip as I worked my hand over it the way I would want if mine were anywhere near that big. Instead, it just pulsed in my underwear, waiting to cum. 

Dante increased his pace, and I matched it with the way I worked my hand over Jamal. Someone squirted lube into my hand behind me, and soon Jamal was groaning as I stroked in long, wet, powerful strokes. 

“Better than just doing a finger,” he said as we broke our kiss. 

There was barely any room in that bathroom for the three of us, but Jamal backed himself into a corner, bent me over, and Dante grabbed my head, bringing it towards his own massive erection that sprung out of his pants right in front of me. 

And then I was gone, because I felt the soft, squishy head of Jamal’s penis nuzzle right up against my slick asshole, and with a gentle pop, it went in and I needed to be held up as I let out a guttural growl. 

Dante had to remind me of what was in front of me, and I took him in my hand, too dazed to pay much attention to it. I was being stretched out by Jamal and was feeling a little drip make its way to the tip of my cock and into my panties with every long, slow, drawn-out stroke he took. 

I braced myself with one hand against the sink, and brough Dante’s cock to my mouth. 

There were movies like this. There were dreams like this, too. And now there was my life, and it was exactly like this. 

“Girl, you know what you’re doing,” Dante breathed as I tried to stuff him as far down my throat as I could. 

I didn’t care there was no warmup. The warmup was all day. The warmup was days in the making. We had teased each other just by talking, and sitting, and looking. 

And now they were stuffed inside of me at either end, and I wanted them in even deeper, and they were more than happy to try. 

I rocked back and forth between them, going down to the hilt on Jamal’s cock as I let Dante out of my mouth, and then taking Dante as far into my mouth as I could as Jamal withdrew. 

I could not get Dante deep down my throat, but I wanted to try. Drool was spilling out of my mouth, making him slick while I made slobbering sounds around him, trying to breathe. 

And then our pace changed. Jamal grabbed me by the hips, and Dante grabbed me by the head, and both men were working inside me at the same time. I wasn’t rocking back and forth anymore. No, I was being taken from both sides, in a bathroom, by two giant black dicks, and I was feeling completely gone. 

I grabbed Dante’s sides to hold me in place while they used me, and oh my God, I was being used, and someone wanted me, and it was better than that because two people wanted me. 

I couldn’t move because their thrusts were timed together and I was pinned in place. Every stroke I was helplessly stuck, and the growing wave in my crotch told me all I needed to know about where it was headed, and whether I liked it or not. 

I was in heaven. 

I was in a place I had never been and never wanted to leave. 

But even in heaven, you need to breathe, and I had to let Dante out of my mouth, as I gasped for air and drooled all over the floor. I let another little spurt into my panties as Jamal went all the way in and held himself in place, groaning with contentment. 

“You the hottest girl ever, Cassie,” Dante said, stroking himself as I coughed for air. 

I wanted him back. I looked up at him and opened my mouth to say something, anything, even a grunt, but before I could think of anything, Jamal grabbed me by the hips, stood me up, and lifted me up in the air. 

My legs were spread, and Dante got back to work on my bulge, but he did not let it out.

God, I wanted it out. 

I wanted to cum. I wanted to feel myself free, to let myself go completely and feel whatever they wanted me to feel, because it would take me closer to where I wanted to go. It had to.

Dante moved in close, still stroking himself, and he squirted some lube on him as he got up close, right in my face. 

My bulge pressed up against him, and I felt the tip of his cock find where Jamal already was. 

I wrapped my arms around Dante’s neck, and then it was his turn to kiss me deeply, slowly, as if her meant it, and he reached down to guide himself inside me. 

I clenched around him and could not stop a moan that felt like it took an hour to get out of me. 

First I couldn’t breathe because his cock was in my mouth, and then I couldn’t breathe because there was no more room inside of me, but he went slowly, and soon both boys were working in time with each other, and I felt so full I could only hang on while every nerve in my body was being plucked and loved and encouraged to let go forever.

And I did. 

I hung there, suspended there between them, and I was having such indescribably pleasure delivered directly to me in a way I never thought possible. 

It took over my body, it took over my life. 

I had no way of resisting any longer, and I let them pump away until my arms started to go limp. 

“You gonna make it, girl?” Dante breathed, and Jamal nibbled my ear, and the answer was no. No, I was not going to make it, and then I couldn’t hold back any longer, and I felt the first spasm of orgasm build in my crotch, and I threw my head back, and screamed “I’m cumming!” directly into the air duct above. 

Dante backed away a little and watched. I could only feel as my crotch pulsed again and again, loading my panties with cum that had nowhere to go. It just kept coming and coming, and I was weightless, and helpless, and was nothing more than a pleasure being. 

My body was full of cock, stuffed completely until I couldn’t take it any more, and I was unleashing an orgasm that could very well have disrupted everyone in the library, and I didn’t care. 

“I’m not going to last much longer,” Jamal groaned, and Dante nodded in agreement. 

“You’re the tightest girl on campus, you know,” Dante said, and they crushed me between them, and they pumped even more furiously. 

I felt my full panties squish against Dante’s body, and I was once again transported to another world. 

Jamal started pulsing inside me first.

“My God, I’m cumming!” he breathed. 

“Unnnnnnggggg,” was all Dante could say, as I felt him start to pulse next. 

I felt them spray everything they had, and I felt it hit deep inside of me, and I knew that I wanted to keep it inside of me forever. 

I knew how my body worked. They may have been the athletes, but I was capable of more than I ever thought possible. I had more nerves than I thought, more strength than I could have guessed, and could take more than I had ever dreamed. 

I didn’t know how long they held me in midair after they stopped cumming, but partway through it I became aware that Dante was once again kissing me deeply, and I was whimpering like a girl. 

We stayed like that, breathing together, for a long time. 

It wasn’t until I started feeling cum begin to drip down my thighs that I looked up. 

“You gonna be able to walk again, Cassie For Real?” Dante smiled. 

“I prefer floating,” I sighed. 

***

We all rode the elevator back up together. Moments earlier, I looked frightful, but they assured me I looked fine now. A little water run through my hair and some makeup touchup, and I suspected that I was probably the only one in the library who would know I just had my brains fucked out by these two. 

No one looked at us. Despite the loud sounds I was making, despite the growls and grunts they were making as they completely manhandled me, no one knew. You really could be down there making noise and no one would know.

We stopped by the nervous-looking clerk again on our way out. 

“We need to book that room again,” Jamal said to her.

“Maybe twice,” Dante said, nodding.  

I felt a little bit of their cum drip out of me and land in my panties, making me shift my weight on my heels again. I could feel my soft little nub slosh in my own warm cum. 

“What days do you need the room?” Miss Clerk asked cheerfully. 

“We’re back from the game Sunday night,” Dante said. “So, Monday and Wednesday? You free, man?”

“I’m free,” Jamal said. Then he turned to me. “You free both nights? You think we need both nights?” 

“We need both nights,” I said, nodding. I took out my phone and brought up our group chat. I removed Eric Barnaby from it. 

Just to be safe, I removed Jamie, too. 

Eric Barnaby was right, though: I was fucked. 

And it was fine. 
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Excerpt from “Hot Yoga”

One of these days, I’d take a day off and actually go somewhere. I’d travel someplace warm and tropical, and I’d wear a bikini, and I’d lay by the pool and everyone would look at me, and I’d feel so pretty and so sexy, and people would wonder who the little blonde girl was by the pool, and could they get her number? 

And then they’d try, and that’s where my fantasy got hazy. 

Because I wanted to be wanted, sure, and I wanted to feel pretty, and be sexy, and have someone tell me they wanted me, but I didn’t really want some stranger at a hotel to be the one to do it. The more I thought about it, the more I knew that I didn’t want just anyone to pick me up. I wanted Michael to do that. 

Michael, as in, the big, strong kid who I had been friends with for years. 

Michael, as in, my best friend from growing up, who was on my Little League team and went to the same college as me. 

Michael, as in, my current roommate. 

Michael, as in, the guy who I had been friends with since before I became Yvonne. 

And it was awkward, and I had no idea how to tell him, and I did not want to risk losing him as a friend, because how many friends did I have? 

Not many. Certainly no one who stuck with me during the transition from Evan to Yvonne. No one who accepted me as I was, no questions asked, no debate, no doubt. Not even my parents could say that.

But Michael could. 

We moved in together after college, and even though he had the better job and we couldn’t split rent 50/50, he was fine with it. 

I stayed bashful and private as I started changing. I could tell it was hard for him, but what was I going to do? It was hard to be honest with him, hard to overwrite all the history we had together. I got more and more comfortable, and then one day I just stayed dressed as Yvonne, and that was that. We never really talked about it, and not much changed. 

Except for that one little problem, which was that deep down, I really wanted it to change. 

Like, I really wanted it to change. 

Before i started on hormones, I had a hard time keeping sexual thoughts at bay. Like, I’d get turned on, and then that was it: I had to get off, or else. But after hormones, it was easier to just notice that I was turned on, then go about my life and kind of, I don’t know, push the thoughts away. Like, I had more control over them. 

That made it easy at first to simply notice that I was getting turned on when he’d come home from work, or when I’d watch him do things around the apartment. I’d miss him when he was gone, and think about him a lot. 

But I had a lot more control over it. I’d just say “it’s not meant to be, I am horny but should stop.”

And then I’d stop. 

Until recently. 

I don’t know if it changed the night he kicked Scott out of our apartment after he was making little snide comments and jokes each time I’d leave the room. We were watching Sunday Night Football, like we did all through high school and college, when it was me, Michael, Scott, Landon, Karl, and Justin. We all moved on after school, and only Scott was close enough to us to keep the tradition going. 

But then he made one too many dick jokes, and I heard Michael snap at him, and then I heard Scott ask if Michael was gay, and then there was a scuffle, and when I came back to the living room, Scott was gone and he was never invited back. 

So maybe that was the night it changed. Maybe that was when I began feeling a throb when Michael would look at me. Maybe that was when I started being really conscious of what I was wearing, and whether I was making him uncomfortable. Maybe that was when I couldn’t tell if he was my friend, or roommate, or protector, or what. 

But I knew that I was no longer able to really keep sexual thoughts under control, and that suddenly made things awkward, and hard, and yet somewhat thrilling. Like there was a secret that started hanging out with us, and it made our jokes…different. It made our meal prep times sillier. It made the wall between our bedrooms feel sadder. 

I could never tell him that I would rub one out under the sheets while thinking of him. 

Or that on days he’d go into the office, I’d sit in his bathroom and smell the aftermath of his shower as I sat in our apartment alone. 

That on days he worked from home and I went into the office, I’d get up earlier than I needed to, simply to avoid seeing him and getting horny before work. 

And so I took to taking days off when he’d have to go to work. I’d wait for him to leave, call in “sick,” and then I could have a day where I would privately work out any sexual tension that I had built up–that he had built up–and by the time he got home I’d be relaxed and the tension was…it wasn’t gone, but it was manageable. 

And all I had to do was walk around the apartment naked, my hairless body completely exposed. I’d imagine him in the other room while I did it, and I’d get even more worked up. 

I would put on sexy lingerie, or tiny panties, or any of the little bikinis I had bought so that I could feel alive. 

I’d do yoga, or pilates, or a ton of bodyweight squats to help make my hips and ass look–and feel–amazing. 

And then, after hours of being a sexually vibrant person, after hours of feeling every molecule of my skin be exposed, after changing outfits four or five times over, I would go to my bedroom, shut the door, and since no one was home, I’d get out my most powerful vibrator, turn it all the way up, and rumble myself to an explosive orgasm that shook my whole body for what felt like an hour. 

Then I’d take a shower, compose myself, and by the time he got home from work, I could handle things again because I had worked it all out of my body. 

And when he told me that he needed to go into the office on Friday, I knew that I’d use up a vacation day yet again on a day of me. A day where I could let myself go and keep myself in check. 

Because I was getting sloppy. 

Once during the week, I asked if he wanted to watch me do yoga because he said his back had been hurting. It was awkward, though I wanted him to watch me so badly. 

Once at night I waited for him to be snoring, then I snuck around the apartment in a pair of boy shorts and a little tank top. Then the next night I didn’t even wait for the snoring to start; I just did it. 

I was getting careless, and it was too much, and with him out of the apartment I could spend the day taking care of myself, and then we could get back to being friends.

And maybe, just maybe, I’d start to daydream about someone else when I’d picture myself at a hotel pool…

Want to know what happens when Michael gets home?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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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 erotic 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.
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OEBPS/image_rsrcU5.jpg
ALLY VEGA






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcU6.jpg
ALLY VEGA

N
2\






