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1.

Anastasia told herself she was through with men. They were trouble; they were dangerous. She didn’t so much hate men in general. It was more the fact that they always turned out to be so much grosser than she'd ever thought they’d be. No matter how she prepared herself, the sleeziest guys would always find her. She was a magnet for them. She had to stop. Total abstinence was the only option. Under the street lights, the cool night air drying the tears that smeared her mascara, she was not going to give in anymore. They only had the power to hurt her so long as she cared about them.

"You're the prettiest girl in the office," Jezel was always telling her. None of the other women she worked with could believe it when she told them she was single. Why didn't she date more? All the guys in the office were always drooling over her. Patrick especially was always coming up with some reason to consult her opinion on some new campaign or smile at her with that helpless grin of his whenever Jeanine would give him some task right before the weekend.

“It’s going to murder. Looks like I’m not having any fun this weekend.”

Of course, Anastasia knew what he was doing, but she wouldn't bite. She wanted to. She wanted more than anything to flick her hair, stick out her chest and giggle at him, giving him those doe eyes that would make him melt like putty in her hands. She could do it, too. But she wouldn't. Not ever. Because if she did, if she let herself flirt back with Patrick or Oscar or any guy at the office, they'd get to thinking they should ask her out. A night out meant dinner. Dinner meant drinks. Drinks meant, 'Oh, hey, do you want to come upstairs?' and that, that meant sex. 

Anastasia couldn't let that first domino fall, because if she did it would mean giving up everything she'd worked for. The respect of her coworkers, the privacy she'd fought for. Patrick wouldn't stay sweet for long if he knew the truth. If any of them knew, besides Pam in HR, it would mean every day having to live with the label. Transexual. Yes, okay, it’s not 1980, but for all the talk of tolerance, most guys would be afraid to give her a second look. Worse, the creepy ones would take it as a sign that she was fair game. If she ‘turned off stealth mode’ and browsed at her leisure, everything would go to hell.

That's what nights like this one were for. To remind her that she was better off. Did she want to spend her hard-earned weekend eating dinner with Cretans like the one she just left? Guys who didn't bother to read her profile, who accused her of tricking them, who clammed up after the first serving and didn't even pay for the meal? Why did she put herself through it? 

She should have known from his texts that he hadn't absorbed a single thing about her. How could she talk to him about how lonely she'd been? Watching her friends get married, the baby announcements, even the one-night stands. Some of the stories her girlfriends told were pretty hot. And she always had nothing to share, nothing to add. It'd been that way since she first transitioned. At first, she was so easy to clock that no guy would even go near her. But pretty soon, her hair grew out. She learned how to do her makeup and after she got her breasts done she was suddenly overwhelmed by attention, mostly from assholes. Like that prick tonight. Richard. He was so the type. Worked in finance, balding aggressively but refusing to acknowledge it, no sense of style, no ability to carry on a decent conversation. Men. Suck.

Reaching her building, she made a silent promise to herself. Raising her right hand to no one in particular, she made a resolution in her mind that she would absolutely stay away from all males. She'd left that sex behind and everything that it represented long ago, and this time her promise was going to stick. She would be happy, free, and independent. She would go upstairs, cry enough to get it out of her system, and then jerk off. From now on, the only penis she'd have anything to do with was her own. 

She'd had tgirl friends who couldn't stand their male parts, who got queasy remembering they even had them. She counted herself lucky not to be one of them. At least she could get herself off without shame or dysphoria. Anastasia loved her little friend. It was the only part of her male anatomy she wasn't desperate to cover up and change. 

It made dating more complicated, obviously. But that was only a problem so long as she continued wasting her time with men. Now that she'd made a solemn vow that she wasn't going to get drawn into that anymore, she was free to enjoy herself just as she pleased. Approaching the door to her apartment, she planned out how she would do it. Maybe in a bubble bath with lavender soap. Ooh, and candles. She still had one or two leftover from Christmas and, wait–

Where are the keys?
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"No. No, no, no!" Anastasia wailed as she parsed through her little black purse that just moments before she'd been admiring for its cuteness and which was now her enemy. The clasp. The stupid clasp was broken. She'd bought it because it was a real Kate Spade, not caring that the seller described it as 'gently used'. She groaned at being so stupid. Her keys could be anywhere. At the restaurant, lying on the street, or in the gutter somewhere. Frustration turned to panic. She didn't have another set. She'd have to call a locksmith. He'd probably take hours, and who knows what he'd charge?

A shitty ending to an already shitty day. In a shitty life, she thought ruefully. She rested her head against the door in frustration, waiting for the tears to come. None of this would have happened if she hadn’t accepted that jerk’s invitation to dinner. Now the whole night was ruined. What if I have to spend the night in this hallway? What if I have to sleep out here?

That would not be fun. The dress she’d chosen to wear to dinner showed plenty of thigh and drew attention to her breasts, probably too much. She couldn’t even lie down without giving anyone who happened to pass by a peek at her silk panties.

“Oh, god!” she moaned. “I’m so stupid!”

“Something wrong?”

Anastasia turned to find the guy from 3A. What was his name? Dudley? He was standing there with his key in his own door just two down from Anastasia’s own.

"Oh, hey," she said, bemused to learn that she'd now have an audience for her humiliation. "Yeah, uh, I'm locked out."

Dudley, or whatever, approached. She’d seen him in the building before and clocked that he was handsome. Broad shoulders, and arms like tree trunks. Probably the type who worked with his hands. You don’t get a body like that from going to the gym a couple of times a week. He had a cute smile too, which Anastasia silently admonished herself for noticing. Men were the enemy. And broken purses clasps. She had a lot of enemies lately.

“Have you called a locksmith?” he asked.

“Not yet. I haven’t gotten the chance.”  

“Big night, huh?” he said, looking her up and down.

“Just the usual,” she said, realizing too late that her false casualness sounded forced and stupid.

“Oh, well, you look fantastic. At least the night isn’t a total wash. My night, I mean. Seeing you… sorry, that sounded really lame.”

“Yeah…” she said, not sure what else to say. Then she realized what she just said. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to imply that you were lame.”

“You didn’t imply it,” he said, grinning. “You pretty much came right out and said it.”

“But I… I didn’t mean that. It was my night that sucked.”

“You mean besides getting locked out and forced to stand in a hallway with a total stranger?”

“Well, not total,” she protested. “I’ve seen you around.”

“Duncan,” he said, offering his hand. Right. Duncan, not Dudley.

“Anastasia,” she said, taking his hand and shaking.

“Wow, I don’t hear that name a lot. Like the Russian princess, right?”

“Yeah,” she said. “It means rebirth.”

This was the reason she chose it. More than Katie or Jennifer, it was a name that made her feel womanly and also had some personal significance.

“Anastasia, would you like to come inside?”

“I… thank you, but I think I’m just going to wait out here for the locksmith.”

“Okay, your choice. No pressure. But, ya know, I’ve noticed some bolshevik revolutionaries plotting the overthrow of the Czar in this hallway.”

“Really?” she asked, unable to avoid cracking a smile.

“Oh, yeah. It could get dangerous for a girl with a name like yours. Maybe you’d like to wait at my place. Just to be safe.”

He seems funny and smart, but they can all do that when they want to. Anastasia was too smart to fall for some smooth-talking guy. He’s sweet and charming now, but what about when he finds out more about me?

“You’re a nice guy, right?” she asked. The words surprised her more than they did him.

“It’s been said,” he shrugged. “Not by the most reliable sources, though. My mother will lie a blue streak when she’s talking about one of her kids. My brother is a nuclear scientist, by the way.”

“Really?” she asked.

“No, he’s the manager at K-Mart. Do you like tea?”

She laughed.

“It’s a little late for tea.”

“Red wine it is,” Duncan said. “Come on in. I’ve got a bottle open.”

He turned on his heel and walked back in the direction of his apartment, not turning to see if she’d follow him. Arrogant. Cute guys always are.
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Inside Duncan’s apartment, Anastasia found some tasteful leather furniture that gave the room a rich smell. The living room was decorated with metallic sculptures, male and female figures locked in an embrace.

“I like your place,” she said. She wasn’t being polite. It had the kind of cultivated air of effortless style that was both totally masculine but sensitive at the same time.

“Have a seat, please,” Duncan said, crossing to the kitchen counter for the wine and glasses. 

“Who took that photo?” Anastasia asked. It was of burnt wood, the twisted limbs of a fallen tree trunk that had been turned black by a lightning strike.

“I did,” Duncan answered. “I was hiking around Northern Arizona.”

“It’s beautiful,” she said.

“It’s gnarled and twisted, and yes it’s beautiful,” he said, handing her a glass of pinot noir.

“I suppose you made these sculptures, too?” Anastasia asked.

“Yep,” he said.

“Wow, you must be some artist.”

“I must be? I dunno. Metalworking and photography nurture my spirit in different ways.”

“Nurture my spirit? Sensitive too.”

“You were expecting, what?” Duncan said.

Anastasia felt her face redden.

"I didn't mean– sorry," she said, taking a huge gulp from the wine glass in her hand.

"Hey, relax," Duncan said. "I was just kidding. I get it. People see me and sensitivity isn't the first thing they think of."

Anastasia admired his biceps, his chest which must have taken him hours of constant attention to tone. He was seated on the couch across from her, and she couldn’t be sure, but he seemed to be as close to her as possible without being obvious about it.

“How’s the wine?” he asked.

“It’s good,” she answered, taking another generous gulp. “You’ve got good taste in wine.”

“Well, when I decide I’m going to go after something, I try to learn everything about it. Wine, metalworking. Where were you born, by the way?”

“Witchita,” she said.

“You go back there often?”

“Never,” she said flatly. “There’s nothing there for me.”

“So, you’re a refugee from the Plane States, huh? I get it. I’m from this little factory town in Ohio. The people there, good people and very kind, have got pretty narrow ideas about things. They’re great– until you get to know them.”

“Yeah,” Anastasia said, chuckling. “That was pretty much my life in high school. God, I hated those years.”

“Really? I figured you for Prom Queen, Head Cheerleader, something like that.”

“Me? You’re deranged. I was an outcast.”

Duncan didn’t say anything, just watched her. Anastasia realized that she was giving away too much. Idiot! Why are you bringing up high school?

“So, are you going to make that call?” Duncan said.

“Call?” Anastasia struggled to process, then she remembered. “Oh, yeah. Sorry. It’s the wine. I’ll call the locksmith now.”

She opened her purse and began combing through its contents for her phone. While she placed the call, Duncan rose and started busying himself with things in the kitchen.

“Okay, thanks very much,” Anastasia said, hanging up. “He’ll be here in two hours.”

“You’ll never last that long,” Duncan said.

“What?”

“Here,” he said, pouring her another glass. “Have another.”

“I really shouldn’t,” she said, eying the glass. The more she drank, the harder it would be to extricate herself from the situation. Duncan seemed like a nice guy, but it was obvious what he was doing. They both knew what he was expecting from this night. She didn’t look forward to turning him down.

“It’s up to you,” he said, pouring himself another. “But if you won’t drink with me, you can at least tell me your story.”

“My story?” she said, wondering if he could hear the sound of her gulping hard.

“You didn’t put on that dress to get tacos. What was his name, and what did he do to strike out?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“I only ask out of curiosity. I am a guy, remember. I like to learn from other guy’s mistakes so I don’t make the same ones. Purely fact-finding, you understand. Anthropological.”

“I– uh,” she broke down, took the glass from the table, and pressed it to her lips, drinking deep. When she’d let the wine slide down her throat, she said, “There’s not much to tell. He was a jerk, so I left the restaurant early. Great story, huh?”

“Did he chew with his mouth open?”

“What?”

“Spit when he talked, bad breath, body odor? Was he too boring? What was it?”

“You’re very forward,” Anastasia said, “do you know that?”

Duncan shrugged.

“Well, if you must know,” she said. “He wouldn’t pay for the meal. And that’s all I want to say about that.”

“Good for you,” he said. “And good for me.”

“Why?” Anastasia asked.

“Well, I was worried that he might have screwed up by doing something that I might do too. Now I know there’s no chance of that. If I took you out, I would never let you pay for anything.”

“Oh, you wouldn’t?”

“A woman deserves to be treated right,” he said. “That’s just my upbringing. See? It’s not all bad being from a small town.”

Anastasia started to stir in her underwear, which was getting extremely uncomfortable. She had tucked herself tightly and the medical tape was murder on her poor penis. But she could do nothing about it. She’d found Duncan attractive before, it was hard not to notice his charms, but now she was absolutely certain that he was flirting with her. The thought made her queasy and more than a little afraid. He doesn’t know she kept saying in her mind. Don’t let him get too close, or he won’t like what he finds.

“Duncan, I… I’m sorry,” she said. 

“For what?” he asked.

“I’ve been giving you the wrong impression, I think, without meaning to.”

He didn’t say anything, prompting her to fill the awkward silence.

“See, I don’t really date–”

“You mean, except for tonight?”

“Well, what I mean is that I don’t date people that I don’t know.”

“How does that work?”

“It doesn’t,” she said. He scratched his chin.

“Well, hey, I don’t know you. You can do what you want, but it seems like you might want to rethink that policy. Since a lot of the men who you might date also fall into the category of men you don’t already know."

She should tell him, she thought. At least get it over with. But she was having a nice time, and she didn’t want to have to leave and stand out in the hallway and sob while she waited two hours for the locksmith, and Duncan really was kind. But she could tell what it would be like if she told him. He’d blanch with embarrassment, apologize suddenly, and then explain that he wasn’t interested. And then she’d better leave, even though he would make some kind of perfunctory gesture, telling her she didn’t have to go. And her heart would break. The worst part was that this was actually not the worst that could happen. He could turn violent. He could insult and berate her, accuse her of tricking him. It happened to girls like her all the time. She’d read the stories. She wouldn’t let the same happen to her. Not ever.

“Like I said,” Anastasia continued, her voice cracking, betraying her anxiety. “I just have to be careful…”

“All right,” he said.

“It’s not about you,” she continued, now feeling like she was about to start yelling at him. She was suddenly enraged that he could be so calm. “It’s about me. It’s my problem.”

“Anastasia–”

She cut him off.

“There are things you don’t know about me, and I don’t feel like talking about them, and–”

She thought she could go on, but for no reason she could think of she stumbled on the last word. Before she had time to resist, he was kneeling at her side, looking at her with those compassionate eyes.

“Whatever it is, you don’t have to be ashamed.”

“I’m not assh-shamed” she blubbered. “You just wouldn’t like it.”

“Okay,” he said, clearly not following any of this. She was making a complete fool of herself in front of him, and she didn’t know how to stop. She took a deep breath and composed herself. When she felt she could finally say it without stammering, she let it out.

“I’m transgender.”

“Oh,” he said.

“See, I told you,” she groaned, stabbing at hot tears with her fingers. She felt his hand on her knee. Not sexual, just comforting. He held it there, waiting for her to look at him. His eyes were filled with warmth and kindness.

“Anastasia,” he said. “I want you.”
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“You want me?” Anastasia repeated.

“Yes,” Duncan said. “Is that okay?”

She didn’t answer immediately. It’s not as if she’d never had a guy find her attractive before, even one who knew her secret. But she’d never had one who looked like this, with an apartment like this, and who was not only funny but also surprisingly kind. That she’d never had.

“Yeah,” she said. “That’s okay.”

"Okay," he said. "I'm glad you told me because there is absolutely no way I could have guessed you were trans. But now that you have, I just want you to know that I'm cool with it."

“Cool how?” she said, worried that this might turn into something else. Guys who liked girls like her weren’t exactly gentlemen. At least they hadn’t been in her experience. But, then, that was limited, after all. How could she judge this guy just because he found her interesting?

“What I mean is, I was interested in you before when I didn’t know you were trans, and I’m interested now that I know. That’s all.”

“Wow, okay. I’m glad you said that,” Anastasia said, feeling some relief flood through her, replacing the cold of anxiety with the warmth of his compassion.

“So…?” Duncan said.

“So, what?” Anastasia asked. “I don’t know what to do here, do you?”

“Well, I’ve got a few ideas,” he said. His hand was still there on her knee and he made circles with his thumb.

“Tonight?” she asked, startled.

“Not if you don’t want to,” he said. “But I can think of worse ways to pass the time while you’re waiting on a locksmith.”

She could tell that she was blushing again, her chest feeling hot and her breathing getting faster.

“I… I don’t really do that on the first date. Even if I like someone. Especially if I like someone.”

“You like me?” Duncan asked.

“Uh, yeah! Did I not say that already?”

“You didn’t.”

“Well, I do,” said Anastasia, flashing an embarrassed grin. “A lot.”

He rose, and she felt small and helpless as he stared down at her.

“Well, I don’t want you to do anything you’d regret tomorrow,” he said. “So, if you’ve got a rule about guys you like, you don’t have to break it just for me.”

“Thanks for being so understanding,” she said. And she meant it. But she also wished that she hadn’t said anything, that she’d allowed herself to be taken by the hand and lead to the bedroom. “So, what do we do now?”

“Well, we’ve still got a wait ahead of us,” said Duncan. “Want to watch a movie?”

"What movie?" she asked. He shrugged, flopping down on the couch and picking the remote off the table. Maybe it was his relaxed attitude, the way that he didn't push her. Or maybe she just realized at that moment that it had been so long and she wanted to get laid, she couldn't be sure. But whatever it was, without saying a word, she stood up, took a seat beside him, and rested her forehead on his shoulder. He looked at her, giving her an appraising look.

“Do you–?”

She stopped him with her kiss, pressing her mouth to his. The kiss made her eager, made her heart race. It also made her incredibly horny.

Anastasia winced as the passion she felt for this man made her cock expand, a pain shot through her groin as her penis was taped between her legs.

"What's wrong?" Duncan asked.

"Can I use your bathroom?" she replied.

“Sure,” he said. He pointed to the bedroom. It’s through there. You’ll see it.”

"Thanks," she said, embarrassed about having to make her exit, but knowing that relief was just moments away.

◆◆◆

Alone in the bathroom, she pulled down her panties and began the process of extricating her dick and balls from their hiding place. The things that she did to look pretty in that dress. The medical tape she used to flatten her package always hurt to be ripped off. There was no way around it, she knew. Even as tucking was a daily part of her routine she could never get used to the pain, but she did learn to bear it. One quick rip. She flinched as the tape pulled at her skin, leaving small red welts where the tape had been. Her genitals tumbled out from underneath her skirt.

This was it. She was having sex tonight. She felt herself gingerly, trying to avoid the sensitive parts of her inner thighs. Was she ready for this? It had been so long she’d had sex with anyone, and now with someone she’d just met? Was this just a one-night stand? She hoped not. He was so nice, and hot. Besides, they lived in the same building and the thought of them running into each other in the hall a week later made Anastasia question her decision. Should she go through this? But she banished the thought from her mind. It was too late to turn back now, even if she wanted to. And she didn’t want to. She wanted him just as much as he wanted her.

She pulled up her panties and tucked herself gingerly inside of them, making no secret of her bulge. She unlocked the door and pushed it open. Duncan was standing there, shirtless and naked except for his shorts which showed off his package.

“Hey,” he said, “you look incredible. Let’s go to bed.”
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Anastasia was speechless, still drinking in all of Duncan’s features. He was even more fit than she’d expected. Without his shirt, his washboard abs were on full display, as were the sharp peaks of his pecks. He was neither too hairy nor smooth and hairless like a woman. He had a well-tended patch of curly hair sprouting from between his nipples, and his strong legs had just the right amount of fuzz. Thank god she’d shaved before her date, she thought to herself. She’d be delightfully smooth for him. The thought made her imagine his stubble rubbing her smooth belly down to her thighs. The fantasy came on in a flash, causing her to stir in her panties.

He watched her with total absorption and fascination as she approached him. She let her fingers run along his chest down to this stomach, amazed at his strength.

“You’re so… big,” she said. She felt like a teenage girl. The teenage girl she’d longed to be when she was younger but had to hide. If that sad kid could see her now…  

“You’re so little,” he said, putting his rough hands on her dainty hips and encircling her slender frame with his arms. Foreheads pressed together, they looked into each other’s eyes, enjoying the rhythms of each other breathing. They kissed again, deeper than the first time, their tongues touching as he ran his hands up her spine, making her melt into him.

Before she knew what was happening, he was picking her up. He took hold of each of her hips in his hands and lifted her as if she were a doll, twisting her around to fall onto the bed. Now he was on top of her, stroking and touching her through her dress. She longed for him to take it off her, but she couldn’t shake the apprehension at what he would find.

“Hey,” he said, stopping the lovemaking to look at her. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” she whispered. “I’m perfect.”

He slid his hand between her legs, and she could feel her excited little friend pulsing against his muscular chest.

“Can I touch you?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah!” she squealed, feeling waves of relief and pleasure washing over her. Gently and carefully, he reached under her skirt. He kissed her neck as he stroked her swollen cock, sliding her panties off with one deft motion. Anastasia had a flash of those magicians who could slide a tablecloth off a table without disturbing the cups and dishes on top. God, he’s slick!

His gaze locked on her, he took her mushroom head in his hand, slowly and gently rubbing her with growing intensity. She couldn’t believe how good he was, seeming to know exactly what her body wanted from him. Each little movement he made brought cascading pleasure, and she wondered how long she could hold out. Precum was bubbling at the tip of her shaft as he continued to kiss and stroke her simultaneously.

His hot breath on her neck and chest made her redden with excitement. His soft groans let her know the ecstasy he was experiencing just exploring her body. Her femininity, the smell of her skin; it was all intoxicating for him. She was turning him on and he was going to do whatever he needed her to. The demands of his sexuality thrilled her. She'd deny him nothing tonight. Whatever he wanted, she would give him willingly. Nothing was off-limits.

Her erection felt huge in his hand, and she pulsed and throbbed as he massaged her in his grip. Her body radiated heat, a response to her excitement. Finally, he realized that she was still wearing the dress and that she would rather be completely naked while he ravished her.

Pausing for a moment, he ran his hands under the small of her back, trying for the zipper. Poor guy. He’s never had to wear a dress before. He doesn’t know what tight fits dresses like these are.

“I’ll do it,” she said, putting her fingers on his chest and pushing him off her with exaggerated force. He got the message and climbed off her. She stood in front of him, bending her knees to show off her curves for him. She took her long brown hair in her right hand and pulled it to the side, giving her left hand free access to the zipper. Inching it down her back, she managed to get the zipper stuck between her shoulder blades.

Duncan cleared this throat theatrically.

“Yes, okay,” she conceded. “Little help?”

He sprang off the bed and with his thick but skillful fingers pulled the zipper down the rest of the way. The dress slipped down her thighs and would have slid off her were it not for the stiffness he’d given her. She slid off the dress, leaving her in nothing but a bra, her prick standing erect in front of him.

“That’s better,” she said, unfastening the bra strap across her back and letting her breasts breathe. She watched as Duncan ogled her body, both her breasts and her cock. The breasts were flawless, she knew. They’d been perfectly crafted for no other purpose than to be adored. But the effect of both her penis and her tits was clearly giving Duncan what he wanted.

She tiptoed closer to the bed, bringing herself close enough for him to reach out and touch her body. He scooted to the edge of the bed, taking her member in one and cupping her breast with another. Anastasia always rubbed her chest when she played with herself. Now, as he pressed his hands to her boobs, playing with one and then the other, she wanted nothing more than to have his chest pressing down hard against her own.

“I’m going to finish you off,” Duncan said. She nodded, feeling that she was getting close to coming.

“Tell me you want me,” she insisted.

“I want you,” he said. “I want you. You’re beautiful.”

“Say I’m sexy,” she asked. She could feel herself about to erupt, the pressure building and it couldn’t be sustained for much longer.

“You’re sexy, Anastasia. You’re hot as hell.”

She felt everything as he stroked her to completion: the softness of his hand, the silk sheets so smooth against her bare ass. Her back arched as she came, the hot juices caught by the top sheet. Sweating, pulse-pounding, she felt a flood of endorphins as he massaged her swollen cock until it was fully relieved.
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Alone in the bed, she lay still. The warmth from the spot on where his body had been contrasted with the cool in the room. She stroked the spot with the tip of her finger. She'd covered the top sheet in cum, and he'd taken it with the promise of returning with another one. Anastasia couldn't believe her luck. How had she managed to find such a wonderful, decent man and sleep with him in only one night? Hours ago she'd been getting ready for that terrible date with Richard the attorney, and now she was here basking in the afterglow of a true romance.

She heard the door creak open and turned on her side to greet him. He tossed the sheet over her naked body and then climbed into bed beside her. He kissed her as he positioned his body next to hers.

"That was incredible," she whispered.

"Are you tired?" Duncan asked.

“No,” she said, rubbing his chest. “I just want to lay here with you awhile.”

“Sounds good,” he said, slipping his right arm underneath her rib cage.

“Tell me something,” she said. “Did you know?”

“Know what?”

"You know. Did you realize that I was trans before I told you?"

“No,” he said, and it sounded honest. "Like I said, I couldn't have guessed."

“You weren’t, I don’t know, disappointed?”

“Did I seem disappointed?” he asked.

“No,” Anastasia said. “It seemed more like something you’d had before.”

“Well,” Duncan said, “what I just did to you? That I have done before. In the shower, after work. I’ve had a lot of practice.”

“You’re dancing around the question,” she chided playfully.

“You haven’t asked,” he countered. Which was true.

“Okay, I’m asking,” Anastasia said. “Have you ever been with a girl like me?”

“No, not really. You’re a first for me.”

“Ooh, I didn’t realize I was so special,” she said with mock surprise. 

“Well, you are,” he said, giving her a quick kiss on the forehead. She let this sink in for a moment before she responded.

“You’re so kind. Why don’t I ever meet guys like you?”

“You do. You did.”

“I know, but I mean before now. It seems like only assholes are interested in trans girls. And only for a quick fuck.”

He didn’t say anything.

“But not you,” she said, “right?”

“Not me,” he intoned.

“How do I know?”

He pinched his chin with his fingers with exaggerated deliberation.

“Well, I guess you really can’t. Of course, we do live three doors down. If I want to blow you off, I’d better move.”

“It would be a shame. Your apartment is really nice.”

“It is, isn’t it?”

He turned his head so that he was looking her straight in the eye, which was almost black in the dark of the room.

“I guess I’ll have to hold onto you, then,” he said. He kissed her again, this time deeply and passionately. He was ready for more, and so was she.

“What do you want?” he whispered.

“Oh, no. Not this time,” she whispered back. “This time it’s your turn.”


7.

Anastasia could feel her excitement mounting as she began to rub Duncan's huge cock, the size of it both surprising and intimidating her. He was so much bigger than she was. More than seven inches. Maybe eight. Under the top sheet, she watched as he pitched a tent, his erection bobbing with her touch. She pulled the sheet off them both to see him better in the dim light. Her hand slid inside his black boxer shorts, massaging his smooth shaft. Seeing her own hand, with its black-tipped nails, tugging and rubbing on this huge cock was enough to stir her own again. He had a vein running along the side of his dick just under the head that seemed about to burst with pleasure. She wanted to feel that little piece of him on her tongue, to give him the kind of pleasure that only she could provide. She was hungry for him.

Spritely, eager, she assumed the position at the foot of the bed. She flicked her hair out of her eyes to look at him. He had a look of anticipation and curiosity. What would she be like? His eyes seemed to say. Would she do it better than the other girls? Would she know just what he wanted when all the others couldn't compare? She had a flash of Duncan's former conquests, all of them leaving him wanting, and felt a surge of excitement and also pride. She would deliver him a blowjob like he'd never had before, one that he didn't even know he could have. Pressing her free-hanging breast together, she leaned over and took him in her mouth.

She knew he was huge, so she had to pace herself. She started slowly, kissing and licking the tip of his scrotum to get him excited. He gave a satisfied sigh as her wet mouth met his head, finally delivering the pleasure that he’d been waiting for. As her lips closed around the head of his cock, she began to plunge deeper, letting her whole mouth be filled up by him. Her eagerness grew in proportion to his own. She hummed happily as she sucked on him. He kept his eyes on her, fascinated by the way she knew just how to play him.

She would look up briefly, just to check in and make sure that what she was doing was what he wanted, playing with her breasts as she enveloped him in her. She felt sexy, desirable, a natural woman in every sense. No other girl was here with him tonight. Of all the girls he could have had instead, and he could have had plenty, he’d chosen her. He wanted her, and only her. After so long, it felt so good to be desirable, loveable. She wanted him to know how fantastic she made him feel, and she wanted his cum. She wanted him to spurt off in her mouth with no warning. She wanted to swallow him and keep him inside of her forever. It was a feeling so primal and so strong that it would not be denied. She would have his seed inside of her even if it took hours to coax it out. She would have him.

“Jesus,” Duncan moaned as she went deeper. Anastasia plunged him into her, the muscles in her throat relaxing to let him in. She worried for a moment that she might choke, but she willed herself to relax, to let it all inside of her. If she gagged, he’d never let her finish. He would be worried for her. She wouldn’t let that happen. She could hold out. She could take it all. The taste of him was so delicious that she was becoming stiff all over again.

He took her head in his hands, running her hair through his fingers.

“That’s it,” he said, “That’s ah, that’s amazing.”

She was lost in the rhythm of it, keeping her breath constant, moving up and down him, keeping as much of him as possible inside her wet warmth. She was getting him there, she knew. But as much as she wanted him to have her this way, there was something else that made her pause. He could go even longer if she was just patient with herself.

“What’s wrong?” he asked as she let him slip out of her mouth.

“I want you to finish in my ass,” Anastasia said.

“Now?” he asked, surprised.

“Come on, big boy,” she teased. “You can do it. I’m tighter than any pussy.”

He smiled. She could see the lines of his face even in the darkness of the room. He scooted himself from the foot of the bed closer to the headboard. He reached for something in the end table drawer. The burp of air told her it was a bottle of lubricant.

“All right, get on your knees.”


8.

Anastasia squealed as he rode her like a stallion. There was no denying it; as much as she loved blowing him this was so much better. His strong thighs thrust into her, deeper and faster, and she could feel his cum building up. She’d insisted that he fuck her bareback. A stupid decision maybe, but one that made the sex all the naughtier. There was nothing between the two of them, no little piece of rubber standing between her and perfect, unadulterated bliss.

The pain made it all the better, the way that he seemed to be turning her inside out with each thrust. His force was overwhelming, and she just had to hope that her own hips could keep his pace, otherwise, she felt confident that he would crush her. She was his possession.

"Duncan!" she yelled as he penetrated her deeper and deeper. "Yes! Oh, god! Yesss!"

He groaned from exertion, but also from pleasure. His hips were so strong that she imagined him crushing a soda can between his thighs, the pressure bursting out from his sheer power. She wanted to be that can, cascading liquid bursting from inside of her.

“Oh, god!” she wailed as she came, spewing his sheets with her wet semen while he continued his thrusting. “You’re a machine!” she exclaimed.

Maybe it was this acknowledgment, the knowledge that he'd made her cum from anal stimulation alone, but he couldn't hold out any longer. Anastasia felt the eruption from deep inside her, his cum spurting out and filling her insides. They'd cum nearly in sync, but with her being the first one to finish. 

Panting and sweating from exertion, he pulled out of her and fell onto the bed with exaggerated exhaustion. She turned her head to see him, arms splayed out across the bed. She felt a twinge of pain in her knees as she lifted herself out of a kneeling position. She gave herself a moment to stretch before coming to rest on the bed beside him. His eyes were closed as he pulled her to him. The last thing she remembered before she drifted off to sleep was the smell of his breath: not bad just normal, human. She wanted to kiss him but wondered whether he was actually near sleep and decided instead to say a silent little prayer of thanks. He was better than any man she’d ever had, in every way, and she was grateful.

◆◆◆

“That was a naughty thing you did last night,” he said, lathering her shoulders with the soap.

“Only one thing? Which one?” she asked, gently massaging his biceps as the water rinsed them both clean.

“Giving the best blowjob I’d ever had and then stopping before it was over.”

“Oh, so are you saying you weren’t satisfied? Because I got the impression you were when you coated my G.I. tract with your splooge.”

He reached for the showerhead and sent a stream of water straight into her eyes, making her squeal.

“Okay, okay,” she pleaded.

“Next time, you’re going to let me finish in your mouth,” he said.

“Next time?” she smiled coyly.

“Next time,” he repeated. He brushed the wet hair from her eyes to look at her.

“Yes, sir,” she said. 

They finished rinsing each other off, then he opened the shower stall door and grabbed her a towel.

“So, when would next time be?” she asked, trying to be nonchalant.

“I dunno,” he said. “I’ve got a few errands to run, but we could meet up later. We’ll probably have to, seeing as you still have no way to get into your apartment.”

“Shit!” she exclaimed. She’d forgotten all about the locksmith.

“Don’t sweat it,” he told her. “I’m going to get dressed. Why don’t you put on a t-shirt and watch some TV until I get back?”

"Perfect," she said, accepting his kiss. He wrapped the towel around his waist and exited the bathroom. She wanted to follow him like a loyal puppy dog, but she had to keep herself from appearing too eager. Besides, the next time he saw her, she wanted it to be in full makeup, hair dried and looking hot as hell.

She wrapped the towel around her chest and went over to the mirror. She wiped away the steam with the edge of her palm and had a look at herself. Not bad, Anastasia. Not bad. She felt what her name meant: reborn.

He didn’t know, but he knew now. He’d seen the real her, and he’d embraced it. She grinned at her own reflection, relieved to like what she saw. Possibilities of their future together swirled in front of her. Everything she’d always wanted she could finally have with this man. How long had he been watching her, waiting for some pretext to start a conversation? She thought of her lost keys and grinned. It was the luckiest thing that had ever happened to her.

She let the towel fall to the floor and examined her body in the mirror. She looked good. She looked hot. She was exactly what the man of her dreams longed for.

Satisfied with herself, she opened the door, stepped into the bedroom, and awaited Duncan’s return.
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Bride to Be

It’s trouble in paradise for Dalton when his fiance Kendra goes missing the day before their big wedding in Maui. And things get a lot more complicated when Dalton’s best friend Kevin reveals a secret that changes everything between them. Kevin prayed to be transformed into Kendra, and it looks like that wish is coming true! Kevin is feminizing magically, and Dalton can’t help but notice how his friend’s gradual transformation is affecting him. Can Dalton step up and accept his friend for who ‘she’ really is and go through with the wedding anyway, or will he be forced to call the whole thing off and leave this new Kendra at the altar? Find out in this brand-new gender swap story by freshwoman writer Lexi Twist.

Transmission

Simon is an American down and out in Budapest when a strange sexual encounter leaves him feeling not quite himself. In fact, he seems to be coming down with something major. As the virus transforms both his body and mind, Simon searches for answers when he finds himself changing into a woman ravenous for sex! What he discovers shocks him. If he gives in to his new feminine urges, then the virus will attack his newly-minted body and he’s history. But how long can ‘she’ hold out when the virus inside demands to be transmitted to another host? Is there a cure? And which is worse, death or celibacy? Find out in this latest twisted transgender tale by Lexi Twist.
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Daniel Benson loves two things: science and dressing as a sexy girl. His private time in the science lab after school lets him do both. But when he gets caught crossdressing by a studly classmate, ‘Daphne’ is forced to become his tutor. And while he may not be an ‘A’ student, Mateo is ready to give her his all every afternoon. Can Daniel maintain this double life as the girl he’s always wanted to be without anyone else finding out? And what does it mean when Mateo wants to make things between them official? High school passes by so fast that you’d better reach out and grab it while you can. The best memories of your life might just happen before graduation
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