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Hot Yoga

A Transgirl Tempted By Her Roommate

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


Chapter One - Yvonne

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 form 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. 


Chapter Two - Michael

By lunchtime, I knew I had enough for the day. 

It wasn’t because I was lazy, or because I didn’t care about what I did. Yes, I thought that by going to school as a ceramics engineer that I would get to work on things like the space shuttle, or heat-resistant tiles in general. Instead I was working on ceramic burr grinders for coffee grinders and pepper mills. 

It paid the bills. 

It let me live in a nice apartment with Yvonne. 

Yvonne.

It still felt weird to call her that. We moved in together as Michael and Evan. Not long after that I caught him–her–wearing nail polish. One day I got home early from work and I could tell she had been wearing mascara and hadn’t gotten all of it off. 

Then she started getting more daring, wearing leggings around the house, growing her hair out. 

Then one day I didn’t live with Evan anymore. 

At first, yes, it was weird, and I wasn’t the only one who felt that way. But I could tell how much it bothered her when Scott came over and started spouting all this hurtful bullshit that didn’t even sound like him, and when I asked him to leave, Yvonne looked pleased. Yes, she still cried on my shoulder, which was weird, but at that point I think she knew I was on her side, even though we had never talked about it before and hadn’t talked about it since. 

And frankly, that’s why I was done for the day. Because the night before I was up late reading and heard her tiptoe down the hall, and when I peeked out my door to see if everything was OK, there she was, standing at the fridge in a pink see-through nightie, and I nearly lost it. 

She swayed gently from side to side as she thought about what to eat, and I was hit with the uncontrollable urge to have my mouth all over her. 

All over her smooth legs. All over the little breasts that started to form after she went on hormones. And I was overcome with desire after she turned from the fridge and opened the cupboard instead, and I got a quick, tantalizing glance at her shaved little dick and ballsack, which–God help me–looked just as feminine as the rest of her. 

How was that possible? 

She was my friend. Had been for years. And I didn’t want to risk it. Her parents weren’t even cool with her being Yvonne. 

I couldn’t be attracted to her. 

I couldn’t risk our friendship being over. 

She needed me because I was all she had, and if we lost that, then what? 

Then I’d feel awful, and she’d move out, and I’d pay more rent, and she’d have to start over, and I’d never hear from her again. 

And yet the way she looked in that little, gauzy, see-through babydoll…

It was Friday, sure, but I had productive Fridays in the past. This was not one of those days. 

Even Derrick noticed something was up.

“You seem distracted,” he said, coming into my office and sitting down. 

“I don’t think so,” I said, clearing images of Yvonne’s little girlcock out of my head. 

“Every time I walk by, you’re looking out the window, like at something very far away,” he said. 

I sighed. “Maybe just a few things on my mind,” I said. “I know it’s not work’s problem. It’s sometimes hard to keep things separate.”

“I’m not convinced we can,” he said. “Why don’t you go home early?” 

“For real?” 

He nodded. “It’s Friday anyway, we don’t have anything due until the 19th, you’re waiting on test results anyway. 

He stood up. “Just go, figure it out, and come back strong next week. We’ll need you to be ready if the Sales team lands that client from Colombia.” 

What was I going to do? I would go home and probably jerk off to get the images of Yvonne out of my head. 

Like the one of her at the fridge, lit so that I could see the gap between her thighs, and could see her little sideboob every time she turned a little. 

Or the image of one of her bikinis drip-drying on the shower rod in her bathroom, and the feel of it when I touched it.

Or the image of her, glistening with sweat, as she did bicycle crunches on the living room floor wearing skin tight leopard print bike shorts, and how hard I needed to keep my gaze looking away from her as she was walking around making coffee after she was done. 

You know, those images. 

The whole way back on the subway, I still couldn't get those images out of my mind. 

She has that top, I thought as someone got on. 

Then I saw a professional-looking woman in pantyhose sit down and cross her legs, and I was busy imagining what Yvonne looked like if she wore that outfit, and I felt myself stiffen in my pants. 

I had to reposition my messenger bag to cover the front of my pants as I got off the subway and walked above ground to make it the last few blocks to our place. 

I could feel myself, erect in my boxer briefs, and I needed relief, badly. 

I needed to get home and get it over with. I didn’t need to draw it out and edge myself, I didn’t need to fantasize; I had already done that whether I wanted to or not, fantasizing for days–weeks?–about my friend and about what I badly wanted to do to her. 

I needed to get home, run straight to my bedroom, drop my pants, squirt two pumps of lube into my hand and then get this erection taken care of so that by the time she got home from work, I wouldn’t think of her sexually. 

This was becoming a problem. 

No, that wasn’t right. This was a problem. It wasn’t about to be something I needed to deal with; it already was. 

The only way I knew how to deal with it now was to get rid of this sexual tension, then figure out how to stop thinking about her that way. 

Could I do it without talking to her? That would be awkward. 

Hey, Yvonne, could you stop being so sexy? Thanks.

That wouldn’t work. 

Hey, I can’t help but notice you’re kind of hot. Can you maybe stop? 

Also not great. 

Would you mind wearing very baggy clothes when I’m around? I am unfortunately very attracted to you now and it makes me feel weird. OK, thanks, I’m going to go jerk off to the thought of you now. 

God, this was brutal. 

My erection never got better the whole walk back to the apartment. I felt it bouncing as I walked up the stairs to our third-floor place. I could feel it, itchy and compressed in my pants as I walked down the hallway to our door. 

And as I fumbled for my keys, I knew that I was only moments away from being able to regain control over my thoughts again and start to work out how to survive with a sexy roommate. 

I couldn’t wait to get inside and get it over with. 

And when I opened the apartment door, what did I see but Yvonne in a tiny workout outfit, bent over on the living room floor, her tight, perfect little ass right in my face, and an unmistakable girl bulge right between her legs. 


Chapter Three - Yvonne

Ordinarily I think I would have been startled when Michael walked in on me, but I had been doing yoga for almost 45 minutes, and I felt serene. Peaceful. Totally at ease. 

Fine with being in my body. 

All I did was finish my pose and then sink to my knees on the mat. I heard him shut the door, and then he walked into the apartment. 

“I didn’t know you’d be home,” he said, putting his keys down. “Sorry.” He sounded frazzled. 

“Yeah,” I said, still facing away from him. “I needed a day.”

“Any reason?” he said. “I think I needed a day too.”

“No,” I said. “Just…reasons.” 

I may have been calm about being caught doing yoga, but I knew that I’d have a problem pretty soon. I hadn’t gotten off yet, and that was about to make my afternoon very difficult. My last few poses had started to make me aware of the throbbing between my legs, and I knew I was close to the end of my routine. 

What started with naked coffee and continued with a panty try-on, then I binged a few episodes of a show I liked while wearing a skirt with no panties, and lastly I had moved to yoga in a sports bra and my sexiest little shorts. 

It was long, drawn-out, and glorious. 

It was delicious, and I felt alive. 

I was so relaxed and positively charged that I knew the vibrator would barely be warm when I’d fill my panties with cum. 

And now I wouldn’t get to do it because Michael was home. 

I closed my eyes and stayed kneeling upright on the floor, trying to think of a Plan B. 

Do it in the shower? I hated that.

Go rent a hotel room and really not worry about making noise? I couldn’t afford that. 

Take a cold shower and hope I could banish these thoughts from my head in time for the weekend to start? 

Was that going to work? 

Had that ever worked? 

With my hands on my thighs, I felt a warm little squirt in my panties. 

My engine was revved. It wasn’t even idling. It needed to do something. 

But what?

When I opened my eyes, Michael was sitting in front of me on the couch. 

“God, when did you get there?” I said, clearly startled. 

“Sorry,” he said. “I could tell you were lost in thought. I couldn’t tell how lost.”

“Very lost,” I said. 

I couldn't risk getting up from the floor. Was there a little wet spot on the front of my shorts? What would I tell him if he saw it? 

I guess I was just going to sit there and kneel while we tried to have a normal conversation. 

“What position were you doing when I came in?” he said. 

“Downward dog,” I said. “It feels amazing, and it’s one of the ones you should do if you’re going to take care of your back.”

“I’m…not sure I can picture myself doing that position,” he said, looking a little embarrassed. He shifted his weight on the couch. 

Why were his hands in his lap? 

“What’s wrong with downward dog?” I said. I knew what he’d say, and I wanted to hear him say it. 

“It’s very…butt-forward,” he said. “I don’t have the butt for it.” 

“I don’t either,” I said. 

“Yes you do,” he said, and immediately looked like he regretted saying that. 

I wanted to hear it, I heard it, and I was flooded with relief. 

That’s not all I was flooded with, as I felt another little squirt in my crotch. 

I cleared my throat. “You just do it, and usually no one is watching.” 

“But today I was.” 

“I guess so.”

“Were you done? Don’t make me stop you if you weren’t finished. I need a shower anyway.”

“Didn’t you take one already?” 

Now it was my turn to be embarrassed. 

“I thought I heard you in there this morning before you left,” I said quickly. 

“I guess I did,” he said. “Maybe I don’t need a shower.” 

He still didn’t move, and he reached for a couch pillow to place in his lap.

Was he…hard? I only got a quick look as he grabbed the pillow, but he seemed to have something going on between his legs. 

Kind of like me.  

We stayed still like that for a while, until my knees started to hurt a little. 

One of us needed to move, and it was probably going to be me, unless I wanted my knees to give out at 22 years old. 

I shifted my weight, let my legs move to the right, and I sat my ass back on the floor, covering any evidence of a wet spot with one hand. 

But I saw where his glance went when I sat back, and I felt another small squirt as I moved. 

He may have had an erection, but I didn’t. I could feel that I was still soft, although it felt very warm down there. Despite the small shorts, despite the small thong panties I had underneath them, I was still overheated between my legs. 

And sitting differently wasn’t helping. 

I was throbbing, and wherever serenity I had from yoga before had vanished in just the few minutes since he had gotten home. 

I folded my hands on my lap. 

Someone needed to do something, and I decided it should be me. 

“Is this a sit-off?” I said as sweetly as I could. 

“What…do you mean?” Michael said, pushing the pillow down onto his lap. 

I leaned forward and in one quick motion, tugged the pillow away from him and tossed it out of reach. 

He gulped. 

An honest, audible gulp. 

“You should come down and do yoga with me,” I said, stretching out on my stomach. I made sure to stick my ass up in the air. 

He pretended not to see it. 

“I’m good,” he said. 

“Then do you just want to watch?” I said, and I rubbed my front on the floor, slowly. 

He groaned, and turned red when he realized he did it out loud. 

“This isn’t OK,” he said, shaking his head. 

“Why not?” I said, fearing the worst. I was holding myself an inch or so off the floor, which was high enough for my ass to be arched, but low enough for me to still be touching the yoga mat with the tip of my penis. 

“Because we’re…friends,” he said. “This isn’t right.”

“We’ll always be friends,” I said. “But it looks to me like we have very similar problems.” 

His hands covered himself up again. 

“I don’t have a problem.”

“Did it bother you enough to make you come home early?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said. 

“My problem had me skip work completely,” I said. 

“We should stop,” he said. 

“And yet you’re not getting up to leave,” I said. “Why is that?” 

I turned onto my back, opening my legs a little. He looked. 

I knew he would. 

My hand went down to my flat belly and I was teasing myself. 

“This shouldn’t go anywhere,” he said.

“But it can,” I said. 

“Fuck,” he said. 

“Maybe,” I said, slinking over to him. I stood up, watching his eyes move to the part of me that had been throbbing for him for what felt like ages. 

I sat on his lap and he didn’t stop me. 

“What’s the name of this pose?” he said, unsure of where to put his hands. 

“Friends With Benefits,” I said, and I put his hands on my hips. Electricity flowed through my body and I pulsed with anticipation. I felt myself squirt again, just one little spurt. 

I looked down between my legs. There was no hiding the wet spot now. Both of us stared at it. 

“Let me get some lube,” he whispered. 


Chapter 4 - Michael

It was ridiculous. It was a 64 ounce pump bottle of lube, and I had gone through about a third of it by myself. 

So many nights I would get two squirts of lube from it, and I would jerk off into my hand, or into some tissues, and now I was in uncharted territory. 

Actually, it was territory I had already charted. 

I used to jerk off to Alissa. Then Moira. Then Becky, or porn, or anyone. 

I had only done it to Yvonne recently, and it mostly required a lot of imagination, then less imagination when she’d wear less and less around the apartment, and now…now it was very, very real. 

I had used so much of this lube. 

And I was about to bring it out of my bedroom so my friend and I could…what? Have sex?

God, I wanted to. I wanted her badly, and I needed to get off. 

And I wanted her to get off. I was confused, and I was embarrassed, and I was horny, and horny was winning. 

It was still winning as I walked back to the living room, watched her bite her lip, wiggle out of her yoga shorts until she was down to a small, lacy purple thong, and get right back on top of me. This time I put my hands on her hips, right where they had been. 

She squirmed on top of me and reached for my belt. 

I had been hard for what felt like a week. I could feel my heartbeat in my erection. And she reached into my pants, pulled out my erection, and it pointed straight up at her. 

“I had no idea,” she whispered, putting her hands on my face.

“Neither did I,” I said. 

“I need you inside of me,” she breathed. 

“I squirted two pumps of lube directly onto my stiff cock, and she grinned at me. 

“This might not last long,” I said. “I’m kind of a mess.”

She slid toward me, and while she left her panties on, she slid them out of the way and I felt the slick tip of my cock find her opening. She inhaled sharply as it slid in, and she wrapped her hands around my neck. 

“God, wait,” she gasped. 

I felt her body pulse around me. She needed to go slowly, and I traced my fingers up and down her thighs as she gathered herself. 

Slowly, little by little, I felt her descend on me, half and inch at a time. 

“If you need more time, it’s OK,” I breathed.

“It’s not that,” she said. “I’m so close to cumming it’s not funny.” 

“Take your time,” I said, and felt her slide another half inch. She had a few inches to go, and she knew it, and I don’t think she wanted them. I felt her squeeze around me, delaying it, but I was too slick and gravity won. All at once she slid down my whole length with a gasp, and I felt her spasm. 

“Oh my God!” she yelled, and I watched as the bulge in her panties flexed and pulsed, and her wet spot got bigger. 

Her breath shuddered. She closed her eyes and looked down between her legs, embarrassed. 

“I cannot believe that,” she said. “I am so sorry.”

“It’s OK,” I said. “Take a minute.”

Then I felt her slide up a little, and start to ride me.

“I don’t need a minute,” she said. And we stared into one another’s eyes as she rode. 

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” she said. 

“I think I did too,” I said. 

“Why did we wait?” she said, and I felt the wet slap of her crotch on my abdomen as she started riding a little harder. 

“Were we avoiding it?” 

“Not anymore,” she said. 

“I…saw you at the fridge,” I said. “That’s why I needed a day off.” 

“My midnight snack?” she said, smiling a little as she rode. 

“You definitely looked like a snack,” I said, grabbing her hips harder and guiding her up and down as much of my cock as she could take. 

“Keep talking,” she said, “‘cuz I’m so close to cumming again.” 

And she leaned back and closed her eyes, quickening her breathing. 

I looked down at her crotch and pulled the purple triangle of cloth to the side, letting out her little, hairless girlcock that I got a glimpse of the night before. 

She immediately rode harder and faster, and I watched it bounce up and down as she rode. It was slick with her cum, sticky, and swollen. But it was not hard. 

And then, as she rode, I watched it grow.

And it grew. 

And grew. 

And soon it was rock-hard, sticking straight out at me, and bouncing up and down like a diving board in rhythm with her. 

With her eyes still closed, I felt her tighten around me. 

“I’ve wanted you so bad,” I said.

“I’ve wanted you too,” she said. “Oh God!” 

“You were so hot in your shorts,” I said, rubbing the tip of her dick with my thumb. 

She put her hands on my chest to steady herself, and took my whole length inside of her. She was in another world, and I was almost ready to join her. I felt that all-too-familiar tingling in my groin. 

“Oh God, baby, I’m so close,” I said, and I grabbed her cock and gave it a stroke. 

She put her arms behind her head. 

I stroked again, and she thrust herself towards me as she rode. 

“Don’t stop, baby, don’t stop,” she said, and using her own cum as lube, I stroked her harder and harder as she started to squeeze around me. 

“Oh God,” I moaned, “I can’t hold it!” 

“Just hold on,” she said, bucking and rocking harder and harder. The couch was creaking and slamming against the wall. “Just hold on!” She gritted her teeth, and then, in one quick moment, she lost control, and so did I. 

The whole day I had needed to cum after seeing her, and I wouldn’t have thought that I would actually cum in her. 

But as I felt myself release my load deep within her, she started shooting cum all over. Two pulses on the front of my shirt, one past my shoulder onto the couch, one onto my abdomen, one onto my forearm. We both gave everything we had to each other, and with each spasm, her breathing slowed, and her rhythm slowed, and soon she collapsed on top of me. 

“I’m never going to walk again,” she said after a few minutes. I felt myself getting soft, but I stayed inside of her. 

“That’s a problem,” I said. “We’ve got the rest of the weekend to worry about.” 

“I’m not exactly worried,” she said. “Not anymore.” 
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Excerpt from “Men at Work”

One of these days, when I had extra money, I was going to get my apartment locks changed. Because Candace walked in on me again, and this time I wasn’t wearing pants. 

Panties, yes. But not pants. 

Of course, she had seen worse. 

As my former roommate, she had seen me in all kinds of clothes. 

We had Girl Talk Lingerie parties. We went out for coffee wearing the shortest skirts she owned. We spent hours trying on expensive clothes at the mall. We had Slutty Movie Nights, and one of the last things we did before she moved out was get dolled up and watch sappy Christmas movies, so we could pretend to experience the Real Meaning of Christmas just like the minxy little heroine did with her impossibly masculine small-town boyfriend.  

So when Candace burst into the apartment and saw me, from behind, leaning out the window drinking my morning coffee while wearing Tim’s oversized flannel shirt that hung down and barely covered my lavender cotton panties, it was more the shock of her walking in than it was the shock of being seen. 

“Knock, knock,” I said flatly as she put her stuff down on my couch.

“Mandy, I know, I know,” she said, calling me my girly name. “I should have texted. But I was in the neighborhood and I have good news that I wanted to share in person. I love your hair, by the way.”

She had told me that already, but I still said thank you. 

I had wanted a short-haired androgynous look, because one morning I woke up and I was sick of wigs. I thought I could look girly without long hair, and I was right. And having short hair made it easier to switch from Boy Mode to Girl Mode; I was in bad need of easy things in my life. 

“Tim’s shirt again?” she said. 

It was, and by blushing, I answered her question. 

She felt bad abandoning me so she could move in with Lauren Treinen. I know she felt bad. She even left me with a ton of her clothes so I didn’t have to spend much on new things. But still, paying two halves of my rent caused me to burn through Grandma Jane’s small inheritance much faster than I was planning, and here we were in June and things were about to get dire. 

Who am I kidding? Things were already dire. 

The only graphic design jobs I could get were unpaid internships, and since I already did a lot of volunteer work for non-profits, I didn’t need anything else in my life that was unpaid. 

What I wanted was a check from her for everything she should have been paying. What I got was something else entirely. 

“I can get you a job.” 

“You can?”

I sat down in the chair opposite the couch and pulled Tim’s shirt down so she couldn’t see up between my legs. 

What can I say? I’m shy. 

“Where?” 

“The road crew.”

“The road crew?” I screwed my face up. “What kind of road crew needs a graphic designer?”

“They don’t, silly. They need someone to work cheap and hold a sign.” 

“Do you know how overqualified I am to hold a sign?”

“And can you pay rent with those overqualifications?”

She sat opposite me and didn’t care that her legs were open enough for me to see the pink cotton triangle high up in her sundress. I didn’t own a sundress. I wanted hers. 

“You’ll wear aviator sunglasses all Summer, you’ll get a killer tan, and you’ll save your brain for what you really want to do. They need someone to do it, the job usually goes to a high school kid or a girl, and you need to get paid.” 

“I can’t do…manual labor,” I said, staring at my hands. I had just done my nails. My fingers were for typing, tapping a screen, and using a mouse. 

“You don’t have to do hard stuff,” she said, exaggeratedly crossing her legs. “Whenever they hire girls, the girls hold the signs. They direct traffic. They stand there and look pretty so the town can say they’re equal opportunity and they hire girls.” 

“But I’m not a girl.”

“You are if they think you are.” 

“Do they really want girls there?” I asked, ignoring her. “Wouldn’t they just give me a hard time?”

I was whining now, and I knew it. 

She leaned forward. “Don’t you, you know, want them to give you a hard time?” 

She winked. 

“Gross,” I said. 

“Not gross,” she sniffed. “I do believe I detected Tim’s shirt in your vicinity. You wear it well, by the way.” 

I set my coffee down and crossed my arms. “So what if it is?” 

“So, I know a horny, wistful girl when I see one,” she said. 

“I am neither of those things!” I snapped. 

Though I was. When you only have one sexual experience, you tend to think about it. 

A lot. 

And since I was obviously wearing my trophy, I couldn’t hide the truth from her. I never could. All I could do was try and change the subject. 

“How do you even know about this job?” I said.

“Because my Uncle Randall works on that crew,” she said. 

“I’d work with your Uncle Randall? The overweight one who looks permanently sunburned? There’s no way. I can’t spend that much time outdoors!”

“Sunscreen and moisturizer,” she said. “And anyway, you wouldn’t be working with Uncle Randall. You’d be working with Todd Dalton.”

She looked proud. 

“Should I know who that is?” I asked. 

“No, but you will,” she smirked. “He will remind you of a certain someone whose clothes you are displaying at this very moment.” 

“He looks like Tim?” 

“A little bigger in the upper body, for sure,” she said, leaning back and flashing me again. “I’m only assuming he’s a little bigger in the lower body as well, but I’ll bet you can open wider.”

“Candace!” 

“Sorry! Couldn’t resist. I am trying to get you a boyfriend.” 

“I don’t want a boyfriend,” I muttered. “But I do need a job.”

“Well, here I am, sister. I can get you both at once,” she said, smacking her lips. 

“I don’t know about this,” I said.

“Lucky for you that I do,” she said. “I’m off today, you’re off every day, so I can come back later and take you down to the garage. Wear something cute but rugged. I bet you’ll start tomorrow.”

“Cute but rugged?” 

Tim’s shirt and some jeans? What did I have that was cute but rugged? 

“Go like that if you want,” she said. “Only with pants. You don’t want to give Todd the wrong impression. At least not right away.” 

“I don’t want to give Todd any impression,” I said. 

“You will when he sees how well you grip a sign,” she said. “And when he spends all day wondering what kind of underwear you have on.”

I pulled my shirt down again. It couldn’t go any lower. 

“What if I go in Boy Mode?”

“They won’t hire you. Girls only, like I said. Look, you don’t have to keep the job until you retire, right? You need to make rent this Summer, you haven’t found a roommate since I moved out, and this is going to work if you let it. So let it.”

She stood up and gathered her things off the couch. 

“You can’t do things halfway forever,” she said. “Think about it, get dressed, get pretty, and I’ll take you down to get the job. There’s no choice here, but I’ll give you a little while to accept that.” 

And she spun on her heels, flew out my door, and slammed it behind her. 

Want to know how her first day on the job goes?

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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