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“I just…I don’t feel like going back.” 

I couldn’t look my father in the eye. I couldn’t. 

“Henry, you’re quitting,” he said.
“I’m not quitting.”

“Yes you are,” he said sternly. “Things got hard, your classes got tougher, and you quit.” 

“I just don’t know that I want to do that anymore.” 

“Do what? Sit on a computer all day and feel sorry for yourself? You’re not doing that here.” 

Spring Break ended tomorrow. Unlike all the other kids at Wakeman, I did not go to the beach somewhere. I went home to Steven’s Mills, West Virginia, and tried to work up the courage to tell my father I was done with college. 

It took all week to work up the courage. Actually, scratch that. I still didn’t have the courage to do it, even though I’d already done it. It was fear that finally got me to do it, pure and simple. I was afraid to go back. Afraid to fail another class, afraid to fail to make a friend, afraid to get bullied by my roommate Kevin, afraid of all of it. It was not courage. 

Home was so much safer. I could go to community college down in Weston if I wanted. I could figure out what to do as long as I had time to think. I couldn’t think at school, but I could think at home. 

I thought that by telling him, I’d feel better. My fear would be replaced by something else, something better. Instead I just swapped my fear of telling him with my fear of what he’d say, or what he’d do. 

“Your sister doesn’t seem to have any problems with this,” he said, sighing. 

“She has an easier major,” I said. 

“Hank, come on. She’ll get a degree and marry some guy who follows her around. You don’t have that option. You’re supposed to get out of this town, not come back to it. There’s nothing for you here.”

He was mostly right about that; there wasn’t anything in Steven’s Mills. The mine only ran one shift these days, and my father was one of the lucky ones who got to be on it. The rest of the men sat around and waited for the mine to hire again. It never did. 

“I promised your mother I’d put the two of you through school. I swore I’d do it. You’re making me look like a liar.” 

I’d heard this story too many times. Mom never wanted to move to West Virginia, but Dad convinced her, saying “they’re never going to run out of coal; the state is practically made out of it.” 

She lost that argument, they moved here, Liv and I were born, he was in and out of work as a lot of mines closed and only some reopened, and then Mom died, but not before begging him to do what he could to get my sister and me out. 

He promised then, and he was a man of his word. 

I, unfortunately, was not. Because I said I’d go to college for computer science, but I was in way over my head and wanted to leave. I said I would try hard. I didn’t. I said I would take his advice about working hard, getting out and meeting people, dating people to figure out who I am, and being genuine in all that I do.

I didn’t do any of those things. 

“It would let your Mom down,” he said. 

“Dad, I feel like she’d be let down if I did something I didn’t like, too.” 

“Then get a new major. Find something you do like.”

“It’s not just that,” I said. “It’s the place. I know I got a little scholarship, but I just don’t like being in Wakeman. It’s not where I want to be. I don’t feel right there.”

“You must feel at least a little comfortable,” he said. “Your hair is a lot longer.”

He meant it as an insult, but that part was true. I hadn’t had a haircut since I left for school in the Fall. At first it was because I didn’t know where to go. At home we’d go to Bucky’s Barber shop. That was closed now, but I never found a place at school. I liked having long hair. It felt like I was rebelling against something, but I couldn’t tell you what. 

My father stood up and ran his hands against his pants, wiping something invisible off of him. Then he spoke firmly.

“You are not going to throw your life away for free,” he said. “You go back to school, it’s paid for. You stay here, I’m charging you rent. You’re not going to sit in the house and feel sorry for yourself. If you’re here, you pay for it. I’m sorry, you’re my son and I love you, but I’m not paying for you to be in two places at once.” 

“I understand,” I said meekly.

“You have money?”

I shook my head.

“You’ve got the same problem a lot of other folks have,” he said. “You’re in Steven’s Mills with no car and you need a job. One bedroom place? Room and board? Utilities included?” He scratched his stubble. “I think you owe me $450 by the end of the month.”

He left me to sit on my bed and look across the hall to my sister Olivia’s dark bedroom. When she moved out, she took a full carload with her and still left behind a room that looked like it had someone living in it. 

When I moved out, I took a laptop and two suitcases of clothes. I left most of my life behind me, and I could come right back to it. All that was left in my dorm room were the books I didn’t need and the notebooks I had never written in. Kevin could enjoy his new single. Now he and Marie could fuck any time they wanted. 

I would miss hearing them whisper to one another, thinking I was asleep. I’d miss hearing them under the sheets, thinking I couldn’t hear them. I’d miss peeking at her when she’d swing out of bed in her panties to get dressed again, or to walk around the room practically naked, teasing her boyfriend.

Teasing me.

I had nothing like that here. It was hot to see most of her sexy little body walk around my dorm room, it was hot hearing her try and keep her climax to herself. It was hot hearing her suck Kevin off, knowing he was cumming right down her throat and that she was trying to keep her moans to herself as she got more into what she was doing. It was hot being that close to sex and having them think I couldn’t hear her licking everything up when he had gotten him off, then swallowing it all. 

Except I could hear. And I only needed a couple fingers under my own sheets to get myself off while they had sex. I imagined it was me getting her to make those sounds. I imagined it was me feeling all of it. That it was me sharing whispered laughter with a lover, sharing that kind of intimacy. 

I knew there was nothing like that in Steven’s Mills, but there wasn’t anything like that in Wakeman for me either, so it was probably good for me to get out and stop lusting after someone else’s girlfriend. Kevin was kind of a jerk, so the fact that he had Marie and someone like me didn’t, well, that wasn’t the healthiest place to be. Since I didn’t feel like becoming a jerk just to get a girl, here we are. 

In a small West Virginia town, on my own, with a father who works 70 hours a week in a mine to put two kids through college, one of which just quit on him, and needs to come up with almost $500 for rent in a couple weeks. 

What the hell did I do? How do I make this work?
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The dollar store wasn’t hiring; people didn’t tend to leave those jobs once they got one. The gas station wasn’t hiring, either. The Social Security office didn’t need anyone my age. The trainyard only needed guys much bigger than me, and when I went to see Rick Ruskin at the junkyard, he took one look at me and laughed.

“No offense, Hank, but if you worked here you’d be dead in an hour. It’s too physical. You take my advice and stick with computers.” 

I walked around town and was thankful it was March and wasn’t hot. Sometimes in the Summer it would be way too hot and humid to do much of anything, and when I was younger we’d go to the Dairy Barn for ice cream. Mom would slip us some money, but I never knew where she got it. The Dairy Barn was only open in the Summer, so I couldn’t even work there. 

I sat on the bench near what used to be the bank and realized there weren’t very many cars driving past me. Did this town change this much since I left in the Fall? Can things change that fast? 

I smelled smoke, but not from a fire. Ace’s Barbecue was on Front Street, and he must have had something out in the smokers. It smelled good, but there was no way he’d hire me there. Ace had eight kids and they all worked for him, and so did a few of their friends. And even though I was friendly with them, always had been, it wasn’t ATV riding season and so Ace wasn’t doing great business yet; three of his daughters were up to no good in the slow months.

But there was another restaurant, just on the way out of town. Vicki's Diner. 

I didn’t know Vicki. She was from Bluffton, and when Bluffton lost its grocery store, a lot of people from down there moved to Steven’s Mills. So our town got to live a little longer because their town emptied out first. But she was the only other restaurant in town and had stayed open since last Summer, so something must have been working for her. 

“We could use a waitress,” Vicki said after the middle-aged woman at the lunch counter got Vicki for me out of the kitchen.

“A waiter?” I could do that. All you do is take someone’s order, tell them what the specials are, balance four sodas on a tray. 

“No, waitress,” she said. “It’s not a man’s job. We got men in the kitchen dishwashing and some cooking, but the waitress is for ladies. If you know of someone, you can pass it along. I can’t find no one.”

Vicki was heavily made up, in her sixties or seventies, and was looking me up and down with…pity? Disapproval? I knew the look. I got it at school a lot. Kevin gave it to me. So did his girlfriend. 

Well, that was that. Vicki wanted a girl. Not only was I not a girl, I didn’t know any, either. 

“I’ll tell my friends,” I said to her, and then I walked out. 

It’s hard when your first day job hunting doesn’t work out, because in a town this small, a second day of job hunting doesn’t do you much good. You’ve already looked everywhere there is to look.

Except the mine, so maybe I could get a job there? Maybe Dad could drive me to work. I could get up at 4:30 with him, get in the car, drive an hour to Dettmar Mine, and work until 5 that night. I could do it. If there was nothing else around? Sure, I could learn to do it. 

Or I could hitchhike every morning, grab a ride with someone leaving town for work. The school down in Clarney might need substitute teachers, or maybe even an IT guy. I could check job openings. 

I stopped at the gas station to get a drink. I might not have had $450 for rent, but I had a few twenties and could buy something sweet. It was a long walk up the hill to get back home, and I wanted to make that walk last a long time, since I didn’t want to tell my father I hadn’t had any luck. 

I took my time choosing a drink, took my time going out back to the bathroom that was behind the station, and took my time walking up the hill, like I was permanently in first or second gear. 

Eventually, I got home and there was nowhere left to hide but my room, and he could find me there pretty easily.

“Any luck?”

He knew the answer but had asked anyway. His facial expression didn’t change when I shook my head. 

“What about the mine?” I asked over dinner.

Now it was his turn to shake his head. “I promised your mother,” he said. “I do that work so that you don’t have to.” 

That was that. He didn’t say a lot unless it was necessary, and he no longer found it necessary to say anything. Which meant that it was my rent, and my problem. 

It didn’t take long to get used to the rhythms of the house again. Since he got up so early for work, he was in bed pretty early, so the house was quiet by 8:30. This was very different from the dorm room I no longer lived in, which at this point probably was full of people excited to back from Spring Break and who were figuring out what they wanted to do that night. 

My father had washed coal dust off of himself and then got in bed to rest up so he could do it all over again. My dorm mates were looking to get drunk.

And I was looking out across the hallway into my sister’s unoccupied bedroom that was somehow full of stuff, and I had an idea. 

It was a terrible idea. And I knew it was terrible. But I had a problem, and that problem was March Rent. April’s Rent was next month’s problem. For now, March Rent might be solved a few different ways, and I could probably go through Liv’s room and see what of hers I could sell. 

There was a thrift store down in Clarney, and I could go down there on one of Dad’s days off. Sunday, maybe. Borrow the car, and sell stuff.

If Liv didn’t take something with her to college, would she even miss it if it were gone?

That’s what I wanted to find out, and I waited for Dad’s snoring to reach me before I knew it was safe to snoop around her room. 

Part of me was afraid of what I’d find. My own sister, not even here, and I was snooping around through her stuff. I didn’t want to learn anything about her that I didn’t want to know; I’d never unlearn it. I didn’t want to find anything that made me look at her differently. 

Would I find fetish wear? Slutty clothes? A dildo? A big dildo? What kind of secrets did she leave at home? 

I didn’t find any secrets in her top dresser drawer; it was just socks, hair ties, and a few pairs of leggings. The underwear drawer was mostly empty, but she had left behind a couple new, unopened three-packs of underwear, a few tank tops and t-shirts, and some hair scrunchies. 

Two drawers in and I wasn’t sure I had much to sell. The rest of the dresser consisted of winter clothes she didn’t need since she went to school farther South. Sweaters, mostly, a few turtlenecks, some black dress pants, a couple pairs of jeans, a cargo skirt, some t-shirts from high school, and not much else. Nothing designer, at any rate. 

This wasn’t working. On to the closet.

I moved things around slowly so the hangers wouldn’t scrape against the bar, but I probably didn’t need to, as there wasn’t much here that looked valuable. There were a few sun dresses, her prom dress, a couple short skirts, some long things that I couldn’t tell if they were shirts or dresses, and then some winter coats, a few purses, a big box of makeup she seemed to not need, and shoes. 

Lots and lots of shoes. Sneakers, sandals, heels, boots, more boots, flats. I had no idea how much any of this was worth, but I got out my phone and went to the thrift store’s website to see what they might pay for ten pairs of shoes and a dozen sweaters. I’m sure everything cost Liv (or my Dad) a decent amount, and everything looked new. 

My heart sank when I saw the “not currently buying any clothing” splashed across the top of their store site. 

Now what? Were there other stores like this? Maybe if I went further than Clarney I could find something. 

There were Goodwill and Salvation Army stores, but they were donations, not sales. There was a vintage place in Bluefield, but that was specifically stuff from 25 years ago, and Liv’s stuff was all new. 

If I wanted to make a day of it, I could go to Beckley or Charleston, or even Roanoke, but the more I searched, the more I saw that these places did not pay much. $2 a shirt, $5 for shoes. Even if I doubled the estimates, it looked like I’d be driving for hours so I could sell Liv’s clothes for less than a hundred bucks, most of which I’d spend on gas to get there and back. 

I lost.

I carefully put all of Liv’s stuff back where I found it, closed all her drawers, and turned her bedside lamp off again. The walk back to my room felt longer than just across the hall, and I fell onto my bed with an arm over my face. 

Tomorrow I’d have to tell my Dad that I was wrong to want to leave school. That I had no way of getting money, that I was wrong to think I could come back and start over again.

I didn’t want to go back. I didn’t want him to win, and I didn’t want to lose. But what were my options? The only place in town that was hiring was a diner that wanted a waitress. Everything else was seasonal, or hard, physical labor I wasn’t big enough or strong enough to do. 

And what’s worse is that people knew I wasn’t big enough to do it, and would never be able to hack it. Even my own father, who wouldn’t even think about me getting a job at the mine. 

Unless I could turn into a girl to take the job at Vicki's, there was nothing for me. 

Oh, no. 

There it was. I accidentally solved my problem, answered the looming question over my life, and figured out my next step. 

“Fuck!” I said out loud. Too loud. 

But that was my answer. An answer I did not want. 

And that was the only answer, and I knew it. 
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I sat still for a few minutes after swearing in case my Dad woke up, but the snoring did not stop. My little mistake hadn’t cost me. 

The poor guy worked hard all day, for too many days in a row, and all for what? 

For me to be sitting in a chair in a quiet house, left with the possibility of dressing like a girl and getting a waitress job so I could pay him rent that offsets the money he was spending for me to attend a college I didn’t go to anymore.  

But would this even work? How would I start acting like a girl immediately? Do I just start pretending I’m my sister? Could I go to Vicki’s tomorrow dressed in Liv’s clothes and say “hey, I’m Olivia, how about that job?” 

No, of course not. She’s not here, but might come back one day. I’m here now and Vicki had no idea who I was; she wasn’t from Steven’s Mills. And I didn’t even look like myself since I grew my hair out. 

With enough of Liv’s makeup, I bet I’d look a little like her but not too much. 

This was already crazy. I was not a girl. I would never be a girl. But I needed money, and there was, as far as I could tell, exactly one way to get it unless I wanted to turn to a life of crime or somehow add 50 pounds of muscle and 8 inches of height overnight. 

Being a girl was easier. 

I tiptoed back to Liv’s room and went straight to the box of old makeup. 

I had no idea how to do this. I knew what things were once I unscrewed the tops off of bottles and tubes, but how was I supposed to apply it? What was this brush for? The powders were different colors, but how would I know which would make me look like a girl and which would make me look like a clown? What color eyeshadow do you use if you have blue eyes? What color lipstick goes with…whatever I’d have to wear at Vicki’s? 

I took a deep breath and twisted a tube of lipstick, watching it rise up. It was red, and on it went. 

After smacking my lips a little and dabbing at the corners with a tissue, I had pretty girly lips. 

I mean, they looked kissable and girly to me, even though I knew they were mine. 

A couple of the mascara tubes were dry, but a few still had some life left. Onto my eyelashes they went, which was trickier than I had thought. But when I was done, my gosh, my blue eyes popped. They were dark-rimmed, almost sultry, they stood out more, and they made me uncomfortable when I admired my work in the mirror. 

They were…penetrating? They made me think of Maria, Kevin’s girlfriend. Her eyes were powerful, and she wore a lot of mascara. I pictured those eyes looking up at me from between my legs as she had me in her mouth. That’s what Kevin must have seen, and it was probably intoxicating.

I looked at the eye shadow, and figured that since Liv had the same blue eyes that I did, she would have the right color for my eyes. I picked what looked like a brownish gold that had a little glitter in it, and on it went. The brush was small so it took longer than I was expecting, but when I was done I sat back and realized that I was no longer looking at Henry Carter. It wasn’t even Olivia Carter, though I could see the resemblance. 

No, this was a new person. A completely new person who came into existence because I decided she should, and then I painted and drew her on myself. I had no idea how to do my hair like a girl, but Liv had a lot of hair ties and scrunchies, so I picked a scrunchie and made a ponytail. 

Who even was this looking back at me from the mirror? Did she have a name? She needed one. 

I couldn’t be Maria; that was weird. That was just a girl I heard being sexual. It couldn’t be Jessica White, the girl I had a crush on who lived on the other end of my dorm. She turned out to be mean and dated the basketball player anyway. 

How about Hannah? I’d have to give Vicki a name when I went into the diner, and I’d need to answer to it for as long as I needed to, and “Hank” wasn’t feminine. “Henry” wasn’t either. 

But “Hannah” was. For some reason I looked like a Hannah, or I thought I did. Maybe because that was close-sounding to “Henry.” 

Well, I looked like a Hannah from the neck up. From the neck down I looked like a guy. 

I mean, if I were going to do this, if I were going to practice being a girl to get the job, I may as well go all the way, right? In all honesty, I didn’t know if my sister’s clothes would even fit me, so this was the time to do it. 

But as I stood up and went through her dresser, part of me wanted the stuff to fit. I had seen what I looked like; suddenly this didn’t seem stupid. Or risky. Or ludicrous. It seemed possible. And I sort of hoped whatever I chose would fit. 

I settled on a simple blouse and the black dress pants, figuring that most girls who worked at restaurants wore the same thing. 

Her blouse didn’t fit, so I’d have to wear one of my dress shirts. But the pants? They fit. They fit a little too well.

They were tapered differently than pants I was used to. I was used to pants that were straight, boxy, and had one job to do: cover my legs.

These pants were multi-taskers. They were meant to cover my legs and show something off. And that something was my butt. The pants were smooth over my backside, broadcasting a tight, firm ass to whoever was behind me. If it ever got that far, that is. 

I ran my hands over my rear end. Everything about these pants was different. 

They were tighter in the right places. They were stretchy. They felt tight against my body in ways my own clothes never did. Heck, my own clothes felt terrible compared to this. 

I slipped one of her tighter tank tops on over my head and wore it like an undershirt. It was also tight against my body.

As I turned around and looked at myself in the mirror, I was aware that wearing this stuff made me hyper-aware of my body, made me aware I was wearing clothes. That was not my normal relationship with clothes. What did I even wear yesterday? 

My body felt alive. It was dark outside, my father was asleep, I was going to need to go to bed soon myself. But it was impossible. My heart pounded as I realized I had never felt this much vitality in my life. And all it took was some makeup and my sister’s stretchy pants. 

How far could this go? There were more things here. I wiggled out of the dress pants and laid them on her bed. I decided to try my luck with the cargo skirt, but after I slipped out of the pants, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. It was just a girlish guy, wearing boxer shorts, standing by himself in a room. 

Would a skirt fix that? 

I opened her underwear drawer and pulled out an unopened pack of panties. She left them behind for a reason. 

Wrong size? They were size Small. Was I smaller than my sister? 

Wrong color? It was two packs. One that was white, black, and gray, and the other was pink, red, and light blue. 

Wrong cut? They were bikini briefs, high cut, looked like a triangle from the back. 

Not sexy enough? They looked plenty sexy to me, and I opened the pack with the pink ones. 

I dropped my boxer briefs to the floor, slipped into the pink panties, and felt that same wave wash over me. It got even more pronounced when I slid the cargo skirt over my hips. 

Now when I looked in the mirror, there was a girl. The girl named Hannah who was going to go to the diner the next day and get a job. 

This girl looked nervous, sure. But she wasn’t going to judge herself. She felt alive, and felt her body tingling. The skirt was like the pants in that it was clothing designed to make you feel your clothing. I could feel it hanging partway down my body. Could feel the stretchy fabric covering my ass and making it look alluring. I could feel the space between my legs where I usually had fabric protecting me but no longer did, and that empty space helped me feel…alive? Did the world usually feel like this? 

If any part of the world felt like this, what problems would I have had? If college felt like this, I wouldn’t have left. 

What other secrets were out there? How many people had bigger secrets than this? 

And how much bigger was mine going to get?
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I may not have been able to form a plan for my life all that well, but forming a plan to go from Henry to Hannah and back was surprisingly easy. 

I needed to pack my backpack with makeup, a girly outfit, a hair tie of some kind, my sister’s backpack, and some sneakers. 

Step One would be to walk to the gas station with my full backpack. Step Two? Change in the bathroom, coming back out as Hannah, who had all of Henry’s clothes in her backpack, which was pink. Since the bathroom was on the backside of the gas station, I didn’t even need to see anyone.

Step Three would be to go to Vicki’s and see about the job, then Step Four would be to go back to the gas station and change back to Henry, who would stuff everything back in his black backpack, then walk home.

Simple, right? 

And I could do those steps forever. I’d leave my house as Henry whether my father was home or not. I’d change in a bathroom, and come out as a different person and no one would see me do it. Then I’d have a different life for a few hours, go change again, and no one needed to know anything. 

Except me. 

And if all went to plan, I’d play pretend for a little bit, wait tables where I’d just have to be friendly and smile and write down what people said, and then get paid. 

I could smile, especially if I felt the way I did the night before, when I was wearing my sister’s clothes and trying to ignore how turned on I was.

Because that’s what it was, right? It felt magical, and poetic, and Romantic with a capital “R,” but so much of it was me ignoring how the whole charade made me, well, horny. 

That’s how I spent my night. Horny. Revved up like a silent engine that couldn’t be turned off after it hit maximum speed. 

Except I didn’t do anything about it, because it was not my usual horniness. Not like it was when I’d hear Maria and Kevin doing their thing in his bed. It wasn’t what I had done since I was younger and discovered how to pleasure myself (because no one else would). 

No, it was different. I was turned on, and I imagined myself as Maria. Or I imagined myself in her place. 

And it’s hard to explain. I didn’t suddenly become attracted to Kevin; like I said, he was kind of a jerk, and I didn’t think he was handsome. 

But something about having a pair of panties on, something about wearing a skirt that allowed access, it kind of made me want…to be accessed. 

Is that wrong? Is it weird? I can’t explain it any other way.

It was like there were openings around my body that needed to be filled. There were openings in my body that needed to be filled. I didn’t want to grab someone’s hips dressed like that; I somehow felt the need to be grabbed, and fondled, and tossed around. 

It was a strange feeling, like I knew I could do what Maria did.

Like I wanted what Maria had.

Not her body, as I had most of that. No, it was like I wanted what she could do. Like that’s what my body wanted. 

I had never thought about that before, but I blame the skirt. 

Had I ever thought about having a hard cock in my mouth before? Of course not. Had I thought about wrapping my hands around someone else’s dick? No. 

But wearing a skirt? It was easy to think that way. Like it was natural. Completely normal. Like, of course I’d be thinking about that. 

I was still thinking about it as I folded up the outfit that I planned on changing into when I got to the seedy gas station bathroom. I had worn the pink panties the night before, and I already wanted a different vibe for when I went to the diner.

Red. 

Red for passion. Red for life. Red that was a completely different color than my white tank top, white shirt, black pants, and black shoes. I had a red secret that I carried with me to the gas station at around three in the afternoon. I locked the bathroom door behind me, and got to work, hoping that no one needed the bathroom in the middle of the day the way they did later on. Of course, it helped to live in a town where not many people lived. 

It took about twenty minutes to get completely ready, and I figured that with practice, I could get that down to a little more than ten, as it was almost completely driven by how long it took to do my makeup without being sloppy. There was a precision to how I needed to create Hannah; Hannah was not a clown. 

Hannah stepped out behind the gas station and confidently walked towards Vicki’s Diner, and I was glad to know that I wasn’t completely horny. It must have been the skirt. 

Town wasn’t busy, and I didn’t draw any stares. Just a girl walking on the sidewalk on her way someplace. Nothing to see here. 

At the four-way corner at the center of town there was an old railroad building, then a bar, then a yarn store that wasn’t open much, then three empty buildings, and then the last building before town ended was Vicki’s. It was a one-floor diner, mostly made of windows, with a long lunch counter in the front and two small rooms of tables all pretty close to one another. 

When I walked in and looked around, I had an immediate vision of hitting people in the head with my ass as I walked around between the tables. 

“You can sit wherever you’d like, sweetie,” the middle-aged woman from the day before said, snapping me out of my daydream. She had short brown hair and was wearing a Vicki’s t-shirt, an apron, and, lo and behold, black dress pants. 

“Actually,” I said after clearing my throat. “Actually, I was here about the job.”

“The job?” She came out and wiped her hands on a towel that hung by the kitchen door. 

“Yeah, a friend of mine said you were looking for a waitress.” 

“Short guy? Real thin and nervous-looking?”

Fucking hell, she was talking about me. Kind of.

“That’s him,” I said, trying not to turn red.

“Well I’ll be. He said he’d tell a friend. We didn’t think he’d actually do it. Didn’t think he had friends, did we Vicki?”

“If you say so,” came a voice from the kitchen. 

“I’m Lily, but you can call me Lil. Vicki’s back there getting ready for dinner. Jeff washes dishes and Marcus helps out in the kitchen.”

“Hannah.”

“Pleased to meet you, Hannah. Been a server before?” 

“Yes,” I lied. I did work in two restaurants before, but never as a waiter. I knew some terms, and I saw what the girls did, and I needed that to be enough. 

“Not around here, though. I don’t know you.”

“No, I’m just visiting. My family’s trying to work on the trail this year and see if they can earn a living that way.”

“Well good luck to ‘em,” she said. “Vicki’s getting up there in age–”

“No I’m not!” came the same voice from the kitchen.

“–and I got grandkids now, and we need someone else to be here with us. If you’re friendly and kind and have good handwriting, we could use the help.” 

I didn’t know what to say, so I nodded. 

“We pay $2.90 an hour, cash, under the table, and you keep all your tips, which, even in this town, is enough, believe it or not. Can’t live on it in DC or Miami, but that’s their problem.” 

I tried to math it out in my head, but she knew what I was doing. I knew how much I needed to get in a month to keep my father happy, and as long as this place could do it, I was safe. 

“That should be fine,” I said. 

“We can train you as you go. For now, take the notepad, write down everything they say. I don’t know what abbreviations you used at other restaurants, but we probably use different ones, so don’t do it until we tell you what means what. Got it?”

“Got it.” 

“We’ll get you a t-shirt later. For now you’re fine, a little overdressed, and you will get ketchup and or mustard and or gravy on that shirt, so let me know if that’s a problem and I can think of something else.”

“Definitely gravy,” called Vicki from the kitchen. “Tonight’s special is meatloaf.” 

“It’s not a problem,” I laughed. What else was I going to wear a dress shirt for anyway? In the last 24 hours I became much more interested in the tight-fitting tank top underneath it.

“You got a nice smile and a nice laugh, honey,” she said. “Use them when you talk to people.” 

“When do I start?”

“Sweetie, you’ve already started. Here’s your apron. I’ll find you a pen.”
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“Sit wherever you’d like, folks,” Lil said to the older couple who came in. I was wiping the counter.

Again.

She had told me to watch and learn for a little bit, but for the past hour there hadn’t been much to look at, and there wasn’t a whole lot to learn about. I didn’t feel like I had earned my $2.90 yet.

I did meet everyone, though. Vicki shook my hand with more strength than I thought was possible to carry in her little body, and I met Jeff and Marcus.

Jeff was 75 years old and I remembered him from when I was in high school. He had been a janitor for a little while after he hurt his back and couldn’t work in the mine anymore. He was nice enough, but the world had broken him. 

Marcus looked like he was trying to not let the world break him, but he had decided being mean was the best way to go about it. He had a lot of tattoos that looked homemade, and he scowled a lot. He was maybe in his mid-40s, and his nose and ears looked like they were just slightly not in the right places on his face. Like he had fought a lot. 

Both men made me feel uncomfortable right away, and I had caught Marcus looking at my ass every time I walked by. I was not flattered. 

“That can be my table,” Lil said about the older couple who had walked in. “I like Glenda and Sam. Neighbors. You can have the next one, maybe.” 

Maybe. 

Maybe I’d work. Maybe I’d make rent. 

Maybe I’d learn something other than we were to greet everyone with “Hi, I’m Hannah and I’ll be taking care of you tonight.” That was important for some reason having to do with hospitality. 

Since we were an older restaurant, we had to call people “hun,” and “sweetie,” and “dear.” 

I was 19 years old. I wasn’t even a real girl. And there I was needing to call people “sweetie” when they came in the door. 

And yet by the eighth or ninth time, you get used to it. You do it with a straight face; as much of a “straight face” as I could muster. My girl face being “straight” meant something different than it usually did. 

A few people asked for special things in their order, which made Marcus in the kitchen look at me funny when I’d go back to the kitchen with the ticket. Vicki kept patting him on the shoulder telling him it was fine, and she even winked at me a few times. Jeff kept up with the dishes, but we also weren’t completely busy, so he wasn’t rushed. He was still grumpy about everything, though. 

Me? I got lots of compliments from older ladies. 

A few older guys asked who my kin were, or where I was from. I kept it all vague, and that seemed to work. 

I did catch a few older men looking at me as I walked around. 

It was oddly flattering, unlike when Jeff and Marcus did it. 

The older customers didn’t look like guys who would try and say anything, or try to act on it. They looked like they were sneaking a look to get a little thrill. They were endearing. 

It didn’t make me horny, obviously. But it did make me feel, well, good. 

That all changed around 8:30. Vicki’s closed at nine. 

The door jingled, and a tall, well-dressed young man walked in. He was 6-3, 6-4. Broad-shouldered, with a little facial stubble. He raised his eyebrows and smiled as he walked in.  

“Sit wherever you’d like, sweetie,” I said. Lil perked up from behind the counter and smiled to herself. 

“Thank you, I will,” he said.

Did he do a double-take as he walked past me? Did he know my secret? 

He sat at a booth towards the front windows and grabbed the menu. 

“Table four is all yours, hun,” Lil said to me under her breath. 

“Are you sure?” I said. I didn’t want the table. He was handsome, he was smiling, and it looked like he was waiting for me to go over to be his waitress. But something about him made me nervous. 

“He was in the other day. Didn’t tip well.”

That made me want him even less, but Lil seemed pretty determined, and since my time at the diner could still be measured in “hours” and not “days,” I figured it was easier to do what I was told if I wanted to make rent. It’s funny what having no Plan B does to someone.

“Hi, I’m Hannah, and I’ll be taking care of you tonight,” I said cheerfully. “Can I get you something to drink while you look over the menu?”

“I’ve been here before, Hannah, and I think I’m ready to order if that’s good with you.”

“Sure is,” I said, reaching for my notepad. “What’ll you have?”

“The meatloaf, please,” he said. “Side of mac and cheese, and a salad. Ranch is fine.” 

I scribbled on the notepad. “And to drink?”

“Just a water is fine, please.” 

“I’ll get that right in for you,” I smiled. 

“You have a nice smile, Hannah.”

“Why thank you,” I said, and I was suddenly very conscious of walking away from him. I could almost feel his gaze on my body as I walked the ticket back to the kitchen. 

Marcus grumbled as I stuck it in the order queue, and Lil growled back. “Deal with it, Marcus. I know it’s close to closing time; he can eat, and you’re gonna make it.” 

Lil had told me that since it was my first day, she’d do most of the closing tasks, but that I had to do a few. Since I still had a table and she didn’t, she got started first. That gave me plenty of time to lean on the counter in the kitchen and look out into the dining area to daydream as I waited for Marcus to make the meal. 

I was used to seeing bigger guys in town. Most miners were big dudes, and their sons were big dudes. They played football, they drove trucks, they landscaped, or worked on a road crew for the county, the electric company, or the cable company. 

This guy was big, but not like that. He was jacked. There was muscle under that shirt, and there was a good job behind those clothes. 

What did he do? And did he really not tip well? 

He played around on his phone for a few minutes, then folded his hands and stared out the window, looking lost in his thoughts. 

“I get it, girl, I do,” a voice in my ear said. I jumped. It was Lil. 

“You scared me,” I said. She was holding his plate of food, and she handed it to me. “If I were fifteen years younger, I’d be right where you are, doing what you’re doing.” 

What was I doing? I wanted to say, but I knew exactly what it looked like. It looked like I was staring at a hot guy from a hiding spot. 

I stood up and cleared my throat, taking the plate of food from her that she held out. “Both my ex-husbands never looked like that,” she said. “Go for it.”

Gor for it? Go for what?

I was very aware of my walk to his table, not because anyone was looking at me, but because he was the only one who could. I suddenly felt very exposed, even though no one could see anything. I felt like a soldier needing to walk out in the middle of a field, wondering if anyone had their sights on me as I did it. 

“Thank you,” he said, tucking his napkin in his lap as I set his plate down. 

“Anything else I can get for you?” I said, hoping he’d say no. 

“Actually, yes,” he said. “Are you from here?”

Oh no. Was he hitting on me? 

“Kind of,” I said, to keep the ladies from hearing me. “Yeah.” 

“Question. I’m only in town for a few days to do some IT work at the mine. I leave tomorrow. Is there anything cool to do here? Anything at all.” 

I laughed a little. “No, not really.” 

“I mean it,” he said. “Anything. Like, a garden. Some kind of monument to a local guy who died in the Civil War. A creek. A bridge. Anything to walk to or look at. Anything.”

“You kind of need to leave town if you want something to do that’s fun,” I said. “No ice cream until Summer, a couple places aren’t even open yet. But no, you’d have to drive for a while to another town if you were looking for something fun. We don’t have movie theaters or anything here. Unless you have an ATV, no, there’s not much left here.” 

“Well,” he said, picking up his fork. “I was hoping to leave here with some kind of memory other than work. Guess not. Can I ask why you live here?” 

“People work at the mine and live close by, or they have family here and want to stay close to them. That kind of thing”

“No, I don’t mean other people. I mean you,” he said. “What’s an attractive girl doing all the way out here? Don’t you get bored?” 

He called me an “attractive girl.” And it wasn’t gross, either. Like, it was just a question. 

“It’s complicated,” I said. “My father–”

He held hush and up. “I didn’t mean to pry. And I didn’t mean to make fun of the town. Like this place,” and he motioned all around him, “is great. But I’ve been doing IT work up at the mine for a few days, and I leave tomorrow, and I was hoping to get a little local flavor before I left.”

“This town is unflavored,” I said, which got a laugh out of him. 

“Unlike this meatloaf, I hope,” he said.

“I’ll come check on you in a minute,” I said, and then I was, once again, aware of the eyes on me as I walked back to the kitchen. 

His eyes. 

And while I walked to him thinking I was going to be taken out by a sniper, I walked back making sure that I worked whatever ass I had back there, and I bent down to pick up a menu that had fallen to the floor.

And Lil saw me do it.
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Lil dumped out the coffee pot and looked nostalgic.

“Once when I was younger, I worked a concession stand at a college baseball game. And a few players came by right as we closed and wanted food. We stayed open for them because their game went into overtime, or whatever it’s called, and I had to work the grill because almost everyone else left. And they were so appreciative and had a long bus ride home the next day, and one of the players slipped me his room number at the motel down the street, and I stared at that piece of paper for three days, and here I am still thinking about it.” 

“You never went?” I said.

“I never did,” she said. “I don’t even remember his name, and I don’t know where that piece of paper is now, but I think about that a lot. Who knows where I’d be if I went to see him.”

Vicki walked by with mugs hanging off all her fingers and she placed them all on the shelf behind the cash register, all in a row. “I have more regrets than you, sweetie,” she said. “Most of them I was married to.” 

“This isn’t like that,” Lil said. 

“Of course it is,” Vicki said. “We know what would happen if you went to his room. You’d still be here at the diner, you’d just have one more story, and most of the details would be wrong by now.” 

“Maybe it’d be a good story,” Lil said. I had the feeling they did this every night. 

“Eventually you forget them, you know,” Vicki said. “Even the good ones. Especially the good ones.” 

“It’s not just about what I remember,” Lile said, winking at me. “Maybe he’s the one who’d never forget it.” 

I knew what they were doing. They were talking about Jake. 

I knew his name was Jake because he wrote it on one of the twenties he left for me. I say “one of the twenties” because he tipped me $80 on a bill that came to $14.49. He wrote his name right on top of his phone number with an area code I didn’t recognize. 

I didn’t tell them any of it. I don’t think they saw the phone number on the bill, did they? Or were they just assuming he asked me out? Were they seeing how comfortable I was with them? Seeing how much I’d volunteer? 

I didn’t feel like volunteering anything. I was flipping all the chairs upside down and putting them on the tables so Marcus could mop the floor. I didn’t tell them Jake’s tip was huge; maybe they’d make a joke about what else of his was huge. I didn’t tell them I was almost halfway to paying my month’s rent on one night of work, thanks to Jake. 

I didn’t tell them that I forgot I was a boy for a few hours. I didn’t tell them that I hadn’t been horny in a while, but that I was now, and didn’t know why. I didn’t tell them that I was worried my pants would be too tight and would show off what was trying to get out of my panties. 

No, I let them badger each other about their past regrets, I let them try and lead me on, and I never took the bait. 

“You working tomorrow, Hannah?” Lil said as I hung up my apron on the hook labeled “Tracy.”  

“Let me translate that for her,” Vicki said. “We’ll see you at 4:30 tomorrow, Hannah.” 

And with that, my first day on the job was over. Hannah was off the clock. 

I walked fast up the street from Vicki’s to the gas station. The last two hundred feet were nothing more than a blur, me repeating “please no one be in the bathroom, please no one be in the bathroom” over and over again.

Luckily, no one was in the bathroom, and I slammed the door behind me, locking it with both locks. 

I had gotten used to seeing Hannah staring back at me in a mirror, but I needed to erase her right away, and got to work immediately. I pulled the ponytail out and shook my hair down, I rubbed all of my eye makeup off with paper towels, I rubbed my lipstick off so forcefully that I worried the red was blood when I looked at my work, and I scalded my face with the water I needed to get my mascara off. But when I dried myself off and looked back in the mirror, there was good ol’ Hank Carter looking back at me, maybe a little roughed up looking, but otherwise normal. 

I left the panties on because I was worried what would happen if I tried to wear boxers. I’d have a massive erection in front of me, poking out as I walked up the hill to my father’s house. I wanted that less than I wanted to think about the difficulty of keeping all of my secrets to myself. 

I tiptoed into the house and could hear snoring as soon as I got to the bottom of the stairs. 

I made it to my room and gently shut the door, locking it behind me with a soft “click.” 

Immediately, I started pacing. 

What to do? Do I wash the girly clothes so I can have them ready for tomorrow? Do I take a shower to get the smell of the diner off of me? Do I take off these panties and jerk off to get rid of the sexual tension I don’t know what to do with? 

I paced around the room, avoiding the creaky spots in the floor. I had no idea what to do with myself.

I didn’t want to jerk off, because the whole thing was just confusing. I know why I was horny, and jerking off was just giving in to the confusion. What would that even mean going forward? Would I need to dress up to get off all the time? What about the night was I even turned on by?

Jake? Being wanted? The underwear? The dangerous secret? The thrill of being caught? The thrill of finally having something happen in my life? 

I took off my clothes and stood in my room, just in the red panties. I was already smooth, already very feminine-looking. The long hair really made me look more like a girl. Why did I even do it? Was it really laziness that made me stop cutting my hair? Was I already pointed in a certain direction? 

Who knows what the direction was, but it wasn’t straight. I wanted to get off, badly, but couldn’t pick a way to do it. I searched around my room for headphones, but couldn’t find them. They were probably back in my dorm room. And this meant I couldn’t watch any porn, because I’d want the sound on and wouldn’t want my father to hear; that would be humiliating.

And I didn’t want to just get under the sheets and jerk off; that would be too crude. Except I didn’t want to get girled up again and try it creatively; that would be admitting that there was something new about me, and I wasn’t sure I wanted that to gain any traction. 

I sat down on my bed and crossed my legs, trying to get my throbbing erection to go away. I needed to figure this out. 

Let’s say he knew about me. Like, knew everything about me. If that’s the case, he didn’t care, right? He knew, still flirted with me, still left a huge tip. 

If he didn’t, well, he couldn’t tell, right? So he thought I was just a poor, landlocked mountain girl. 

But he didn’t act like he was trying to rescue a charity case from a life of boredom. He was the one who was bored. He expected something to happen, and I could guess the possibilities there. 

He was also leaving. He was not local, who knows where he lived, and he’d probably never come back to this place. 

Meaning, this was it. 

Would I be in this town, at Vicki’s, telling the story of the giant tip someone left me when I was young, and how I never did anything about it? Did I come back to Steven’s Mills to kickstart my life of regret? 

No.

I absolutely did not. 

I tried college and did nothing. I couldn’t hack it. So I came home.

But home wasn’t likely to be more exciting than college, especially if I ignored whatever happened. I did not come home to blow my chances at having something happen. 

I did not. 

And so for the second time in a few hours, I got to work creating Hannah again. I left the red panties on. I put on a black tank top. I put on the green cargo skirt, and I put my hair back in a ponytail with a black, glittery scrunchie. 

I was right; now that I had done my makeup a few times, it was easier. It only took me ten minutes to transform, and I even got out some kind of tray that looked like it had different paint colors on it and I was able to make my cheekbones look a little more pronounced. I even drew little points on my eyes with an eye pencil. 

I was Hannah again, but a slightly different Hannah. A revved-up Hannah. A Hannah that got out her phone and entered the phone number that Jake wrote on her tip. 

Hi, it’s Hannah, I wrote, and my thumb hovered over the Send button. I could hear Lil’s voice in my ear, telling me the story of the baseball player who left town and told her how to find him. 

I hit Send, and got up to pace. 

Would he write back? What did I want him to say?
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It didn’t matter what I wanted him to say. I only had to wait 30 seconds for him to reply, and what he did say was I was hoping you’d write. 

Then, nothing. 

I stared at my phone and waited for something else to appear. It didn’t. 

I had to keep this going.

Did you mean to leave me an $80 tip??? I wrote. 

Lol, he wrote. Yes. I liked the meatloaf. Also, it was a company stipend and I have nothing to spend it on. 

You’re really stuck here with nothing to do, I wrote. 

Been a long few days, he wrote back. 

And you’re just sitting in a hotel waiting for something to happen?

Company house, he wrote. No hotels nearby. But yes, nothing is happening here. 

What was I doing? I was teasing a guy who thought I was a girl. I was living Lil’s life for her, making sure I didn’t regret something that might happen in a town where nothing ever happened. I was thinking with my dick, something not many girls did, and I didn’t know what was going to happen if I listened to it. 

But I felt like a ton of pressure was forced between my legs, and couldn’t wait to get out. I felt like I was too cute to go unnoticed, and too confused to do anything on my own. So for whatever reason, it felt right to have someone on the other end of my texts who was clearly interested in something happening. 

I’d make something happen. 

Want some company? I wrote, and I imagined Lil nodding. I imagined Vicki nodding too. 

Lol, he wrote. Sure. Glad you asked. 115 Carlisle Street. 

And that was that. Now maybe he’d be pacing around his place waiting for something to happen. Now maybe he’d be nervous. I was excited, but couldn’t figure out why. Something needed to get out of me, and this felt like the way to do it. Something needed to happen, and this was the closest way to get there. Even if it went badly, he’d be gone in the morning, I’d never have to tell anyone anything, and all of the evidence would be in my head for as long as it stayed there. 

Be there in a bit, I wrote. 

I still smelled like Vicki’s, or at least I thought I did. I was already made up, and I looked good, if I do say so myself. Did Liv have anything in her room? 

I walked quietly across the hall, and looked again at what she had left behind. 

A bottle of perfume. Blueberry lotion. Ocean Breeze hand cream. Cherry lip gloss. 

It was mostly fruit, and I used it all. I put a little lip gloss over my lipstick, and then ran blueberry lotion up and down my arms and legs. I worked the hand lotion in between my fingers, and decided if I used the perfume, that the house would smell like my sister when my father woke up. I’d get by with fruit. 

It was a short walk to Carlisle Street, and I knew the house. It was a hulking, semi-maintained large house that overlooked the upper part of town. 

The driveway had a steep switchback as I walked up, and by the time I got to the house, my calves were burning. I wanted to sit down. It was hard to get anywhere in this town without walking uphill.

If you’re not gay, but you’re dressed as a girl and you go to spend time with a man, what are you? How do you label something that has never had a label? How do you explain the feelings you have when you never paid attention to your feelings before? 

If the last few days were anything to go by, you don’t. You just act. You just do something, and then you do another thing, and you do another one, and who cares if it all adds up to a single thing or not? Who cares if there’s a neat little box that you can sort your life into? It can happen in Miami, or Wakeman, or Steven’s Mills. It can be in pants, or shorts, or a skirt, or a baseball uniform, or coveralls. It can be with a lover you see the next day, or someone you never see again. 

Life is too short to wait for it, and the three knocks I knocked on the door of 115 Carlisle Street were so loud I thought I’d wake my father up from even that far up the hill.

“Hey,” Jake said when he opened the door. I felt myself swell in my skirt, which of course, my panties would not allow. 

It no longer mattered that I didn’t know why I reacted that way. 

He had changed his clothes, and was in a pair of gray joggers and a black, form-fitting t-shirt that made him seem even bigger than he was before. 6’4”, easily. 

“Hi,” I said, and immediately didn’t know how to continue the conversation, or even what I wanted the conversion to lead to, specifically. 

Just that it was pointed in a direction that was not a straight line. 

“Come on in,” he said. “I was just watching a movie. Again.” 

There were four sets of keys on the hallway table right outside the living room.

“Are you here by yourself?” I asked as we walked by.

“Yeah,” he said. “Oh, those keys are to the mine. There was an older mechanic staying here when I first got in town, but otherwise, I’m alone. No one else is staying here.”

He collapsed on the couch and moved a bowl that had some popcorn kernels at the bottom of it so I could sit next to him. 

“What are you watching?”

“Some movie called When Worlds End. It’s pretty bad. And I watched it a couple days ago. You have like two channels here.” 

The movie was a Western, and it was terrible. A horse thief was hiding out in a small town where a young widow agreed to hide him for a few dollars. When he ran out of money, he told her some story about how the horses are actually his dead father’s, and she needed to decide whether to continue helping a scoundrel for free, or to trust this complete stranger and hide an innocent man. Either way, she was in trouble, because the sheriff was paid a lot of money to bring him in, innocent or not. 

The acting wasn’t great, and the town looked completely fake, like it never had a horse in it in its life. 

We laughed at some of it, even though he had probably laughed at it once before. 

“Here comes the shootout that makes no sense,” he said, and we watched as the sheriff and his men made a raid on the house, shooting people no more than a few feet away, missing every time. The widow picked up a gun at one point and took out the sheriff’s deputy, then when the smoke cleared, the widow and the horse thief were the only ones left standing. 

And they kissed, and it was awkward. 

She fought it, saying she was married, though her husband was dead. You could see her accept it, the only believable acting in the whole movie so far, and she gave in. 

I had to cross my legs on the couch to keep from popping a tent in my skirt. The kiss was hot, I’ll give it that much, mainly because she whimpered while she lost control. 

Then she melted in his arms, having given in completely, and it was even more awkward for us on the couch. Jake cleared his throat.

And then the onscreen kiss was even more passionate, and they disappeared into her bedroom and he tore about a dozen layers of clothing off of her, and it was even more awkward than before. 

“Kind of forgot about this part,” he muttered. 

And out of the corner of my eye, I saw him shift his weight. 

But not before I saw what was trying to poke through the front of his joggers. 

He was turned on. So was I, and we were both trying hard to not let the other know.

“30 seconds of kissing and then this?” I said. “They don’t waste time.” 

“No,” he said, clearing his throat again. “And we’re only like 30 minutes into the movie, too. This isn’t even the climax.”

Climax. Just the sound of that word made me throb, and I needed to squeeze my thighs together harder. 

He shifted his weight around and grabbed the popcorn bowl, putting it in his lap, probably covering the erection he didn’t want me to see but that I knew he had. 

It was kind of cute the way he pretended to search for anything left that was edible. 

Go for it, was what Lil said to me at the diner. And here, an awkward silence hanging over us during a commercial during what was an obvious booty call, there was a little energy that had nowhere to go. It was inside both of us, and it needed to get out of me, and Jake was pretending it wasn’t real yet, and someone needed to do something, and I had the least to lose, and so I did it.

I grabbed his bowl, and looked in it, seeing nothing but unpopped kernels. 

“Let me help with that,” I said, putting it down on the coffee table.

Then I put my hand on his knee, and walked it up his thigh. He jumped a little, but did not stop me. 

“Speaking of not wasting time,” I said, stopping at the hard cock trying to work itself through his pants.

“I…wasn’t sure if you were the kind of person to have fun like this,” he said, trying to keep his smile under control. 

“What else do you think we do here?” I said

Which was a dumb thing to say. I had never done anything like this before. I knew people who had, obviously. But why was I making him think I knew what I was doing? What was I doing?

I was channeling Maria. That’s what I was doing. I was giving myself something to do. I was having an adventure. I was giving myself an outlet that felt like it belonged with the outfit I was wearing. 

And it started by reaching my hand into his pants and finding a cock in there that was way, way bigger than what I had in my little red panties. 

And when I felt the warm, soft head of him in my hand, I felt myself make a single little squirt in my panties, just a little bit, and I knew then that I was going to like whatever happened. 

I worked his pants down to the floor, and again, he did not stop me. 

I felt my nipples get hard under my tank top, and wondered how, exactly, my body had rewired itself in just a few days. How did it suddenly decide that I could do this?

I got down between his legs, and I lifted the hem of my skirt so my throbbing bulge was let out from between my legs.

He couldn’t see it, of course, because my head was blocking his view. 

But I felt my little dick jump in response to being semi-exposed to a strange room in a strange house with a strange man.

A good-looking strange man whose hard cock I lowered my mouth onto.

I closed my eyes as I heard him moan, and I tried to remember everything about Maria that I could. How she sounded, what the rhythms were from across the room, how I heard the sheets rustle. 

All of that was my guide as I worked my mouth up and down his whole length, tasting the hot, sweaty pole that he kept between his legs.

And I felt the little, embarrassed one between my legs squirt again, just a tiny bit, and I didn’t even try to moan like Maria, but a little whimper came out of me anyway. 

Just like the woman in the movie playing on the TV behind me. 

And I whimpered again as my little dick suddenly felt needy, that it had to have the same attention that I was giving to Jake’s.

But I couldn’t. And my whimpers, that I could not seem to control, were less about sounding like Maria, and were more about knowing that I was not going to get any attention any time soon. It was desperate, it was needy, and it would always be my secret with him, and I knew it. 

And that only made the sensations building down there more intense. 

I wanted to pull my panties aside and stroke myself, knowing that I only needed two or three tugs before I’d lose my mind and cum all over the floor. But I couldn’t. I stayed pent-up in those red panties and felt myself twitch with every head bob.

“My God this feels amazing,” he breathed as I looked up at him. I knew what Kevin must have seen when Maria did it, and now had that power over someone, and even in the most boring place on earth I could make something happen if I wanted it badly enough.

And I wanted this pretty badly. 

I could feel how slick I had made him with my spit, and I reached one hand to jerk off the base of his cock as I sucked on the head. 

“Holy shit,” he said, tensing even more. He was trying to shove himself into my face. 

I could hear myself slurping on his wet shaft. I snuck a look at him and he had two fistfuls of the couch, with his head leaned back against the couch; he looked like he was hanging on for dear life. 

Because of something I was doing. 

And I bobbed my head even more forcefully, feeling the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat, and I wanted to get it even farther in, wanted it all the way, but that was as far as it would go, and he started to tense up

“Oh God!” he said, holding on to the couch even harder. 

I stopped jerking him off and put one hand under his balls. I had never felt balls before, other than my own, and I wasn’t about to do anything to myself. I gave them a squeeze and kept bobbing my head. 

And that’s when I felt myself start that familiar sensation between my legs. It started as a tingly feeling right at the base of my cock that I was not letting get fully hard.

But it didn’t need to, because that tingly feeling started at the base of my cock, and was spreading to the tip. 

I bobbed faster.

It was at the tip, then it went back down to the base and spread to my thighs, and I spread my legs even wider. As wide as they would go. 

And the feeling grew, and built, and I moaned, and just hearing myself moan was enough to put me over the edge, and I felt myself start to pulse in my panties. I felt the cum start to come out of me as I sucked Jake’s cock as hard as I could, and I filled my panties with more cum than I thought was ever possible.

Wave after wave hit me, and I felt the warmth spread all over as I wet myself with hot cum, and I never wanted it to stop, and for a while, it didn’t. 

Then it was Jake’s turn, and I felt the first pulse of his orgasm hit the back of my throat, and I shoved him as far into my throat as I could and stopped stroking. 

“Oh my God!” he yelled as I had him all the way into my throat and my nostrils were right up against his body. 

I felt spray after spray of cum go right down my throat, and he must have shot more than I did. 

With each of his blasts, my own little cock twitched and convulsed in my panties, though it had nothing more to give.

And when he was done, when he slowed down and no longer spasmed in my mouth, I backed off of him, slowly, and made sure not to let anything come out of my mouth. 

He looked exhausted. 

“I hope you don’t hate our town now,” I said, standing up and smoothing my skirt. 

“I’d never dream of it,” he said, wiping his hand across his forehead. He looked like he’d just run a mile. He had a sheen of sweat across his head.

He’d never know I had two loads with me: his, that had gone down my throat, and mine, which I could feel between my legs as I leaned down on him and kissed him on the cheek. 

I turned and walked out of the living room, and he struggled to get his pants on. 

“Wait!” he said as I walked down the hallway. 

I turned at the front door and blew him a kiss. “Let me know if you’re ever in town again, OK? Maybe we’ll catch another movie.” 

And I shut the front door behind me, and I ran down the driveway, one day into my new life, and it was already more than I ever got out of the old one.
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Excerpt from “Work of Art”

“Oh, sorry. Didn’t see you there.”

Of course not. No one ever saw me. I didn’t want to rub my shoulder where the big guy bumped into me, but it did hurt a little. 

All the young men in the hallway outside the classrooms were at least a foot taller than me, maybe more. Hell, some of the girls were taller than me, and not just the basketball and volleyball players. 

Yes, I was in college. Yes, I had good grades. Yes, I was 19 years old. No, I was not a little kid, even if I sometimes felt like one. 

The big dude in front of me didn’t hold the door for me as we left Flagler Hall. Everyone was moving a little faster than usual because it looked like it was going to rain, but we still had to slow down to let all the students empty out of the McManus Lecture Hall and merge onto the main pathway back to the dorms. One girl got all the way down the steps of McManus, then stopped short right in front of me to light her cigarette. 

“Excuse me?” she said after I bumped into her. She blew smoke in my face. “Watch where you’re going, shortie.”

Shortie. 5-foot-5-inches gets you the nickname shortie. 

At least she called me something. A lot of the time, I am invisible.  

When I’m not invisible, I get made fun of for my size, or my shyness. Or how I don’t look like a guy and look more like a girl. 

There’s just one problem: it kind of turns me on.

Like, a lot. 

And that feeling was usually centered in my underwear, which was most often a pair of black briefs. That day, however, was different, as it was the first day I was walking around on campus wearing a pair of silky women’s underwear. 

Panties. 

A thong, to be precise. It was a secret I carried with me, under my clothes, and it was thrilling. I was the only person to know about it.

Or was I? Did anyone see it in class? I sat in the second-to-last row, so someone in the back row could have seen the pink satin thong peek above my sweatpants if I leaned forward in class.

Did I lean forward in class? 

Or did someone see a panty line the way I could sometimes see when I walked behind girls? 

The thought of someone discovering my secret was strangely thrilling, and it made me aware of how compressed my already-little cock was in the narrow crotch of the thong. I had been in a near-constant state of being turned-on since I left my room that morning, and I had no idea what Professor Algren even covered the last 30 minutes of class. My mind was elsewhere. It was centered on what I was going to be doing once I got back to my dorm. 

My dorm. Meister Hall. It was still ahead of me, and I still had what felt like miles to go before I got back. It was 2:45 pm on a Thursday, and I was done with classes for the week. I had no plans to go out, no plans to even eat. I avoided the dining halls because they were expensive, and I had already spent most of my money for the semester. I was rationing macaroni and cheese, ramen, instant coffee, and raisins. All because I blew my budget on panties, skirts, makeup, and worse. 

But when you have a single room and you want to dress like a girl, what do you do?  

Before I left for college, Dr. Woo wanted to prescribe me some pills for anxiety, but I didn’t want to take them. I whined to my parents that I needed to be clear-headed if I was going to keep my scholarship, and after a while, they agreed. They argued with Dr. Woo, he eventually changed his mind, and instead signed a letter saying I needed a single room. I had had a single ever since, and I had avoided buying a huge wardrobe for two years. But for some reason, the Winter of my Junior Year was the hardest, and when the weather started to get warmer, I spent about ten straight days signing for packages in the mail room. The result was a wardrobe that was mostly sexy, mostly slutty, and something that I spent most of my nights and weekends wearing. 

Ahead of me, I could see flashes of lightning in the distance, just behind the dorms. The tower dorm, Tremont Hall, was farthest away, and all of us watched in awe as a rain cloud passed overtop of it, pelting it with rain. It took a second for the sound of it to reach us, and by then we were all standing still, waiting for the inevitable. 

We didn't have much time, and we could already hear the yells of the girls who hadn’t quite made it into Tremont before getting soaked. 

I could not get wet. I was wearing light gray sweatpants and a pink thong. If I got wet, would the thong be visible? Would people be able to tell? The fantasy of being found out was one thing. The reality of it was quite another. 

I was not going to wait in the rain to find out, so I looked off to the right at Dreyer Hall, a building I had never been in. It was for the Art Department, and I just made it inside when the rain reached the academic quad. 

Even with the inner door closed I could hear students in the quad yelling and laughing. Some people got caught in the rain on purpose. Some started running toward the dorms just as I started running for Dreyer Hall. And some were headed into the quad rather than away from it. 

I could hear the rain pelting the roof of the building as I looked around. The hallway was long, running the whole length of the building. It looked like offices and classrooms were on the ground floor, and upstairs were a bunch of studios and lofts. There was a balcony that ran the whole length of the building on the second floor, and I could see into a few studios as I walked around. 

There were sculptures in the hallway, installations hanging from the ceiling, and every bare wall had student art work hanging on it. 

I tried to look at the student work, but my stomach was rumbling the whole time: fifteen minutes of trying to look at art and being reminded of how little you had to eat, and how little money you had to do something about it. I had skipped lunch that day after eating a granola bar for breakfast, and was already worried about what I’d do the next day. I had three weeks of class left, and three granola bars. 

Some of the paintings just looked like splashes of paint to me. One looked like there could have been a person that was painted over. 

Was that the point? To erase someone?

Some of the photography was interesting. A few people had taken photos of interesting spots around campus. One series of photos showed a naked girl standing near various buildings at night. It was sexual and non-sexual at the same time. You could never see her face, and that made it alluring.

Who was she? 

Had I seen her before? Had I seen her on campus fully-clothed, and had no idea that I had now seen her naked? I was drawn to looking at her body. She was smooth, like me. She was short, like me. She had a great butt.

Like me?

She had more pubic hair than I did, that was for sure: I kept myself completely shaved, whereas this girl had a full bush between her legs. 

I took slow steps down the hallway, feeling my satin panties rubbing between my legs. My little cock badly wanted to get out of the panties, but I had to wait. I could still hear rain on the roof, and I needed to kill more time. 

Right after the naked girl photo series, there was a bulletin board, and I stopped to read it, not that any of it concerned me. 

Bass player wanted for a band. Well, I didn’t play the bass.

Painters wanted to paint sets for a drama department production. I don’t paint. 

Scholarship deadline for graduate work in fiber arts. I didn’t even know what “fiber arts” were, so the scholarship was probably not going to happen. 

And then there was a sign below that one that stopped me in my tracks. 

NUDE MODELS WANTED

LGBTQ+ friendly

Body Positive

Pays $200

Text Dr. Caron for info

$200. 

It was as if there was a spotlight shining directly on the money. $200. 

Rarely in life do you ever have something like this happen. Or maybe it’s not rare that these things materialize. Maybe what’s rare is that you’re paying attention enough to realize it. 

It was one of those fliers that had tear-off tabs at the bottom with what must have been Dr. Caron’s phone number on it. No tab had been taken. 

I looked around the hallway to see if anyone was around.

No one was. 

Could I do that? Could I do what this sign was asking for? I assumed it was asking for a nude model to be in front of an art class and get drawn. 

Right? What else could it possibly be for? 

It had a “T” for who it was friendly towards. It advertised its body positivity. 

If there was ever a relatively safe place to do this, I had found it. 

It paid two hundred dollars.

I quickly tore off a tab and stuffed it into my sweatpants, then made it look like I was lost in thought about the sculpture on a little table when a thin man with a long, braided beard came in from the doorway at the opposite end of the building. I had walked the whole length of the building as I waited out the rain. 

“Of course it stops raining right when I get to my office,” the guy muttered, shaking out his umbrella and collapsing it. I looked outside behind him.  

If it had stopped raining, I could get back to my room and get on with my day. 

Sure enough, the rain had stopped, the afternoon was humid, and the birds were starting to chirp again. I walked the rest of the way to Meister Hall with my hands in my pockets, making sure the little tab of paper made it with me. 

I got to my dorm room, 401, where our names were posted outside our doors. Mine was right there, on its own: Noah Clement. I opened my door and stepped inside.

In a few minutes, I’d be Noelle Clement.

What does Noelle do next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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