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    JUST THE TIP 
 
    Jerry has a heart condition, putting him at greater risk of falling victim to the virus that’s been going around for three long months. Since the pandemic started, he hasn’t been able to get internet or cable at his rural home, and he’s been too afraid to venture into the nearby busy town; it’s just not worth the risk. 
 
    So he stays at home and orders in the only available option: pizza. And every day, he gets the same cute pizza delivery girl to his home.  
 
    He likes when she comes around, but he’s quickly running out of money. It’s not long before he’s no longer able to give a tip. But the cute, mysterious little delivery girl might have an idea in mind that involves Jerry getting the tip.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I’d been isolated for three months: three tediously long months. When the rumors first started up, and people started talking about the government shutting down the economy and forcing people to stay home, I didn’t think it was going to be so bad. Some people said it would just be for a week or two. The worst estimate I heard was six weeks. 
 
    But now it was three months later, and the latest prediction was that we were in for at least another couple of months—at least in my county.  
 
    Our county wasn’t handling the pandemic very well. In fact, we had one of the worst death rates in the entire country—probably because we had one of the biggest population of people over ninety. The virus was ravaging retirement homes mostly, but that didn’t make me any more comfortable going out, especially with my unfortunate heart condition.  
 
    My doctor phoned me personally when the whole thing started. “Jerry,” he said. “It’s very important that you don’t get this virus. I’m going to be very honest with you: I don’t think your heart would be able to handle it—not until we figure out better treatment options.” 
 
    “No worries,” I said to my doctor. “I don’t mind staying at home. I work from home after all—it’s nothing I’m not used to.” I was so innocent and naive then. I had no idea what was coming. I had no idea that so many businesses were going to be shut down, including the small company that kept our Internet running. “It will just be for a few weeks,” the notice from our Internet provider said. But a few weeks quickly turned into a few months. 
 
    I lived rural: a fifteen-minute drive from town, in a little wooded area called Sherberton. It was a nice little spot: quaint and relaxing, and warm—at least when the power was working. But ten days into the pandemic, a wind storm knocked over a tree, and that tree took out two power lines. The electricity company that maintained the area was working with reduced staff because of virus-related strikes. So for almost three weeks, I had no power. And when the power finally came back, it wasn’t quite right. It was finicky and it went out all the time, so I couldn’t rely on it to keep my desktop computer running for work—so I just found myself not working.  
 
    I ran a small business from my home, so I wasn’t worried about being fired or anything like that. People weren’t buying the E-cards that I was selling anyway—everyone was pinching pennies because of the virus. So I did my best to turn my isolation into a sort of staycation.  
 
    But my staycation quickly turned into a nightmare when the food started running out. Our local grocery store was closed, and the nearest open one was over an hour away. So getting food was difficult, and terrifying. Leaving my house for hours with my heart condition—knowing I could end up catching the virus—it was the perfect recipe for horrible panic attacks. And I had to be careful getting panic attacks because of my heart condition. A panic attack, for me, could easily become a heart attack—and knowing that just made the panic attacks so much more intense.  
 
    There were a few times that I ended up getting halfway to the grocery store before turning around and racing home. To make matters even more frightening, the closest gas station was twenty-five minutes away, and my car had a tendency to burn through gas at an unpredictable rate.  
 
    So by the end of my second month of isolation, I basically became a shut-in. I was living off of canned goods and cereal that was quickly going stale. Some days I had power, some days I didn’t. I had no Internet and no cell reception. I made the mistake of getting rid of my home phone a few months before the pandemic started, thinking my cell phone was all I needed—I didn’t anticipate the closest cell tower being shut down because of power issues. Communicating with people was tough. If I wanted to make a call, I had to drive an entire mile down the road, until I was within the range of the nearest working cell tower. It wasn’t enough cell reception to have a nice, long conversation. It was enough to order a pizza—so that’s pretty much all I used it for. 
 
    “I’d like to order two large pepperoni pizzas, please,” I said into the phone on a particularly cold evening. It was snowing, even though it was almost May. The phone began crackling so I had to stand up on the hood of my car to hear the pizza girl’s reply. 
 
    “Did you say two large pepperonis?” she said. 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. 
 
    “Sorry. I didn’t hear that,” she said. “You’re breaking up.” 
 
    “Yes!” I said. “Two large pepperonis!” I yelled. 
 
    It wasn’t easy ordering pizzas, but it was necessary. The pizza place was the only operating business in all of Sherberton. It was the only business deemed ‘essential’. Even our little bank was closed because of the pandemic.  
 
    “And your address, please?” the woman said. 
 
    “212214 Evangelion Drive!” I yelled, hoping a louder voice would somehow be clearer on the other end. 
 
    “Say that again, sorry!” she said. 
 
    So it took a good fifteen minutes to place each order. Luckily, there weren’t many other people ordering pizzas regularly in Sherberton, so they quickly started recognizing my calls. “Hello, Jerry. Two large pepperonis?” they would say when they picked up. 
 
    “Yes, please,” I would reply. 
 
    “Sorry, could you say that again?” Sometimes it still took a few minutes. But I always got my pizzas. 
 
    Two large pepperoni pizzas were enough to keep me alive for four days. I ate three slices for lunch and three slices for dinner: half a pizza each day. For breakfast, I was still digging into the last of that increasingly stale cereal. At least I was surviving.  
 
    Sadly, the pizza wasn’t great, but that was my own fault. I didn’t eat it the way it came—I didn’t trust it. 
 
    Wearing rubber gloves, I would transfer the pizzas from their boxes. I would dispose of the boxes into sealed bags, which I took out right away. Then I would put the pizzas in the oven for another five minutes on high heat, to kill any bacteria. Then I would dispose of my gloves and take a shower before touching my face or eating. So by the time I got to the pizza, it was overcooked and an hour old. But at least I was safe from the virus. 
 
    After eating, I would use bleach wipes to clean my front steps and my front door. It was a tedious process, but it was worth the peace of mind. I didn’t want to get sick. I didn’t want to lose my life because I was too lazy to scrub a doorknob once every few days. Sure, it probably would have looked somewhat deranged if anyone saw me, but I didn’t mind looking deranged if it kept the panic attacks away.  
 
    Plus, the man who delivered my pizzas every day did not look like a trustworthy guy. I would watch him pull up from my window. He always wore his mandatory mask around his neck, until he was walking up to my door, as if he thought he was invisible until that point. I saw him cough into his fist a few times. I saw him wipe his nose with his wrist a few times. He was always rude when I asked him to place the pizzas down on the ground and to take the money out of the mailbox, where I put it before he showed up. He would scoff and roll his eyes, and sometimes he would make rude remarks like, “Paranoid much?”  
 
    One time I threw both pizzas straight into the trash when I saw him cough directly onto the pizza boxes as he got out from his car.  
 
    It would have been enough for me to find a new source of food—if there had been one. But I was stuck with that pizza company. Luckily for me—but not so luckily for him—he ended up getting sick. I called to order a pizza one evening, and the woman said, “I’m sorry, we operating right now.” 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. 
 
    Apparently, my reception was clear for once—the one day that they couldn’t deliver to me. “Our driver tested positive this morning. We’ll be waiting on our tests to come back negative before we open again. It could be a few days—or a week… maybe two.”  
 
    For a week, I had nothing to eat but stale cereal, and I was quickly running out. I was starting to have panic attacks in my house, now worried that I was going to starve to death. I thought about making a trip to the grocery store, an hour away, but the thought alone made my gut fill with nausea. Maybe I was going to die. Maybe this pandemic was going to do me in.  
 
    I still called the pizza place every day, waiting for them to reopen. It was a small business, so my calls went directly to the owner’s cell phone. “I’ll call you when we’re open, Jerry.” I still called every day, just in case they’d forgotten about me.  
 
    The day I ran out of cereal was the day that she called. “Hello Jerry,” she said in a voice message that I listened to a mile from my house. “We’re back open again. Feel free to call and place an order. We have a new driver delivering pizza, and we’ve started doing wellness checks before and after every shift.” 
 
    So I called and ordered four pizzas, just to be safe. I didn’t care if the pizzas got gross after a week in my fridge—at least it was food.  
 
    An hour after I placed the order, a little blue sedan pulled up my driveway. My stomach groaned as the hunger pains began to set in. I watched eagerly from the window as a long, smooth leg stepped out from the car. It was a girl, and she was young by the looks of it. She was wearing a big pair of sunglasses, and a black mask over her mouth. She had long light brown hair and a thin but curvy body. She bent over in a sexy sort of way as she grabbed my pizzas off of her passenger seat. Then, walking one foot in front of the other like a model, she stepped down my driveway. I ran to the door. 
 
    She was new and she didn’t know the protocol. I was thrilled that she was wearing the mask, but I didn’t want her touching anything: my doorknob, the handrail—nothing. I threw the door open. “Stop!” I said. 
 
    She stopped suddenly, gasping and nearly dropping the large stack of pizzas.  
 
    “That’s far enough,” I said.  
 
    She stood frozen, as if I was about to shoot her.  
 
    “Put the pizzas down there, and then you’ll find the cash and a good tip in the mailbox.” I pointed to the mailbox, which I moved further down the driveway so that there was no need to mailmen to come close to my house.  
 
    She kept standing and staring at me. She leaned over, trying to look into my house. “You having a party?” she asked, slightly muffled by her mask. 
 
    “No. Why?” I said. 
 
    She looked down at the stack of pizzas. “Four large pizzas are enough food for sixteen people.”  
 
    “Well maybe my eyes were bigger than my stomach when I placed the order,” I said. “Just leave the pizzas there.”  
 
    “I like your property. It’s, like, hidden the woods. Do you own all of these woods?” She looked around, still not putting the pizzas down. 
 
    “I do,” I said. Then she walked over to one of my more mature trees: a two-hundred-year-old pine. She put her hand on it, making my heart skip a beat. “These trees are beautiful.” 
 
    “I know. Please just put the pizzas down,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I’m fine. I just—I just want to have my dinner. So if you could put the pizzas down, that would be appreciated.”  
 
    “Okay, man. Sure thing.” She smiled under her mask and then she placed the pizzas down on the ground. Then she backed up slowly to the mailbox. She grabbed the little wad of cash that I left inside of it. “Thank you very much.” She decided at that moment to pull her mask down, revealing her plump lips. I guess she figured she was done handling my food so she no longer needed to be wearing her mask—but I would have appreciated the mask. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, waiting for her to leave before going to get the pizzas.  
 
    “You can pick those up now,” she said. “Before they get cold.”  
 
    “I’ll wait. It’s okay.” 
 
    She laughed. “A deer will come and eat them if you wait too long. I bet you get a lot of deer here.” 
 
    “I do. But they won’t eat the pizza. You can leave now. Thank you.”  
 
    She turned around to head to her car, and then she noticed mine. “Whoa!” she said. She zipped over to it and put both of her hands on the hood, feeling the paint job. “Is this a 69 Mustang?”  
 
    “It is,” I said. I could feel my muscles tensing up as I watched her touching it all over, getting her germs all over the car. “Please don’t touch it.”  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. She walked around the car. She leaned forward to look into the window. I watched as her breath fogged up the glass—which meant germs were getting on the glass. Then, a moment later, she put her hands on the car again, forgetting that I asked her to keep her hands off. “It’s so beautiful. It’s in perfect shape.” 
 
    “Please don’t touch it,” I said, now biting down on the edge of my tongue.  
 
    It was a moment before she removed her hands, but the damage had been done: her germs were probably already spreading all over it. “Please just go,” I said. “Thank you for the pizza—but please just go.”  
 
    She looked at me with a glazed over look before nodding her head slowly. “Oh. Okay. Sure thing.” She smiled and then she back up to her car. “Enjoy your dinner.”  
 
    “I will. Goodbye.” 
 
    I waited for her to be in her car and gone before I went into the house to put on some disposable gloves. I picked the pizzas carefully. I could feel that they had already gone cold, but it didn’t really matter because they were going into my pre-heated oven. I carefully put the pizzas on the rack and I disposed of the boxes. I grabbed my cleaning supplies and I went out to wipe down everything that she touched—and everything that she came within fifteen feet of touching, just to be safe. I must have cleaned for forty minutes before my stomach grumbled and I remembered that I had pizzas in the oven. I rushed inside to get them out. There was smoke in my kitchen. 
 
    “Shit!” I yelled. I threw open the oven door and saw my four pizzas: crust blackened, tomato sauce evaporated, pepperonis curled and charred. The pizza was still edible, but it certainly wasn’t delicious. It was going to be a long few days, but at least I had food. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I was losing weight, even though it seemed to me like I was consuming more calories than normal. Those pizzas weren’t exactly weight loss food—but they weren’t exactly filled with all the vitamins and nutrition that a human needs. Maybe I was lacking in protein—maybe the pepperoni wasn’t enough to make my body function properly. I went to put on my usual jeans, which I never wore with a belt, and they just slid right off of me. I had to dig into an old drawer to find an old belt.  
 
    I panicked at first, worried that I had a sickness and was just realizing it. I didn’t feel well: a bit nauseous and a bit lethargic. The panic made the symptoms even worse. I crawled onto my couch and took a few deep breaths before considering the fact that I was just malnourished. My body was desperate for actual vegetables and proper meat. I couldn’t simply live off of pizza forever. 
 
    And the news wasn’t giving me much hope. “A second wave is coming,” said the headline of the article I was able to load by driving ten minutes down the road from my house. “This wave will likely be worse than the first—and it will last longer.”  
 
    I wanted to scream. I was sick of the pandemic. I wanted it to be over. I wanted life to go back to normal. A part of me was tempted to drive to the nearest big town and lick every surface to intentionally contract the virus, just so I could get it out of the way. But I had to stay strong. I had to keep doing my part by hunkering down.  
 
    So I kept hunkering down, eating nothing but pizza and the few remaining cans of food in my pantry.  
 
    It was six days later when it was finally time to order more pizza. I placed an order for three large supreme-style pizzas. I didn’t love supreme pizza—the combination of olives and green peppers and onions made me feel ill—but I needed more than just pepperoni and cheese and tomato sauce in my system. 
 
    It took extra-long to place the order with my crappy reception—mostly because the woman taking my order was shocked that I was ordering something different. “You want what? It sounds like you’re saying supreme, but that can’t be right.” 
 
    “Yes, supreme,” I said. 
 
    “Sorry—it still sounds like you’re saying supreme.” 
 
    Finally, an hour later, that little sedan was pulling into my driveway. That new, young pizza delivery girl had arrived with the food that would carry me through the next three days. She stepped out from her car, not at all dressed like someone who delivers pizzas for a living. She was wearing tight leather pants (probably faux-leather), heels, a red Coca-Cola crop top, and her makeup was done as if she was on her way to a rave. She actually looked kind of cute with her hair tied into a pair of pigtails. She walked towards my door, and I could tell that she was planning on walking right up to my doorbell, so I threw the door open and said, “Stop! That’s far enough.”  
 
    “Hello again!” she said with a big, friendly smile that I could almost see through her mask. 
 
    “Hi. You can put the pizzas down right there,” I said. 
 
    “What are you up to tonight? It’s warm out—good evening for a walk in the woods. How many acres do you have here?”  
 
    “About eighty,” I said. “Your money is in the mailbox. Please try not to touch anything else.”  
 
    She nodded her head. “Sure thing.” She grabbed the envelope from the mailbox and then she started back towards her car. She stopped as she noticed my Mustang again. I was terrified she was going to touch it again. Then she turned to me. “I want to drive your car so badly.” 
 
    “Please don’t touch it,” I said.  
 
    She pulled down her mask to show me her big smile. “Maybe you could take me for a drive in it one day.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. “Thanks for the pizzas.” 
 
    “You eat more than just pizza, right?” she said. 
 
    My skin tingled. I felt a wave of embarrassment before I even answered. “Of course,” I said.  
 
    She giggled. “I’m just kidding around with you.” She winked. “See you later, Jerry.” 
 
    “How did you know my name?” I said. I suddenly felt tense and awkward. 
 
    She giggled again. “It’s on your bill.” And she was right. After she left and I picked the pizzas up off the ground, I saw that my name was on the very top of the bill.  
 
    I went through the usual routine, cooking away any possible bacteria before disposing of the boxes and cleaning everything she came near.  
 
    But that evening, I ate much more than I normally ate. I just didn’t feel satisfied. I was starving and it didn’t seem to matter how much pizza I shoveled into my body. I ended up eating a whole pizza, plus three slices of another. I figured it was just my body craving the small amount of vegetables on the pizza—trying to make up for weeks without actual greens. But the next day, I had the same hunger. I everything I had left, and I still strangely hungry.  
 
    I was craving a salad. I was craving a steak. I was craving sweets. The only thing I wasn’t craving was pizza. But pizza was my only option, so the next day, I placed another order.  
 
    She was there within the hour, holding that stack of pizzas. I was starting to trust her a little more. She seemed lively, which made me think that she was healthy. She always kept her mask on when she was touching my pizzas and my mailbox. She never came too close to me, and she was always on time.  
 
    “Thanks again,” I said, waiting for her to leave after she got the money out from my mailbox.  
 
    “Look—I’m not judging you or anything—but don’t you get sick of eating pizza? Like—I like pizza too, but I don’t think I could eat pizza more than once a week. Even once a week seems like a lot.” 
 
    “I eat other stuff too,” I said—but I was lying. I no longer had cereal or canned food. I was strictly eating pizza, and I knew that it was terrible for me.  
 
    “I’m sure,” she said. “But like—you still eat a lot of pizza. I’m not trying to be rude—and I’m not trying to give myself less work. I need the money so I’m happy to keep bringing you pizzas. But… You eat a lot of pizza.”  
 
    I could feel my face turning red—almost as red as the pepperoni on the pizzas she had just placed on the ground.  
 
    “I have a condition,” I said. I hated talking about my problems, but it seemed less embarrassing to tell her about my condition than having her think that I was some sort of pizza fiend. “I can’t leave my house—with the pandemic. You’re the only delivery service in the area.” 
 
    “Oh,” she said. Then she stared at me for a long moment. “So wait—are you saying that you do only eat pizza? Because it’s the only thing you can get to your house?” She kept staring at me. I wanted to lie, but I had a feeling my face had already given me away. I forced a smile and bit down on my lip. “Well at least it’s good pizza,” she said. 
 
    “Can you go?” I said. “No offence—but it’s getting late and I have to eat.”  
 
    She smiled and nodded her head. “Sure thing.”  
 
    She turned around and started walking to her car. I have to admit that my gaze moved down to her bum, which bounced beautifully with each step. She had a great figure, and she was actually pretty cute—or maybe I was just starting to lose grip of my standards. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw another woman. She was the only person that I ever saw. Even when I drove ten minutes down the road to get reception, I never crossed paths with another person. I couldn’t even remember the last time I drove by another car.  
 
    So naturally, the pizza girl started existing inside of my brain. As I sat and ate my pizza, I thought about her. I imagined her coming into my house to give me a blowjob. I imagined her sucking the cum out from my cock and swallowing it. I imagined her taking off those tight leather pants, peeling her damp panties off of her warm pussy, and sitting down on my face.  
 
    I had a massive erection. How could I help it? It had been over a year since I last had sex. I was no longer dating—not since the pandemic started—and I didn’t have any booty calls on speed dial. I couldn’t spend the night at a club to pick a girl up. I didn’t even have an internet connection to watch porn. Sometimes I masturbated to my imagination. That night was one of those times. 
 
    I jerked off while imagining her sitting on my face, grinding her cunt against my lips, squirting her warm liquid in and around my mouth. It was one of the dirtier fantasies I’d had. I came quickly, and then I found myself feeling very embarrassed.  
 
    I hated that I was starting to have sexual feelings for the pizza girl. I knew where sexual feelings led to: legitimate feelings. And I didn’t want to start feeling anything for the girl I was relying on to survive. If things became awkward between us, there would be three to four very awkward moments a week in my life, until the pandemic ended, or until they started sending a new pizza delivery girl.  
 
    But I had nothing to do. My house was boring. I tried to kill time by wandering around the forest on my large property, but wandering around wasn’t enough to keep my mind from fantasizing. Fantasizing was all I had, after all. So I kept thinking about her, imagining her plump pussy. Deep in the woods, I pulled out my cock and stroked myself as I thought about her fingering herself, with her leather pants pulled down around her knees. I imagined her squirting all over those pants as she orgasmed. Then I came all over the side of a tree, and that familiar embarrassment set in. Then I pulled my pants up and started walking back to my house.  
 
    I didn’t have any hobbies. I wasn’t a painter or a model plane builder or a gardener. Without cable and internet, I had nothing. And on a diet of only pizza, I didn’t exactly have the energy to start working out or going for long hikes. 
 
    As I walked up to my house, I suddenly felt a presence. A chill tingled down my spine and I looked to my left to see her standing there. For a moment, I thought that I was hallucinating: maybe all of my fantasizing had manifested into a vivid hallucination. Then she took a step towards me. “Hi Jerry,” she said, and I jumped back, letting out a small shriek. 
 
    She giggled. “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked.  
 
    “I was in town today,” she said. “I thought about you, so I picked you up a few things. I know you said that you have a condition and can’t go out.” She pointed at a box on the ground.  
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “Some groceries. It’s about fifty bucks worth.”  
 
    I backed up towards my house. She watched me with narrowed eyes. Then I slipped inside and closed the door. I took a deep breath. How long had she been on my property for? What did she touch? Were her germs everywhere?  
 
    “Jerry?” I heard her call out. My heart skipped a beat. I was terrified. What if I ended up getting sick? She wasn’t taking my condition seriously at all. I wanted to open that door and scream at her. I didn’t need her treating me like some hopeless cancer patient.  
 
    But I stopped myself from overreacting. I took a deep breath and I opened my door, slipping on a pair of rubber gloves. I forced a smile and approached the box. I knelt down and opened it up. I was thrilled to see some actual food: vegetables, fruits, fresh bread, granola, milk, eggs, and best of all: chicken breasts. It wasn’t the steak I’d been craving, but it was real, fresh meat. I could take a small break from the pizza. I could get some real nutrition in my body. I looked up at the girl. “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Kyla,” she said with a smile. 
 
    I reached into my pocket for my wallet. Then I slipped out a fifty-dollar bill. I reached it out to her. She stepped forward and grabbed it from me. She wasn’t wearing a mask. It was the closest I’d been to anyone in months—let alone someone without their face covered. A part of me was tempted to jump back, and to run inside to wash my hand and my body and my face. But I tried my hardest to act normal. “Thank you,” I said. 
 
    “It’s my pleasure. I was in town, and then I was in the area here, so it really wasn’t a big deal.”  
 
    I stood up and backed away from the box. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to take it inside?” she asked. 
 
    “After you’re gone,” I said.  
 
    “Oh. Okay,” she said. It almost seemed like she was waiting for an invitation to come inside. But I couldn’t let her near my house. It was bad enough that I had no idea what she’d touched. 
 
    Once she was gone, I went and got my cleaning products. I wiped everything with Lysol wipes. I disposed of the box. Then I brought everything inside and washed it all at the sink, just to be extra safe. I was terrified of eating any of it, but I needed to expand my diet. So for lunch, I made myself a grilled chicken breast with a side of broccoli. It was bland food, but it still tasted amazing: better than anything I’d consumed since my last trip to the grocery store, over three months prior.  
 
    Once I was finished eating, those increasingly familiar fantasies started to enter into my mind. I imagined her in my bed, naked. I imagined her squeezing her breasts around my erect penis while I thrusted, until I came all over her chin. I imagined her using her fingers to wipe the cum up before licking it all up. Then I imagined her taking one of those cucumbers from that box and fucking herself with it while I watched, until she made a squirting mess all over my blankets.  
 
    My fantasies were becoming more and more perverted, but I couldn’t help it. Those fantasies were all I had to pass the time.  
 
    It was two days later when I placed another pizza order. That two-day break was perfect: exactly what I needed to reset my system. I no longer felt extremely malnourished. I no longer felt like I hardly had any energy. I wasn’t worried that I was going to get jaundice or some other condition linked to lacking nutrients. And I still had a small stash of food from the haul she brought me.  
 
    I was a little bit excited to see her again: excited to see how she would do her hair and her makeup, and excited to see what she would be wearing. I put on one of my nicer dress shirts, but stayed in jeans, just so she wouldn’t think I was trying too hard to impress her. I waited by the window for her car to pull up. 
 
    Then I found myself pacing, trying to calm myself down. I knew that I’d been rude with her. It’s not like I liked being rude with her, but I had to be firm if I was going to be cautious—and I needed to be cautious. Now, I just needed to think of a way to be a bit more diplomatic: get what I want without making her feel offended.  
 
    I heard the crunching of her tires on the gravel. I ran to the window and looked out. I took a deep breath and then I went to the door and threw it open. I stepped onto the porch and waved at her, smiling. Then I realized I was coming on too strong, so I wiped the smile off of my face and bit down on my tongue. I waited until she was stopped before stepping down.  
 
    She stepped out from her car. It was a warm day and she was dressed for the weather: short white skirt, tight pink tank top, no bra. I could see the bulge of both of her nipples. Her legs were freshly shaved and glistening. Her hair was down: curly and bouncy. She was even more beautiful than I remembered—or maybe my standards were just continually sinking as days went by without any other human contact.  
 
    “I’ve got your pizzas, Jerry,” she said with a smile. 
 
    And then I wondered if she was dressed up for me. She probably wasn’t doing many deliveries in a day: maybe five or six at most. And there were no bars or clubs open—so who was she dressing up all sexy for? “Going on a date?” I asked as I tried to stop my face from turning red. 
 
    “A date?” she said. 
 
    “You’re all dolled up like you’re going on a date,” I said. 
 
    She looked down at herself and then back up at me. She giggled. “No,” she said. “Trying to figure out if I’m single, Jerry?” 
 
    I suddenly felt my face turning dark red, despite my best efforts to stop it. I forced a smile. “What?” I said. “No. I’m just wondering. Nothing’s open and you’re all… You know.” 
 
    “I’m all what, Jerry?” she said with glowing eyes and a big smile. 
 
    “Dressed up,” I said softly.  
 
    “Well you are too,” she said. “Do you have a big date tonight? A big pizza date?”  
 
    I bit hard on my tongue and laughed. “No. Thank you for the food the other day, by the way. You really didn’t have to do that.” 
 
    Now she was walking towards me with the pizzas. I felt my body tense up. She was coming closer and closer, getting into my safety bubble. I groaned and then I threw up my hand. “Stop,” I said. “That’s close enough. Just put the pizzas down.” 
 
    The smile suddenly faded from her face as if I’d offended her, but I was just being careful. I had to be careful for the sake of my heart. 
 
    “Sorry, Jerry,” she said. Maybe she thought that I was starting to open up. Maybe she thought that I was starting to relax. But I just couldn’t relax. It wasn’t worth the risk.  
 
    “Just leave the pizzas there. The money is in the mailbox. I didn’t leave as good of a tip today. Please don’t take it personally. I’m just waiting for my cheque to come in the mail. It’s been delayed, I guess.” 
 
    “I don’t expect a tip at all,” she said with a small smile. She took the money from the mailbox and then she turned to go back to her car. And then I wondered if she was dressed up for me. Maybe she tried to be pretty for me, and I basically just rejected her by not allowing her within ten meters of me. I felt guilty. I hated seeing her without her natural, bubbly smile. 
 
    “Wait,” I said before she got into her car. 
 
    She looked back at me. “What is it?” 
 
    “I, um—I can take you for a drive, in the Mustang.” 
 
    “Really?” she said, lighting up suddenly. Why was I offering to take her for a drive? I couldn’t be enclosed in a car with her. Was I crazy? Why was I making such an insane offer? 
 
    “Sure,” I said as a lump swelled in my throat.  
 
    She walked over to my car. 
 
    “Um, no,” I said. “Not now. Uh—tomorrow. We can do it tomorrow. I need to fix a couple things before we can take it out.”  
 
    She stared at me for a long moment. “Around noon okay?” she said. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. And I still had no idea why I wasn’t taking the offer back. Now I was just wasting her time. She was going to drive herself out to my property after spending lots of time getting ready, and I was just going to send her home. “See you tomorrow.”  
 
    “Bye, Jerry,” she said with a big smile. She turned around quickly, making her skirt lift into the air. I caught a quick glimpse of her round bum before she got into her ride. My heart fluttered and began to race. I had a date with a girl I couldn’t go on a date with. I felt strangely energized and giddy, while feeling guilty and dumb at the same time.  
 
    I went into my house to get my rubber gloves. I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face, even though I had no idea what I was actually going to do. Maybe I could just toss her the keys and let her take the car for a drive on her own. Maybe I could spend the rest of the day cleaning the car with bleach.  
 
    She was in my fantasies again that night as I clenched my cock in my fist. I imagined her blowing me while fingering herself deeply with four fingers. I imagined her sitting down on a dildo, allowing it deep into her anus. Then, as I came, I imagined her slurping down my cum, swallowing every last drop.  
 
    I didn’t get much sleep. I had a number of panic attacks in the middle of the night as I considered getting in the car with her. Then I took a moment to remind myself that the chance of her being infected with the virus was less than 2%. The chance of me contracting it if I made sure to wash my hands and wear a mask, was less than 10%, assuming she was infected. So the chance of me getting sick was very, very low. But somehow, I was still terrified.  
 
    In the morning, I put on my best jeans and my best flannel. I slicked my hair back, which I hadn’t done in months, and I even sprayed myself with a bit of cologne. I looked out at my car. I was terrified, but I couldn’t live in terror my whole life. If this pandemic really didn’t have an end in sight, then maybe it was time for me to live a little. 
 
    I put a little table out on my driveway. On that table I put a pair of yellow rubber gloves, a mask, and a big bottle of hand sanitizer. I scrubbed down the entire interior of my Mustang with long-lasting disinfecting wipes. The smell wasn’t very nice, but the container claimed that once on a surface, the product would continue to kill bacteria for forty-eight hours. I decided to wipe myself down with the wipes as well before putting on my own mask as the clock struck noon. 
 
    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, and then I heard her car coming down my long driveway. I looked out the window. There she was, with her hair tied up in a braided bun. I could feel beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck.  
 
    I stepped outside and watched as she parked. She stepped out from her car, now wearing a lacy white dress, black thigh-high boots, and gold bracelets and necklaces. She looked gorgeous with orange eyeshadow around her eyes and sparking highlight on her cheekbones.  
 
    “Hi Jerry,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “Put on the gloves—and the mask.” 
 
    “I have my own mask,” she said. 
 
    “Please put that one on,” I said. “And once it’s on, don’t touch your face under any circumstances.”  
 
    She paused for a moment before giggling. “Okay,” she said. I couldn’t tell if she thought I was absolutely insane, or if she was just taking it all in stride. It was impossible to know for sure. But at least she was there. She wasn’t running away.  
 
    Once she was in the gloves and mask, I approached. The yellow gloves looked a bit silly with her pretty outfit, and the blue mask didn’t exactly go with her theme—but we were better safe than sorry. “Are you ready to go for a drive?” I asked, stopped ten feet away from her.  
 
    “I’ve never been more ready.”  
 
    I pulled the keys out from my pocket. “You can sit in the back,” I said. 
 
    She paused for a long moment. “Wait. Actually?” 
 
    I bit hard on my tongue and forced a smile, pretending like I was joking. “No. Sit in the front. I was—uh—just kidding around.”  
 
    She skipped around the car and hopped into the passenger seat. My heart was racing ferociously. I felt lightheaded. But I couldn’t back down. I had to live up to my promise. I had to start inching out from my comfort zone.  
 
    I got into the driver seat. I was afraid of closing the door and trapping myself in that small space. So I rolled the window down first, then I fired up the engine.  
 
    “So where are we going?” she asked, looking at me. She was close to me—closer than ever before. Our faces were only feet apart, and now I could smell her perfume. She smelled nice. Her dress was shorter than I realized. I could see the skin of her thighs, almost up to her panties. I had to fight not to look down at her perfect legs.  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe we can just drive around the countryside.” 
 
    “Will you show me how fast this thing goes?” she asked with a big grin. 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. I noticed she was scratching her arm with one of her gloved hands. “Can you not do that? Just try not to touch yourself.” 
 
    She giggled. “I’ll try my hardest not to touch myself,” she said with a wink.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I put the car into drive. I just wanted to get that little ‘date’ over with, even though it seemed like a dream. Back before the pandemic started, I would have been thrilled to be driving a beautiful girl around in my car. Now, it just seemed dangerous. 
 
    I pulled onto the road and started driving. It took ten minutes to reach the highway. We didn’t talk much. She was too distracted by the car and all of the little upgrades I’d done over the years. “So are you a big car guy, Jerry?” she asked. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said, trying to lean away from her as she leaned over to check out my dashboard.  
 
    She reached over to feel the steering wheel. “Don’t do that,” I said. “That’s not a good idea.” 
 
    She smiled and looked forward. The car became silent for a minute. We passed another car. I tried to see the face behind the wheel, but their window was tinted. I hadn’t seen another face in so long. “Tell me more about your condition,” she said. “If you don’t mind.” 
 
    “I don’t mind,” I said. I cleared my throat. “It’s a heart condition. Pretty rare, apparently. My heart walls are thicker than usual, and the valves have to work extra hard to pump blood. It’s not that interesting, unless you’re a cardiac surgeon. It basically means that if I get an infection—even a small one—it could stop my heart. Right now, nobody knows how this virus is with hearts, so I don’t want to take any chances. I still have a lot of life left to live.”  
 
    “Of course,” she said. “I was just curious. I’m sorry you have that.”  
 
    “Yeah. Me too,” I said. Then I saw the turnoff to town and realized we were now fifteen minutes from my house. We were getting far away—too far for comfort. If I suddenly started having a panic attack, we were too far to make it back before I became completely immobile. I had to be careful. Maybe it was time to turn back. 
 
    “Go fast,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Drive fast,” she said, looking into my eyes. “Go as fast as you can go.”  
 
    “I’ll get a ticket.” 
 
    “The road is dead right now. Nobody uses this highway—not since the lockdowns. Just go fast. This car can go fast, can’t it?” 
 
    My heart rate started increasing. “Okay. I’ll go a bit faster.” I pushed down on the gas. I felt the car hum. She gasped. 
 
    “It’s really vibrating,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    She squirmed slightly in her seat and let out a small whimper, as if she was sexually aroused by the engine. “I like it.”  
 
    I didn’t look over. My heart was racing.  
 
    “Go faster,” she said. 
 
    I hesitated, and then I stepped on the gas a little more. Now we were going forty over the limit, speeding around bends where police often hid. I didn’t like taking risks.  
 
    “I like the way you drive,” she said with a small giggle. 
 
    “I like the way you drive too,” I said. And it wasn’t until the words were out that I realized how dumb I sounded. “I mean—I like the way you, uh, you know.” 
 
    She laughed and shook her head. “No. I don’t know. Tell me.”  
 
    “I don’t know. I’m sorry. I’m just nervous.” 
 
    “What do you like about me, Jerry?” she asked. She reached over and put a gloved hand on my thigh. I tensed up. The tension in my leg made me push harder on the gas. Now we were really speeding. She gasped and looked forward.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” she said. “Keep going. Go faster.”  
 
    “We’re going really fast,” I said. 
 
    She slid her hand further up my leg. “I like it.”  
 
    “It’s dangerous.” 
 
    “Do it for me.”  
 
    “I can’t. I don’t want to get in trouble. I can’t go to a police station—I would get sick. There would be too many people there.” 
 
    She giggled and slid her hand further up. Now, her fingertips were nearly touching my cock. Was I dreaming? Was she coming onto me? I looked down at my lap and then I snapped my gaze back to the highway. It was strangely desolate, but that didn’t make me feel any better.  
 
    “I’ll tell you what. If you go a bit faster—and get this thing up to one-fifty—I’ll give you road head, until you slow down.” 
 
    “Road head?” I said, playing dumb. My heart had never pounded so hard against my ribcage.  
 
    “A blowjob, Jerry. It’s for fun. Relax.” She slid her hand onto my cock and rubbed. I gasped and pushed the gas harder by accident. She giggled. “Good.” She bent over and used her gloved fingers to pull down my fly. I was racing down the highway now. My palms were becoming sweaty in my gloves. I did my best to clutch the wheel. She reached her fingers into my open fly. I felt them wrap around my cock. I groaned and almost lost control of the car. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I said. 
 
    “I’m going to suck your cock.” She looked up at me with her glowing eyes. “You don’t mind, do you?” 
 
    “With your mouth?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t worry. It’s clean.”  
 
    “I—I don’t know,” I said. I wanted her to suck me so badly, but what if she was sick? What if she was infected but asymptomatic? What if she made me ill? What if that illness killed me? Was it worth a blowjob?  
 
    I couldn’t process it fast enough. “Keep speeding. It’s turning me on.” She bent over as she pulled my cock out from my pants. My cock was only out in the open for two short seconds before entering into her mouth. I gasped and swerved as I felt her beginning to suck. 
 
    It felt good, but terrifying. I closed my eyes for a moment and then I remembered that I was driving. I watched the road until it was safe to look down for a moment. She was bobbing her head on my lap, and I was already erect in her mouth.  
 
    I started slowing down, thinking she wouldn’t notice. But she noticed. “Speed back up,” she said, looking up at me as my erect tip was pressed against her chin. “I like the vibrating.”  
 
    She didn’t strike me as being so horny—but I guess I pegged her wrong. I pressed on the gas again and she kept sucking my cock. Then I saw the exit for the next town and realized I was now twenty-five minutes away from my house. What if I ran out of gas? What if the car suddenly broke down? We were now way too far to walk, and I couldn’t possibly get into a stranger’s car. My heart was pounding hard—but her mouth bobbing up and down my stiff dick felt so good. 
 
    I could feel euphoria swelling between my legs. I could feel my cock twitching. I hadn’t been with a woman in so long—and she was far more beautiful than any woman I’d ever been with. Her lips were so plump and cushiony. Her tongue moved with the perfect amount of grace, tickling the underside of my cock, tickling my tip. She had no problem deep throating me, no problem pressing her lips firm to massage my girth. It felt so good. “Speed up,” she said, muffled by my cock. I was already going one-fifty, but I decided to take it up to one-sixty-five. She moaned as if the extra vibrating made her wet. She bobbed her head faster. 
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned. “I’m so sorry. I’m coming. Watch out.” 
 
    But instead of pulling away, she braced and held still. She accepted my massive cumshot in her mouth. She let every pulse enter her mouth before sitting up and opening her mouth to show me the large pool of thick white goo. She giggled before tilting back her head to swallow. She left my cock slumped over on my leg.  
 
    “That was fun,” she said.  
 
    “I should turn around and we should head back to the house,” I said. 
 
    “Really? That’s it?” she said, staring into my eyes, with her mask still pulled under her chin. 
 
    “Can you put your mask back on?” I said. Then I looked down and saw my cock slicked with her glistening saliva. I couldn’t believe I allowed her to do that. I couldn’t believe I was covered in her spit. I wanted to put my cock back in my pants, but I was too afraid to touch it—too afraid to get her germs on my hand. What if I accidentally touched my face after touching her saliva?  
 
    She looked down at my cock. “Want me to put it away for you?” she asked. 
 
    I hesitated, feeling embarrassed but still euphoric at the same time. “Yeah,” I said. “Please.”  
 
    She reached over and squished my cock back into my pants. It felt nice being handled again, but also embarrassing that I couldn’t just do it myself. She even zipped up my fly for me. 
 
    For the rest of that drive, I made sure not to touch anything but that steering wheel. I didn’t put my fingers anywhere near my face or any other part of my body.  
 
    “Sorry if that made you uncomfortable,” she said after a long silence. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. “I just don’t want to get sick.” 
 
    “Well don’t worry. I’m not sick.” 
 
    “You don’t know that,” I said. 
 
    Finally, we pulled into my driveway. I saw her little sedan. “I always make sure to be very clean. I can’t get sick because I need to work. I need the money.”  
 
    “What do you need the money for? Can’t you just get a cheque from the government like everyone else?” 
 
    She stared into my eyes. “I get a cheque, but it’s not enough for what I need.” 
 
    “You must need a lot,” I said. 
 
    “More than the average person, I guess,” she said.  
 
    I stepped out from the car, feeling the cool air as it wrapped around me. I felt free—much safer than I did inside of the car. “Well it was nice seeing you. I’ll be ordering a pizza tomorrow, so I guess I’ll see you again tomorrow.”  
 
    She smiled. “See you tomorrow, Jerry. Thanks for the drive.”  
 
    As soon as she was gone, I ran inside, stuffed all of my clothes into the wash, and I went into a hot shower. I scrubbed myself with more soap than I’d ever used before in my life. Then I spent the rest of that day scrubbing my car and scrubbing every surface that I touched between the car and that shower.  
 
    There could have been germs anywhere—and I couldn’t be certain that my cleaning products were actually killing them. It was very possible that I’d already been infected—and in a matter of days, that infection could spread to my heart, killing me. Yet for some reason, instead of being crippled with anxiety, I found myself with a goofy grin on my face, unable to get the image of her bobbing head out from my mind. She gave me the best blowjob of my life—there was no question about it. She knew how to work a cock. She knew just where to lick and just how hard to suck. I couldn’t wait to order my next pizza. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    A part of me wanted to start ordering pizza every day, instead of every few days. I knew that I could simply order a single large pizza every night… Or even better, I could order a small pizza, twice each day, just so I could have her around more. But I knew I couldn’t afford the delivery charge and the tip for so many deliveries. I was already struggling to pay Kyla. The last tip I gave her was just two dollars, because I only had two dollars to spare. 
 
    My cheque from the government was late. I drove down the road to phone them, to see what the holdup was, but they didn’t answer. Instead, I got an automated message: “We are receiving record call volume right now. Please try calling back later, or check our website for updates on payments.” So I spent forty minutes loading their websites, and that’s when I saw that they had announced a delay in issuing cheques—something to do with a delay in some branch of the government green lighting the spending.  
 
    So while the government fought over whether or not to send people money, I scoured my house looking for change, so I could afford another day of dinner. I found a few bucks in one of my closets, and then I found a dollar under my bed. I found some change in the couch, and then I found a bit more under the couch. I still didn’t have enough for a single pizza, so I went to the basement and dug out an old jar from my childhood, which was filled with pennies and nickels, and a few dimes. I felt pathetic as I counted it all out. With every lit bit of change that I had, I had fourteen dollars, which was just enough for a large pizza and the delivery fee—but not enough for a tip, unless you can count fifteen cents as a tip.  
 
    I tried looking for more, but I was broke. I was living paycheque to paycheque—and my paycheque wasn’t coming in… I guess that’s the downside of relying on government assistance when sales dry up.  
 
    I drove down the road until I was in reception. I spent thirty minutes loading up my sales dashboard for my business. I saw that I had a couple hundred bucks that I could transfer to my bank account. I started the transfer process, but I knew it could take a whole week before the money ended up in my bank account. At least the process was started. I knew that money would last me at least a week or two once it arrived. Until then, I had to figure out a way to eat. 
 
    Before driving back to my house, I placed an order for a single large pizza. I felt guilty knowing that I wouldn’t be able to tip Kyla. But I needed to eat. I suppose that’s the downside of tip-based employment.  
 
    I was excited to see her: excited to see her pretty face—but also terrified to let her down by not tipping her.  
 
    I watched as her car pulled onto my property. I thought about staying inside. Maybe I could yell at her from the window to take the envelope and then I didn’t have to show her my humiliated face. But I really did want to see her. Maybe she wouldn’t be too upset about the non-tip. Maybe I could promise to give her a double tip the next time—or maybe a triple tip in a few orders, seeing as I still had no idea when I would have money in my bank account.  
 
    I watched from the window as she stepped out from her car. She was wearing tight denim shorts and that familiar pink tank top. She grabbed the pizza from her passenger seat, and then she grabbed a white grocery bag. She started towards my house. 
 
    I went to the door and then I paused, afraid to open it. I hated disappointing people—and she was the last person I wanted to disappoint. Hell, she was the only person in my life. I had no contact with anyone else, unless you count the lady who picked up the phone whenever I called the pizza restaurant—and I wasn’t even convinced that was a woman. I’d never seen her face and her voice was maybe a bit too deep to be feminine.  
 
    But Kyla: I saw Kyla all the time. I saw her face, smelled her perfume, and I talked with her without a crackling reception.  
 
    I took a deep breath and pushed the door open. I wasn’t expecting her to be right up at my door, as if she never listened to me when I told her not to come any closer. I stepped back. “You’re too close,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” she said with her cute, naive smile. “I forgot.”  
 
    “It’s fine. Just leave the pizza there.” 
 
    “I got you something else,” she said. She reached out the grocery bag, but I didn’t want to touch it. I had no idea how many people had touched it before her. It was a bag from a popular grocery store—one that probably had a thousand customers each day. “Just leave it on the deck. I’ll get it later.”  
 
    “Okay,” she said.  
 
    “I’m not trying to be rude,” I said. “I just—I can’t touch it if I don’t know where it’s from.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” she said. “I wiped the bag and everything inside with disinfecting wipes.” 
 
    “I’ll just wipe it again, for my own sanity,” I said. “Don’t take it personally. What do I owe you for it?” 
 
    She giggled. “Nothing,” she said. “It’s just a gift.”  
 
    I leaned forward and peeked into the bag, even though it meant leaning close to her. I could see a small turkey. I had to think for a moment before realizing that it was a few days before Thanksgiving. I could also see a few potatoes and some vegetables. “I’ve never cooked a turkey before.” 
 
    “It’s easy. Plus I put a little recipe card in there. It’s a small turkey and should only take a few hours to cook.” 
 
    “Well thank you,” I said, stepping back. “I’ll pay you for it in a week, when I have some spare cash. And, uh, I’ll also be paying your tip then. Sorry, but I had to scrounge up some change. I haven’t gotten paid in a while—but I’m getting paid soon. I swear.”  
 
    She giggled as if she didn’t care at all. “You don’t have to tip me, Jerry,” she said. “That’s what the delivery fee is for. If you want to leave a tip, I won’t turn it down, but I don’t expect it.” 
 
    “Well I want to tip you,” I said firmly, standing upright. “I’m not cheap. I’m just—well, I’m just a bit poor right now. I haven’t sold much lately, with the whole pandemic thing. I’m waiting on my cheque from the government. It’s just complicated.” 
 
    “Stop explaining yourself,” she said with a warm smile. “You really don’t have to tip me.” 
 
    “Yes, I do. I should tip you. I don’t want to not tip you. And I’m going to be honest. They’re talking about stopping the assistance program, which means I might not have enough money to keep buying pizzas—at least for a while. I don’t know what I’ll do instead, but it might mean no tips for a while.” I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to quell the humiliation, but it didn’t work. 
 
    “There are other ways to tip me,” she said with a red-cheeked smile. 
 
    I nodded my head. “You need me to look at your car?” I said. I was used to people asking me to fix their vehicles when they knew that I used to work as a mechanic. And if it meant making her happy, I was prepared to take a look at her car—as long as she was okay with me spending an hour disinfecting it completely before I looked too closely.  
 
    “No. My car is fine,” she said. “But maybe there’s another tip you can give me.”  
 
    I stared at her for a long moment. Was she asking me to fuck her? I was already lucky that I didn’t get sick from her giving me a blowjob. She’d been around more people since then. She’d clearly been at a major grocery store. She could easily be covered in the virus, and I didn’t just have a stockpile of condoms kicking around. But how could I say no to sex? How could I turn down the offer to push my fat cock into her tight, wet cunt? I thought about it every day.  
 
    “Another tip?” I said after a long pause. 
 
    “Can I see inside your place?” she asked. 
 
    My body tensed up. “No,” I said.  
 
    “I don’t mind if it’s not tidied up. My place is rarely tidy.” 
 
    “It’s not that. It’s just—it’s not safe.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes and giggled. “Jerry—I’m telling you that I’m fine. They check me before every shift, and my shift just started. I wash my hands and I wear a mask and I use the hand sanitizer. I’m not infected.” 
 
    “Well I just can’t be sure,” I said. “The virus could be on your clothes. You could have come into contact with it when you touched your car door handle.”  
 
    She took a deep breath. “It’s fine,” she said. “I don’t want to stress you out. Enjoy the turkey—and the pizza!” She turned around. I looked down at her perfect body. My heart fluttered. “Wait Kyla,” I said. 
 
    She turned and looked at me.  
 
    “Come here,” I said. 
 
    She walked back up onto my porch. I stared into her eyes. I hated and loved how close she was to me. I was glad she had that mask on, but I desperately wanted to see those fat lips. I wanted to feel them pressing around my shaft again.  
 
    “You want to suck me?” I said, trying not to tremble. 
 
    She looked down at my crotch. My cock was already getting hard as I thought about her giving me head. Then she looked back in my eyes. She shook her head. “No,” she said. “I’m the one who’s getting tipped. Right?” 
 
    I cleared my throat. There was some evidence that the virus could be transmitted through sex. I wasn’t hoping to be more evidence. “What then?” I said. My voice cracked. 
 
    “I want you to plug my hole,” she said.  
 
    “I—I don’t have a condom,” I said. 
 
    “I’m clean,” she said.  
 
    “Well you don’t know that for sure. They say that seventy percent of people are asymptomatic.” I cleared my throat and fought the urge to wipe the beads of sweat off of my forehead. 
 
    “Just clean yourself right after.” She was staring into my eyes.  
 
    “I—I don’t know,” I said.  
 
    “Okay. Never mind then. It was just an idea. I thought it would be fun—I wasn’t trying to stress you out.”  
 
    “It’s fine. Let’s do it. Um—just—just let me take a moment. I turned around and closed my eyes. I took a deep breath as I got into the right headspace. I desperately wanted to feel the tight walls of her pussy squeezing around my cock. I wanted to be inside of her. I wanted to push our little relationship to the next level. Maybe she could be my girlfriend once this was all over with. She was only about ten years younger than me—not an insane age gap. She was beautiful—one of the prettier girls in the area, without question. She was fun and spunky. And she seemed to like me.  
 
    But she was also reckless—at least compared to me. She wasn’t afraid of working a job that required going to strangers’ houses. She wasn’t afraid to go into major grocery stores. She was touching my car all over without questioning who had been in it. And now she was putting out, and she didn’t even know where I’d been. Was she worth the risk? The image of her pretty face came into my mind. Maybe she was worth the risk. No—she wasn’t. Having a hot fuck wasn’t worth dying over. 
 
    I turned around to ask her to leave, and that’s when I saw her bent over, clutching the wooden railing of my porch. Her denim shorts were down around her ankles. Her panties were pulled over her left butt cheek, exposing her asshole. She reached back with one hand to pry her hole open, so I could see it. “Put it in my ass,” she said. 
 
    “Your ass?” I said. There was no way I could say no to anal. I’d never had anal before. No girlfriend had ever been daring enough to try it—and it didn’t help that I was always too afraid to ask.  
 
    “I like it in my ass,” she said. I suppose that eliminated one need for a condom. I took a deep breath and stared at her puckering asshole. My God, it was beautiful. I wanted to be inside of it so badly. My cock was now rock hard in my pants. 
 
    “It’s the tip I really want,” she said with a grin in her voice. Then she reached back with both hands and pried her ass cheeks apart as wide as she could, making her asshole gape. I could see inside of it: into the red rose that was her horny fuck hole.  
 
    I reached down and unzipped my fly. My cock sprung out as soon as there was an opening. It was throbbing and dying to get into her warm back door. I gently stroked myself with some saliva, lubricating myself for entry. I took a deep breath. I stepped forward. Before I could touch my tip to her hole, she grabbed my cock from my hand. She clenched it and moaned as if she had been dying to touch it. She pulled it forward, making me take another step closer. She pushed it between her butt cheeks, touching my tip to her asshole. My heart skipped a beat as I imagined microscopic germs transferring from her to me.  
 
    But it wasn’t enough to stop me from putting both of my hands on her ass. I felt her soft skin and then I pushed forward gently with my hips, inserting the tip of my cock into her bum. She moaned loudly. I felt her rim tighten around the head of my cock. “That feels good,” I said. 
 
    “Go deeper,” she said.  
 
    I clutched her ass with two firm hands and I pushed in deeper. I felt her anus contract as I pushed deep. She almost screamed, clutching the railing with both hands. I slid my hands up her bare sides. I was touching her more than I should have been, but I just couldn’t help it. I was quickly forgetting about the virus. I was allowing my horniness to override my sensibilities.  
 
    “Deeper,” she said. So I pushed in deeper, now with six whole inches of cock inside her body, and another four waiting eagerly to enter. “Deeper!” she yelled. So I put everything inside of her, jabbing up towards her lungs. She gasped sharply, became tense all over, and then her body suddenly relaxed and she moaned. “Oh God, it feels so good. Fuck me.” 
 
    I pumped her body. I tried to remember the last time I was with a woman. It had been a long time… Too long. I forgot how soft they were. I forgot how tight they were. I forgot how they purred and moaned when their bodies became engulfed in euphoria. “Don’t stop,” she begged. “Fuck me harder.” 
 
    I held her tight and pumped her quickly. It felt so good—too good. I knew I wasn’t going to last long unless I was careful. If I kept pumping like that, I only had a minute left in me—and I didn’t want her thinking that I was some sort of premature ejaculator. So after another few hard pumps, eliciting a few more cute moans, I pulled out. I dropped suddenly to my knees, prying her butt cheeks apart with my hands. I was going to eat out her asshole for a minute while my approaching orgasm settled. I went to push my face forward, and then I noticed something dangling between her legs—two things dangling: a ball sack and a long cock. I paused. The genitals had fallen out from her panties. She was quick to reach down and grab them with her hand, stuffing them back into the lacy undergarment. But she wasn’t fast enough. 
 
    “W—What was that?” I said.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. 
 
    “Sorry about what? What was that? Was that a cock?” I still had my hands on her ass. I was still prying her open—and my mouth was still just inches from her asshole.  
 
    I finally mustered up the strength to take my hands off of her smooth skin. I leaned back and looked up at her.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said again. 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “I was born a boy,” she said. “I still have my boy pieces.”  
 
    “What?” I said. My head was suddenly spinning. “I can’t tell if you’re kidding.” 
 
    She turned around and grabbed her panties, pulling them to the side so her package could fall out. She was big: seven inches flaccid. Her ball sack was quite large too, almost the size of a tennis ball. She used her hand to scoop it all back up, stuffing it back into her panties. “I should have told you sooner. I was afraid you would be mad.” 
 
    “I’m not mad,” I said. “I’ve just never been with… you know.” 
 
    “A transgender?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “A part of me thought you knew,” she said. “I’m not fully convincing yet. I’m still working on my voice, and some people think my face is still kind of boyish. I’m planning on getting a surgery to make my jawline a bit more feminine.”  
 
    “I thought you were a girl,” I said.  
 
    “You’re not mad, are you?” 
 
    “I told you—I’m not mad,” I said. “Just surprised.” 
 
    She smiled. Then she stepped forward, over top of me. She looked down at me and then she said, “Why do I feel like you like it?” 
 
    “Like what?” I said. 
 
    “My dick.” 
 
    I felt my face turning white. “I don’t like it,” I said. “I mean—I don’t not like it. I don’t care either way. It doesn’t bother me.”  
 
    “You sure?” she said. Now her bulge was inches from my face. 
 
    “I’m sure,” I said. 
 
    “So you don’t mind if I do this? It’s more comfortable this way.” She scooped her cock and balls back out, letting them hang in front of my face.  
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t mind,” I said. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t mind, but it wasn’t something I was used to—not yet. It was still shocking to think that the beautiful pizza delivery girl could have such a massive cock hiding in her panties.  
 
    She lowered herself down, nestling her bum onto my lap. Then she reached down and grabbed my erection, standing it back up. “I’m glad you’re okay with me,” she said. “When I first met you, I had a feeling you would be. I’m not sure why—but I could just tell.”  
 
    I smiled, then she sat down, inserting my whole cock back into her asshole. Her eyes widened and her lips parted. A whimper slipped out. “Fuck,” she said. “I forgot how fat your cock was. Oh my God, it’s so fucking tight.” She squirmed and squished herself down further. I felt my cock pushing deeper into her body.  
 
    She put her hands on my shoulders and began to bounce up and down. It felt nice. I lifted up her crop top, exposing her perfect breasts. I cupped them with my hands and squeezed. They felt real, but I could see the scars from her surgery. I squeezed hard, making her moan. She bounced faster. “Fuck,” she said. “I’m so fucking horny. I haven’t had a good fuck in over a year.” Her nails pushed into the skin on my shoulders, but I didn’t mind. I put my hands on her sides. Then she looked into my eyes. There was a moment of pause, and then we kissed. It was a bit hard to kiss her while she bounced. 
 
    And then it became hard to focus as she started to become erect. I felt her cock’s tip slide across my stomach as it lifted up. Then, I pulled her body closer to mine and I could feel her erect rubbing on my abdomen as she bounced. I could feel her ball sack pressed against my body. But somehow, it all still felt feminine. I loved the feeling of her smooth skin. I couldn’t remember the last time I touched another human being. I rubbed her all over, up and down, and then we kissed some more. 
 
    I let her push her tongue into my mouth, and then I pushed my tongue into her mouth. I loved sucking on her lips, and I loved the feeling of her tickling the roof of my mouth with the tip of her tongue. 
 
    My cock was rock hard and swollen inside of her asshole. I could feel her anal walls pulsing. I could feel her cock pulsing too as it was pressed between our bodies. “Fuck,” she moaned. She closed her eyes and tilted her head down. She began to moan and her muscles clenched. I looked down just in time to see her erupt. Her cock spewed cum all over my chest and hers.  
 
    And a moment later, I was filling her butthole with my own cum. She wrapped her arms around me and pressed our chests together. As she bounced, she spread her own cum up and down my frontside. One blast from her cock even got me on the chin. She used a finger to wipe up some of her own cum. She tasted it before sticking her finger into my mouth, so I could taste it as well. 
 
    Then, I started to notice the wood splinters in my shins. We were uncomfortably seated on my old wooden porch.  
 
    But worse than the splinters were the germs. I was covered in her sweat and cum and saliva. Her hands had been all over my body. She even stuck a finger into my asshole at one point, and I didn’t stop her. A shower wasn’t going to be enough to get cleaned. I was going to need antibiotics.  
 
    I carefully pushed her off of me and I stepped back. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she said. 
 
    “I—I need to go inside,” I said. 
 
    “Why?” she said. Then she looked down at her massive erection. “Oh. Is it that?” She covered it with her hand. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “I just need to go inside. I can’t—I can’t be out here.” I could feel my heart rate increasing dangerously. My legs were starting to shake and my fingers were starting to go numb. I was having a panic attack. I needed to get to my bed so I could curl up, before it got too intense. 
 
    “Jerry, wait!” she said. But I didn’t wait. I went inside and crawled into my bed. I squirmed and groaned, trying to stop the panic attack. I knew it was just a panic attack, but panic attacks for me were dangerous. A panic attack was enough to trigger a legitimate heart attack in my condition. 
 
    I took a deep breath. My heart kept pounding. Then I started feeling a strange chest pain. I wasn’t used to feeling chest pains during panic attacks. Was I having an actual heart attack now?  
 
    I tried to sit up, but I didn’t have the strength. I tried to take a deep breath of air into my lungs, but my lungs felt heavy, as if they’d collapsed. I blinked a few times and noticed that my vision was blurry. “Oh God,” I managed to say before I was too weak to say anything else. 
 
    After a few minutes, everything went black. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I had no idea how long I was out for. My vision came back to me slowly, and my house seemed brighter than I remembered it being. For a moment, I thought that I was dead and my soul was leaving my body. Then I tried to sit up and a strange pain in my chest stopped me from moving. I tried to look down, but I didn’t have the energy to tilt my head. I groaned, and then I heard something. 
 
    There was a rustling in my kitchen: glasses clinking together. Was I being robbed? I saw a shadow move on the wall outside of my bedroom door. Then I noticed the fur blanket that was on top of me: a blanket that I normally kept on the couch.  
 
    “Hello?” I tried to say, but my voice was hoarse.  
 
    I saw that figure move again. Someone was robbing me. I strained to sit up, and then I felt a weird pain. I groaned and fell back. I clutched at my chest and then the robber came running. But it wasn’t a robber—it was just Kyla. 
 
    “Jerry—you’re finally awake!” she said. “I was so worried about you.”  
 
    “What are you doing in my house?” I said, feeling a terrible tension setting in. She wasn’t wearing a mask or gloves. 
 
    “When you ran inside yesterday, I was worried about you. I knocked for fifteen minutes, and then I just had this terrible feeling. So I came into your house. I hope you’re not mad.” 
 
    “You can’t do that,” I said. “That’s trespassing—it’s illegal. And your germs. You could have killed me!”  
 
    She stared at me with a small smile, as if she wasn’t hearing what I was saying. “I found you on the floor next to your bed. You were curled up and in a lot of pain—so much pain that you couldn’t hear me and you couldn’t move. Your body was cold. I thought you were dying. It took half an hour to pick you up and get you back into your bed. And then it took a few hours to warm you up. Your body was dangerously cold and your heart wasn’t beating very fast. You were in so much pain.”  
 
    I stared at her, terrified by what she was saying. I remembered none of it.  
 
    “Luckily, I found some blood thinners in your pantry. I made you take them. I think that helped. I don’t know if you were having a heart attack—but it wasn’t good.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you call an ambulance?” I said. 
 
    “Well your phone doesn’t work,” she said. “I tried that. Then I thought about driving into reception, but that would have meant leaving you for twenty minutes—at least. And on top of that, I had a feeling you would be pretty upset if they took you into a hospital right now. Maybe I should have just gone to call an ambulance. I don’t know. I’m not a doctor or a nurse. I just deliver pizzas. I did the best with what I had. I’m just happy you’re okay.”  
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. I didn’t want to admit it, but I was thankful that she came into my house. I was thankful that she stuck around to make sure that I was okay. And I was very, very thankful that she didn’t call for an ambulance to take me to the hospital. Maybe I should have gone, but the terror of being around the germs would have done me in for sure. “I guess I owe you.”  
 
    “Just rest,” she said. “You seem okay now, so I’ll probably take off. I’ll just clean up the bed that I made on your couch. Nice place, by the way. I really like how you can see the forest out every window. It’s very relaxing.”  
 
    “Right,” I said. I felt a bit embarrassed. My house was a mess—mostly because I turned everything over looking for change to pay for the pizza that I never ate.  
 
    She popped her head back into my room after she cleaned up her bed. “I’m leaving. Bye Jerry.” 
 
    “Goodbye,” I said. I watched her turn around and I listened as she went to the front door. Then I called out. “Hey Kyla!” 
 
    “Yeah?” she called back. I couldn’t see her. 
 
    “Do you want to come over for Thanksgiving dinner?”  
 
    There was a long pause. 
 
    “You don’t have to if you have plans,” I said. 
 
    “I’d love to. I’ll see you on Sunday.” Then she left. My skin tingled and a warmth surged through me. I let my body relax, even though I knew that I was surrounded by germs that weren’t my own. I didn’t move for four hours while I napped and thought about life. Then, I had the energy to get up, so I got up. 
 
    I still spent the rest of that day cleaning my house and myself. I felt lucky to be alive. I didn’t want to take any more risks. 
 
    But I had to take one more risk: having Kyla back for Thanksgiving dinner. She was going to be inside of my house, sitting across from me, eating off the same serving plates. She was going to be touching my bathroom sink, touching my toilet, sitting on my couch, putting her feet on my floor—nothing she hadn’t already done, but she had three days to encounter other humans to possibly contract the virus. Every time she came into my house was a new risk. But it seemed like a worthwhile risk if it meant I got to be close to her for a short period of time. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I decided to take extra precautions for Thanksgiving dinner. Not only did I scrub every surface with the long-lasting disinfectant, I also got a roll of plastic wrap out from my shed. I rolled it across my floor, from the door to the dining table, and from the dining table to the bathroom. I figured we could keep our ‘gathering’ within those confines, so Kyla would never have to leave the plastic wrap surface. I could easily throw away the plastic once she left, making my house much safer from germs.  
 
    I also set out a mask and gloves on a small table in the driveway. She could put them on upon arrival and then dispose of them in the outdoor trash can when she left. Of course she could pull her mask down to eat. I was also going to wear a mask and gloves. And I was going to urge that we both sanitize our hands every ten minutes. It seemed over the top, but it was important—to stay safe from the virus, and to keep me safe from another panic attack.  
 
    I had told her to show up at 5:00, and we were going to eat dinner at 5:30. So I was surprised when I was in the kitchen and I heard the doorbell at 3:30. I jumped and spun towards the door. I grabbed my mask and put on a fresh pair of gloves and I carefully opened the door to see her standing there with no mask to cover the smile on her face. “Hi Jerry!” she said with a playful wave. 
 
    I looked behind her at the little table I set up. “That mask and those gloves. You have to put them on before you can come in.” 
 
    She paused for a moment but kept that smile on her face. “Okay. Fine,” she said. “One second.” She went to get the mask and gloves. But how could she miss them? Should had to walk by them to get to my door. Was she just hoping to get away without them? Did I need to be concerned about her level of concern?  
 
    She came into my home. I stepped aside, giving her plenty of room. I made sure not to breathe in as she passed. “You tidied up!” she said, looking around. “It feels so much bigger in here now.” 
 
    “Try to stay on the plastic. Dinner won’t be ready for another two hours.” 
 
    I noticed she was holding a bottle of wine. “Well that gives us lots of time to have a few drinks before dinner. Where’s your bottle opener?” She immediately stepped off the plastic, making my muscles contract. 
 
    “Kyla,” I said. “Please stay on the plastic. It’s for both of our safety.”  
 
    She looked down at the ground. Her smile faded for a moment but then she mustered it back onto her face. “You okay, Jerry?”  
 
    “I’m fine. I just don’t want to get sick. You saw how sensitive my heart can be.”  
 
    “What if I go take a shower and run my clothes through the wash? Would that make you more relaxed?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. “It’s easy—just stay on the plastic, keep your mask on, and we’ll be fine.”  
 
    She giggled. “Okay. We’ll get you loosened up by the end of the night.”  
 
    I brought her the bottle opener. It was tough watching her open the bottle, handling the spout, touching the bottle to her chin at one point before she started to twist out the cork. Then she handled the wine glasses. I didn’t want to be rude, but she wasn’t being very cautious. She handed me a full glass. “Cheers,” she said. 
 
    We clinked glasses and then I hesitated.  
 
    “What’s wrong now, Jerry?” she said, rolling her eyes playfully.  
 
    “Nothing,” I said. I forced myself to drink the wine, even though wine has been proven to temporarily worsen the immune system. I just needed to be careful. I could still have fun—and she could try a bit harder to be safe. 
 
    I sat down across from her. 
 
    “It smells amazing. I’m guessing you figured out how to prepare that turkey then?”  
 
    I nodded my head and had another small sip from my wine.  
 
    “That’s great,” she said.  
 
    “Have you been working a lot?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “Lots of deliveries in the last few days,” she said. “Work is picking up. Now that the cases are starting to drop across the country, I think people are feeling more comfortable about ordering food in.”  
 
    I felt my stomach groan. She’d been in contact with more people than normal. There was a bigger chance that she was infected than usual. I nodded my head slowly. “I see,” I said.  
 
    She looked around. “You know, I only saw a few rooms when I was here the other day. You should give me the full tour.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Not a great idea,” I said. “I just cleaned the house and I want to… you know…” 
 
    “Keep my yucky body out of your house?” she said. She was starting to look offended Maybe she expected me to relax more around her now that we’d had a few close encounters. But I still had my heart condition, and that pandemic was still ongoing. 
 
    “It’s nothing personal,” I said. 
 
    “I know,” she said. “But Jerry—you know there hasn’t been a single case in our county in ten days?”  
 
    I hadn’t read the news, but I knew that cases were supposedly on the decline. “Better safe than sorry.” 
 
    “Zero cases,” she said. “It can’t go any lower than zero. So when will you relax?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “When there are zero in the world maybe.”  
 
    “And when will that be?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe a year,” I said. 
 
    She shook her head. “No, Jerry. I’m not trying to fight you here, but you know that people still occasionally get the Bubonic Plague, right? These diseases never go away completely. They change and evolve and we make vaccines, but they stay around. I know that you’re high risk, but you also have to think about your immune system, and your mental health.”  
 
    “I’m fine,” I said firmly. I didn’t like talking about it. I didn’t need her telling me that I was a freak. I knew that I was a freak.  
 
    She sighed. “I know there’s a fun guy inside of you. I’ve seen him creep out a few times. You can avoid busy places and wear a mask in public, and you can sanitize your hands. Nobody is going to judge you for that. But if you just lock yourself in your house for the rest of your life… What’s the point?”  
 
    “I’m better off safe than sorry,” I said. “I don’t want to argue about this. I know it’s annoying and I know that it’s tedious. But there’s a chance I could die. If you got the virus, you would probably be fine—99.9% of people in your condition are fine. It’s people like me that have to worry.”  
 
    “And what are you going to do if this goes on for another fifteen years? Because some people are saying this could be the new normal. This could be relevant for fifteen years. There were plagues that lasted hundreds of years.”  
 
    “I’ll just stay home and I’ll stay safe.”  
 
    She sighed. “It’s your life. I won’t fight you on it. I just think you should try to relax a little bit. I brought you something that might help.” She reached into her pocket and placed a pill bottle down on the table. 
 
    “What’s that?” I said. 
 
    “It’s Xanax,” she said. “It’s for panic attacks. I used to get them when I first started transitioning. Sometimes I would feel like everyone was staring at me and laughing at me behind my back. I would get sick and weak. When I saw you go down the other day… it looked familiar. I think you should just try taking one of these whenever you feel one coming on.”  
 
    “I don’t need Xanax,” I said. 
 
    “Just keep it and try it if you think you might need it. And when you’re taking it, know that the chance of you getting infected out here in the country, while wearing a mask and keeping your hands clean, is less than 0.1%. And the chance of you dying, even with your condition, is less than 25%. I’m not saying those numbers are amazing and nothing to worry about, but I’m just saying that accidentally interacting with a few people doesn’t mean certain death.”  
 
    “Let’s stop talking about it,” I said.  
 
    “Fine,” she said. Then she smiled and I felt her bare toes sliding up my leg. I pushed myself back. 
 
    “Careful,” I said. 
 
    She giggled. “If you’re too afraid of coming near me and getting sick, how are you going to let me suck your cock?”  
 
    My heart bounced. “I just don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said. “Maybe once the cases in the area drop more.” 
 
    “They’re at zero, Jerry,” she said. 
 
    “Zero new cases. There are probably still lots of active cases.” 
 
    She sighed. Then I felt her foot push between my legs. I felt her toes press against my bulge. I tensed up. I was tempted to push myself back again, but she was scrunching her toes in a pleasant sort of way, massaging my penis. “You’re not ever going to be happy, Jerry,” she said. “Not until you decide that some things in life are worth the risk.”  
 
    “I just want to be safe,” I said. My voice cracked.  
 
    “You need choose: live your life, or be safe. Those are your options, Jerry. Those are everybody’s options.”  
 
    “Why can’t I have both?” I asked as she rubbed my penis harder with her toes. 
 
    “You can certainly try, but some things are just going to be risky, no matter what precautions you take. Going to the grocery store is risky—there are people there and you’re going to be touching things that other people have touched. Going for a walk around town is risky. You’ll be walking by other people, breathing in the same air. Sure, you can wear a mask and you can wash your hands frequently—but at the end of the day, if you’re out there, you’re putting yourself at some level of risk.” 
 
    “Well maybe I’m just happy staying at home. Maybe I’d rather just be clean and safe,” I said.  
 
    “Then you can’t go with me for a walk around a park. You can’t take me on a plane to Mexico for a vacation. You can’t spend a romantic night in a hotel with me.” She smiled. “And if I can’t have those things, then I can’t promise that this will work for me.”  
 
    “This?” I said. “What’s this?” 
 
    She leaned forward and bit her bottom lip with a smile. “This is whatever you want it to be, Jerry. I like you. You have a big heart, a cute face, and a big dick—everything I want in a man.  You’re the first guy who has ever seemed genuinely happy to be around me, and I like that. I’m happy to be around you, especially when you’re less… neurotic—no offence. I’m willing to be patient. I’m willing to work with you. And when you finally go out with me, you’ll see that I have problems too. It’s hard for me to be in public as a transgender. People look at me funny. Sometimes people say mean things. I have people take pictures of me behind my back. Some days I just stay at home, like you. But I want to have a life—so I push myself. I want to find love, so I force myself to leave the house. I had a panic attack after we went for that drive. I was sure that you realized I was trans after I left, and I thought you were never going to talk to me again. It was just paranoia—I know that—but I still had a panic attack. 
 
    “We’re not so different, you and me. I kind of know the way that you feel, and I know that it’s not so simple. But you have to live your life. You have to believe me when I say that it’s so much better to go out and live your life.”  
 
    I bit hard on my tongue. I had the strange urge to cry, but I held back the tears. I took a deep breath. “But why can’t I just wait until it’s safe?” I asked. 
 
    “Because it might never be safe,” she said. Then she mashed her toes into my crotch again, making my cock throb with pleasure. I squirmed and groaned. “And some risks are worth taking.” 
 
    She smiled before sinking down and sliding under the table. She crawled up between my legs and looked up at me with her glowing kitten eyes. “Do you want to take the risk?” she asked. 
 
    I stared into those beautiful trans eyes for a long moment. She batted her eyelashes. How could I say no? “Sure,” I said, nodding my head. She smiled. Then her fingers found my fly. She pulled down my zipper and reached into the opening. I felt her warm fingers wrapping around my already-semi-erect cock. She pulled it out. She pulled back my foreskin. She licked my tip with her bare tongue. 
 
    And I would have normally beer horrified, not knowing what kind of germs could be on her tongue. But strangely, I was relaxed. I felt comfortable with her, and I was getting more and more comfortable with her by the moment. Maybe she was right: maybe I did just need to relax. Maybe I needed to trust her. Maybe I needed to live my life. I reached down with both hands and nestled my fingers into her hair. I pulled her head down onto my cock and made her suck me. I felt her plump lips cruising up and down my girth. 
 
    I moaned. I leaned my head back and let out a deep sigh of relief. There were lots of things I wanted to do: so many things I’d been waiting to do—waiting for that pandemic to end. But now, I was ready to cut loose. I was ready to relax. She was right: the chance of me getting sick was low. As long as I was washing my hands, wearing my mask, social distancing, and refraining from touching my face, I was probably not going to get sick. I didn’t have to jump on the next plane. I didn’t have to roll naked on the floor of a hospital. It’s not like she was asking me to be reckless. She was just asking me to have a bit of fun—and I really needed to have some fun. 
 
    I pulled her up and I kissed her on the lips. We shared tongues and we shared saliva. My heart fluttered, but not with terror. I pushed my hands up her shirt and felt her breasts. I squeezed and made her moan. Then I reached down and grabbed onto her bulge. I caressed her, feeling her as she throbbed and became harder. I slipped her panties down a few inches so I could grab onto her shaft. Then I looked down at it as I pulled back her foreskin.  
 
    “That feels good,” she said. 
 
    “I want to suck it,” I said. 
 
    “Aren’t you afraid of where it’s been?” she asked with a grin. 
 
    “I’ll take my chances,” I said. I kissed her on the lips and then I pulled her up and placed her down on the table. I tugged her panties down to her knees and I bent forward, accepting her cock into my mouth. I sucked until she was rock hard, and then I must have sucked for another glorious ten minutes, until I could taste a sweet dribbling of pre-cum on my tongue. I licked my lips and looked up into those glistening eyes. “You’re beautiful,” I said. 
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you?” she said. 
 
    I nodded my head. She gently pushed me back so she could hop off the table. “Bend over,” she said gently. Now that I knew she was trans, I could hear that slight masculine twang in her voice, but it didn’t bother me. If anything, it just made her more unique and more special. I bent over and she put her hands on my sides. he gently stroked me up and down before pushing on my back so that my chest was flat on the table. We were off the plastic wrap now, standing on my exposed floor. But I didn’t mind. I didn’t even mind when she spat onto her hand and rubbed it on her cock, to provide lubrication for my fucking.  
 
    “It’s my first time,” I said. “Will you be gentle?” 
 
    “Probably not,” she said. “But you’ll like it.” She pushed her tip between my butt cheeks, paused for a moment as I took a deep breath, and then she pushed in. I gasped. I felt her thick cock filling my back door. I felt her tip pushing up through my body. I squirmed and clenched and groaned as she pushed deeper. It was only ten seconds later when she started thrusting, pumping her thick meat in and out of my body. It felt good. I could feel the pleasure mounting inside of me: buzzing between my legs.  
 
    I bit down on my tongue and groaned loudly. She was holding me firmly and pumping fast. Her pelvis was slapping against my ass, making a loud spanking noise with each penetration. She was pushing her whole cock into me, pushing her tip all the way up towards my throat. My own cock was rock hard, throbbing intensely. I found myself staring at it as it throbbed harder and harder. 
 
    “I—I think I’m going to come,” I said.  
 
    “Wait,” she said. Without stopping, she reached a hand around and cupped the tip of my cock. “Okay. Now come.” She kept pumping. The pleasure became more and more intense—and then I gave in. My legs trembled and cum began to spew into her hand. My cumshot was too big for her single hand, so lots ended up falling and splatting on the floor. 
 
    She took my cum and wiped it up her chest, across her tits. She used both of her hands to massage her cum-covered breasts as she continued to thrust in and out of me. And then a minute later, she pulled out and coated my back in her own thick substance.  
 
    It felt good, and my initial reaction wasn’t to run to the shower to clean my body. I felt strangely calm for the first time in many months. I took a deep breath and I looked into her eyes. We kissed again, and then we both started giggling. “So will you go to town with me tomorrow? I really just want to go for a walk down the street.”  
 
    “That sounds nice,” I said. It sounded simple, but pleasant. Sure, the thought of being around people and being so far from home made my heart palpitate a little bit, but I knew it was the right thing to do. I knew that it was time to start leaving the house, time to start living my life—at least a little bit. Kyla was right: nobody had any idea when the lockdowns would end.  
 
    She grabbed a tissue and wiped my back for me. Instead of running to the shower, I put my clothes back on. “I should go check on the turkey,” I said. I started towards the kitchen and then I looked back at her. “Want to come and tell me if I’m doing it right?” 
 
    She smiled. “Sure,” she said. She stepped away from the table, and away from the plastic wrap on the floor.  
 
    THE END
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    JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST! 
 
    Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it. 
 
    I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 
 
    CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 
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    http://eepurl.com/O3CKz 
 
    Want to get in touch with me? It’s easy! 
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