

Contents

Copyright Page
Title Page
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven
More From Ally
About Ally



Copyright

Copyright © 2023 by Ally Vega.

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons is purely coincidental.


KELSEY THE CUTIE

A First-time Feminization Story

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


1

“Sven?” 

No one in the coffee shop looked up. 

“Sven?” the cute blonde barista said again, this time moving her mask away from her mouth in case the reason Sven didn’t get his coffee was because his name sounded muffled. 

When it was clear that wasn’t the reason, she looked at the cup, shrugged, and left it by the register. 

It took a few seconds for Kevin to think that maybe it was his. Bad handwriting? ‘Kevin’ might look like ‘Sven’ if someone wrote it quickly enough. He folded his laptop shut, slid it into his messenger bag, and walked to the counter. 

Sure enough, there it was: Sven. No K. No illegible scribble for a “Ke” that could be confused for an “S.” Nope. Sven. But it was a medium salted caramel latte, which is what he ordered. It had to be his. He reached out for it and the blonde turned around as he said “I think this is mine, but my name-” and she nodded and turned right back to wiping down the counter before he could finish telling her his name. 

Kevin took up almost no space. He spent his whole life waiting for a growth spurt that never came, and could still today wear size Small shirts from Junior High. He waited for his voice to deepen, and it never did. Even today at 21, he was 5’4” and sounded like puberty was ahead of him.

After tentatively grabbing his own coffee from the counter, he turned to leave. He reached to push the door open right as three guys in suits got there, and they were not stopping; Kevin stood aside as they entered. The last one through let the door start to close, without even glancing at Kevin, with no attempt to hold the door open. They were all laughing in deep voices, all that was left of the joke that began life outside. Was the joke about Kevin? Wouldn’t be the first time.  

This is what he thought about the whole walk down Broadway. His mind replayed all the worst memories of being teased about his size, about having a crush on half the girl’s volleyball team in high school and having Ed Kuperman put stolen volleyball shorts in Kevin’s locker to hammer home just how much bigger those girls were. By the time he opened the front door to the building, he was already depressed and it wasn’t even 8 o’clock in the morning yet. 

He stepped out of the stairwell, opened the door to the suite where the software company he worked at was located, and made his way to his cubicle. As he put his bag down and put his coffee next to his keyboard, he noticed that the gaggle was already starting to form. A gaggle was what he called a collection of young women positioning themselves to be noticed. This morning the gaggle was Lucia the Latina, Missie the Miserable, and then Samantha. Samantha didn’t need a nickname. Long brown hair, very little makeup, a little shy, very quiet, and never rude to Kevin. Missie had a lot of makeup but never smiled, which you could tell even when she was wearing a mask as her eyes never sparkled. But Missie loved tight pants and skirts, making her a great person to be stuck behind. Lucia was loud, clearly the ringleader, and loved being the center of attention, she needed eyes to be on her, and while you’d never call her fat, there was more of her than there was to Missie or Samantha. She was a little chunky. 

Kevin was startled from staring at the girls by two sharp knocks on the top of his cubicle, as Greyson walked by, pointing at him with a big grin. “Look alive, Kev!” he said, and Kevin was so startled that he knocked his coffee over, and he watched as the cream spurted out the top of the mouth hole. Luckily, Kevin righted the cup before much damage could be done. The girls were laughing with Greyson, and no one seemed to be aware that Greyson’s little gesture resulted in a mess that Kevin had to clean up. He looked around for some tissues or a paper towel, but nothing was there. He’d need to go into the kitchen to get a paper towel. 

Why is that funny? thought Kevin, suddenly very aware of how small he must have looked at his desk, how he must have looked like a startled little chipmunk, how no one cared at all that his drink was spilled on his desk. Greyson stepped from the carpet, where his footsteps were nearly silent, to the tile of the kitchen, where each step seemed to echo with confidence. Kevin couldn’t hear what Greyson said, but it made all three girls laugh and look down, and Missie seemed to sneak a look in Kevin’s direction as she did, her dull eyes as gray as ever. 

Kevin made his way into the kitchen, his footsteps almost completely silent as he walked in. Lucia was rinsing something in the sink, and Kevin had to walk behind her to get a paper towel off the roll. As soon as he got behind her, Lucia swung around, her big hips smashing into him and sending him forward a little bit. “Oh, hon, I’m sorry!” she said, and everyone in the kitchen turned to look at how a young woman hip checked a very small young man. 

“No worries,” said Kevin quietly, eager to get his paper towels and get out. Lucia, though, wouldn’t let it go. “Are you OK?” she asked, hovering over him like a loud version of his mother. 

“Yeah, it’s fine,” Kevin said, aware that whatever the recruiters were talking about with Greyson, the conversation had come to a screeching halt and there was now an awkward silence in the room. He grabbed two paper towels and headed back to his desk, hearing something whispered behind him, followed by Lucia loudly saying “I know, right?” 

Back in the relative safety of his cubicle, he wiped up the latte foam and lost his appetite for the actual drink. After he tossed his paper towels into the trash, all he could do was stare at his cup for a while and wait for the first support ticket to come in and be routed to him. 

Greyson avoided eye contact with him on his way back to where the analysts sat, and a few moments later the gaggle passed by. Slowly the office started to hum, phones rang, notifications pinged, and Kevin got to work.

By the end of the day he had closed 24 customer support tickets, and ended up completing 13 orphaned tasks from the Job Jar, a bunch of things that team members could work on between support calls. 13 was a new personal best for him, and he wondered if he’d ever get his name on a leaderboard during the Friday wrap-up meeting. 

When it came time for the meeting at 5 o’clock, he was wiped out and ready for the weekend. The video call launched, and Matt, the team lead, walked everyone through the slides that summarized the week’s work that the team completed. 

“Sarah led the way again today with 37 tickets closed, giving her 126 for the week – nice work, Sarah!” Matt said, and the chat filled with accolades that everyone thought they needed to say. “Nicely done, Sarah!” “That’s awesome, Sarah!” Kevin’s message had a typo: “Nice wrok, Sarah!” and he immediately felt ashamed. 

The next slide showed the average time it took the team members to resolve support issues. This was always a hot topic since some people got worse calls than others, and while this week Kevin wasn’t at the bottom, he was pretty close: only Silas had a longer time than Kevin did. 

“And we’ll be starting a few initiatives soon to help bring down some of these times, so keep an eye out for some new efficiency metrics,” Matt said, before advancing to the next slide, which was the Job Jar slide. Kevin was startled, as there at the top was his name, having completed 54 for the week. Sarah was next at 30. But Matt seemed stuck on the previous slide. “We’ll be rolling out some new features starting in two weeks, and so we can expect the usual bump in calls once we do that,” he said, not even mentioning Kevin’s name. “First thing next week we’ll be getting a spec sheet for everything new that we can start to expect. So instead of the Job Jar, starting Monday I want everyone getting up to speed on the new features and the talk tracks for how we’ll handle them. So we’ll pause the Job Jar tasks for a little bit while we get ready for the next major release. Any questions?” 

That was it. Kevin’s name stayed onscreen with no acknowledgement. Matt wasn’t going to say it. Matt never even mentioned it, never said a thing about it. There weren’t even any chat messages of congratulations, or telling him nice job. Nothing. 

“OK, so good job everyone, and I’ll give you a few minutes of your life back,” Matt said. “Have a great weekend, and you’ll have a link to the spec sheets when you come in on Monday.”

And with that, the meeting ended.
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He couldn’t get home fast enough. It was bad enough that Greyson made a joke at his expense that morning, bad enough that he once again looked foolish in front of the girls, but then at the end of the day in the daily wrap-up meeting, he had nothing to say about his weekend plans that was worth listening to, so he said nothing. What was he going to do?

He counted seven people who shouldered into him on his walk home, and the worst part was that it felt normal. He walked past the coffee shop from that morning, walked past the little drug store on the corner, and made a left onto his street, three blocks from the river.

The front door was propped open, the mailroom was empty, and so was his mailbox. He jingled his key in the inside door, and squeaked his way up the stairs that were covered in old plastic tread. 

His building was mostly older residents, and of those, most were widows. So his meteoric pace to early graduation resulted in him falling for a real estate company’s lies and signing a lease for a building containing exactly zero people his own age, most 3 to 4 times older. As he went down the third floor hallway to his apartment, all the TVs were too loud. He got to his apartment as the church bell rang 6 o’clock, and he dropped his bag on the floor, right by his front door. 

Friday night. It looked a lot like Wednesday and Thursday night from here. Tuesday, too. What was he going to do? Probably the same thing he always did, which was game. These days he was into Spires of Destiny, an online fantasy game he played with the closest thing to friends he could claim: four people from around the world, who he’d likely never meet since he had no passport. 

There was Ethan from England, Laszlo from Hungary, José from Chile, and Angel from Portugal. Angel was his favorite, and the only one he chatted privately with both during and after their games. 

For dinner Kevin grabbed a yogurt and dumped a bag of pre-cut lettuce on a plate, realizing too late that he had no dressing. Back in the bag it went, and his dinner became yogurt and cookies. 

As he sat in the gaming chair in his living room, his leg hit his desk and brought the screens to life. He only had two 30” monitors, but he’d have a third in a couple months after saving more money. He loaded the game and saw that everyone was already online, and they were chatting about what they’d do that night. Hey everyone, Kevin typed. 

Hey Kevin! Angel wrote in their private chat. How are you? 

He hurriedly typed you’re the first person to say anything nice to me today, before he sat and stared at it, wondering if it was too needy. Staring at his own words made him relive the whole day in what felt like ten seconds. 

He thought better of it and deleted the sentence, but too late – because Angel had seen the kbs4122 is typing… message from the chat for that whole time, noticed how long it was taking for a reply to be sent, and she eventually answered her own question with that bad huh? lol. Kevin felt himself flush, even though no one was there; even reliving his own humiliation was humiliating.

No, Kevin typed back after deleting his first reply. I was going to tell you something, but it’s not important. Now it was his turn to see _angeleyes is typing… in the chat, and wonder what she was up to, as she was also taking a long time to send her reply. He got ready to play and headed off to the in-game lobby, where he’d gear up before their quest, digitally passing through all other avatars there; no one bumping shoulders there for a change. 

You can tell me, was her reply. Kevin was pretty sure it had gone through some other iterations before she hit Send. He thought carefully, then typed what he wanted to type earlier, hit Send and didn’t wait for her reply.

He tabbed over to the group chat and tried to get ready for their quest. They were raiding a castle tonight, just some standard looting. One of the things Kevin liked about the game was that in between these massive, intense battles with other parties from all over the world, you could create your own goals and stock up on supplies, explore other areas of the giant map of the world. There was something appealing about what was effectively in-game shopping. 

He chose his armor and weapons carefully, ignoring the 1 appearing on Angel’s tab alerting him to a new message. It turned into a 2 and then a 3 before curiosity got the better of him and he tabbed over. 

_angeleyes: It’ll get better, Kevin. You’re still new there. 

_angeleyes: Maybe try to do something with other people on Friday nights rather than hang out with us lol

_angeleyes: I’m sure once the pandemic ends you’ll meet all kinds of people. People are just distant now, that’s all. No one wants to get sick. It’s not you. 

It feels like it is me, he typed back. It’s not the pandemic, it’s that the pandemic has made it worse. I’m tired of being invisible, tired of not mattering. 

_angeleyes: You should try being a woman sometime lol. I’d love to be invisible sometimes. Let’s trade! 

kbs4122: I’d take it. 

_angeleyes: No you wouldn’t. I had two people grab my ass on my way to work today. 

kbs4122: At least you’re getting people acknowledging that you exist. I had seven people hit me with their shoulders as they walked by. Like I wasn’t even there.

_angeleyes: Oh, Kevin. 

kbs4122: At least people see you. Who cares if it starts with how you look? 

_angeleyes: You’re ignoring like 90% of it though. What good is attention if it’s from someone who only wants to fuck you and thinks it’s their right to? It’s unsafe for me to go anywhere right now in my neighborhood. That’s why I do this. 

kbs4122: We’re pretty far away from what I started talking about. All I said was that no one acknowledged me today. Not one person. Like, went through my whole day and didn’t matter at all, to anyone. And now even you’re telling me it’s not that bad, or could be worse. Just forget it. 

Why was she one-upping him? Why wouldn’t she listen? She’s the one who asked how he was doing, anyway; was she not interested in his answer? Why do people ask questions and then talk rather than listen? 

They played for two more hours, but it felt off. “Just forget it” stayed as the last words in their DM chat, and while they had a few exchanges in the group chat about their plans for the night and what treasure they should target, it was all business, with none of the familiarity from earlier in the evening. 

Their quest didn’t go well anyway. Ethan wasn’t himself and kept despawning and needing to catch up, Laszlo lost his best sword in a pointless conflict with some non-player zombies while waiting for Ethan, and José either lost internet or quit; he disappeared right after they all broke up into smaller teams, his avatar was grayed out in chat showing that he was offline, and Kevin was on his own. He wandered through the impossibly giant castle for a while, killing creatures now and then, but it wasn’t the same. After a while he wrote a quick “calling it a night” message in the chat, put up his away message, and logged off. No one said goodnight back, but he did get two bed emojis and a person waving. 

He sat back in his chair, and for the first time in a long time, couldn’t think of what to do. He couldn’t let the day go. It wasn’t just that no one talked to him today, it was that today wasn’t unusual. Most days were that quiet. Most weeks were this empty. 

Yes, there’s a pandemic, and yes, most people in his building were older people. But he thought moving to a new city was going to be exciting. He thought by graduating a semester early, he’d be getting a head start. But no sooner did he get unpacked and meet a handful of people at work, but then his office shut down for the pandemic and he was all alone again. 

Going back to the office a few days a week now somehow managed to feel like starting a new job all over again even though he’d been there for 6 months. 

After sitting motionless for who knows how long, he knew what to do, and tabbed over to his browser. 

Blowjob POV he typed into the search bar.
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Is it a search if you know what you’ll find? He knew that he’d click the third video in the second row, the one with the blonde on her knees in a bedroom with a three-monitor gaming setup off to the right. It was called “Kelsey Gives Me a Break” and was a point of view video. Kevin could make it fullscreen and lose himself in almost every detail of it – it felt like it could be his room, his bed, his gaming chair, and his girlfriend on her knees. 

If he’d ever have a girlfriend who would get on her knees for him. 

The guy in the video had a pretty thick cock, already hard when the video started. He was reclined on the bed, stroking it a little, and the girl came in through the bedroom door on the left, swinging her short skirt, a little of her thigh showing between the hem of her skirt and the start of her black thigh high stockings with three white stripes at the top. 

“Hey baby,” she breathed, hands behind her back. “Taking a little break?” The camera seemed to nod, and she got right down on the floor between his legs. 

Normally, Kevin was also hard by this point of the video, when she started her first open-mouthed lick up the whole shaft. Despite his own erection nowhere close to the size of the one onscreen, he would start to work the head of his cock in time with the girl’s licks as she got to work. Tonight, though, he was still soft. 

It was a seven minute video, and he usually orgasmed after watching a minute of it, and no more than two. Sometimes he’d start the video and immediately jump ahead to the 5:23 mark, where she started to really bob her head, making little slurping noises. Or he’d skip to right before the orgasm at 6:40, just as she pulled away and squealed “oooooh!” when the first spurt of cum landed in her bangs, right before she took the whole cock in her mouth again and sucked the rest out, seemingly swallowing it all. 

But tonight, he felt…nothing, despite nothing really changing. He still thought the girl in the video was cute, he still thought it could be his bedroom and his life on the screen, but no matter how hard he rubbed the head of his penis, no matter how much he spit into his hand and worked himself over, he couldn’t get hard. He restarted the video and sat back, watching the whole thing straight through, something he couldn’t remember ever doing before. 

Kevin imagined himself with the mighty cock, imagined that Kelsey was impressed by his girth, and that it was his cock she was talking about when she says “it barely fits!” But after the day he had, and the way he felt sitting there, comparing his little limp noodlet to the cameraman’s girthy prize, he just felt ridiculous. 

How can you get hard when you feel like a runt? How can you feel powerful when you have nothing to wield? Do guys like Greyson ever fail to get hard? Do they ever fail, period? Does their success not get mentioned in the success meeting? 

That’s when he had an idea. He remembered hearing that if you shaved your pubic hair, your penis would appear bigger, something about the whole shaft being visible. Maybe that would help, he thought, and he stood up, leaving the video paused on his monitor with the cameraman held in mid-orgasm. 

He shaved his face so infrequently that a can of shaving cream lasted him about a year, so he knew he had plenty. He walked to the bathroom, stripped naked, grabbed the can and razor out of the cabinet, and looked at himself in the mirror: no hair on his chest, no hair on his face, no hair on his legs, and his still-soft penis poking out of a tuft of pubic hair. He got in the shower and carefully got to work. 

He worked slowly and never cut himself at all, surprising himself. He had to tug himself out of the way to make sure his skin was taught, but for the most part, shaving himself was pretty easy to do, even the hair on his balls. He probably went overboard on the shaving cream, though, and by the time he was done his bathroom smelled like a hot, wet locker room. He drew back the shower curtain, toweled off, and wiped some steam off the mirror so he could see if he looked bigger.

He did not. 

Kevin stared at what was between his legs. He couldn’t even say it dangled, as there was so little length to it that it wasn’t dangling. 

It poked. 

Booped. 

Nubbed. 

But nothing hung, hair or no hair; his little experiment did not work, and it was definitely a little experiment, because he was looking right at the little results.

He stared at his reflection in the mirror, unable to make eye contact with himself. The water glistened where he now had smooth skin, and all he could think to do was to push his nub back between his legs and then squeeze his thighs together, making it look like he had nothing there at all. 

Would that be better? 

Even that looked convincing, like it was a totally believable shaved crotch from any girl he’d ever watched online. Suddenly a blowjob of his own felt like an impossibility, and an orgasm felt like it could only ever be in his fantasies. 

What girl would want to suck off a nub? What girl would want to give a blowjob to someone who can’t even get hard watching his favorite porno?  

He dried himself off, then walked back to his bedroom in a huff. He threw his towel on his bedroom chair and missed, enough so that his mouse jiggled and his screens came to life. Up on one screen was the blonde in a skirt, frozen in her outfit, halfway through coaxing an orgasm out of her faceless man. On the other was his chat with Angel, and her avatar was still grayed out; she was offline. 

He read his own words, Just forget it, over and over again. 

“No,” he finally said out loud. “How can I forget it?” He had been invisible for months, and how could he choose to stay invisible? Just look at the way that people talked to Samantha, or Missie, or even Lucia. Three different bodies, three different personalities, three different everything. 

You should try being a woman sometime lol was Angel’s taunt onscreen. 

Yeah, well, maybe I will, he thought to himself. 

Why not? What would it hurt? 

He didn’t know Angel, and it was unlikely he’d ever admit this to her. But her flippant remark in their chat had burrowed deep inside him. 

Angel could have been lying, of course. Was it common for a woman to have multiple men try and grab their ass? Kevin couldn’t confirm that, of course, but no one ever tried to grab his ass, that much he knew. 

But forget grabbing his ass. No one even said hello, or held a door open for him. No one called him by his name, encouraged him, or recognized when he did something. 

Was that any way to live? Probably not, but it’s not like the normal world offered any way to live, either. A lot of people were still wearing masks. People were lonely. People were angry. People were starting to come out of the pandemic, but it was as if the world was in a haze. Interactions still felt guarded. People longed for connection, but they were hesitant to connect. 

He glanced at the blowjob video on one of his monitors. In that video, she was wearing black thigh high stockings with three white stripes at the top, a black K.I.S.S. t-shirt, and a black pleated skirt that flared at the base. What kind of skirt was that? Into the search bar he typed flirty skirts and hoped it would work. The first result was of a “skater skirt,” which looked right. For the second time that night, he sat at his computer and shopped, though this was a long way from armor and supplies. 

Blonde wigs weren’t too much, though with bangs they seemed pricier. Thigh high stockings were cheap, but many shipped from China and he needed these ASAP. Finally he had his order all settled: blonde wig with bangs, black skater skirt, and black thigh high stockings with three white stripes.

Kevin knew he had an underwear problem. First, he was sitting in his boxer shorts and with no pubic hair, the shorts felt roomy, huge, and oversized. He also wasn’t sure if they’d be too long and poke out of the skirt. That would ruin the illusion before he had a chance to make it work. But there was no way he could go outside with no underwear at all: what if the wind blew and lifted the skirt up? What if he wanted to sit down? No, if he was doing this, there had to be a commitment to doing it right. He added a three-pack of women’s panties to the order, size small. He went with cotton bikini panties in three colors: black, pink, and light gray. And thank goodness for two-day shipping. Living in cities near a shipping center sometimes meant that two-day shipping really meant next day shipping. This did not help binge-buying things, as before you could change your mind, it had already shipped. 

Kevin sat and stared at the “Buy Now” button onscreen, and looked at the time in the corner. 1:53. It was getting late for him, and as he sat and listened to the faint sounds of young people walking in the streets below since the bars closed at 2am, the occasional dull sounds of live music coming from some bar, he knew he had to break the feeling of loneliness and invisibility however he could. 

He clicked the button to buy, and went to bed. 
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In she walked, swinging her black skirt. “Want to take a break, baby?” “Yeah,” Kevin said, and she got down between his knees, working his belt buckle. She slid his pants down to his ankles, and reached one hand up into his boxer briefs. “What the heck is this?” she snarled, losing the playful smile from her lips. She pulled the waistband of his shorts down to expose his little dicklet. “Am I supposed to flick this? It’s like a little button.” She flicked it once with her finger. “No, no, wait,” Kevin said. “It’ll get bigger, I swear.” “Sweetie, this isn't going anywhere,” and she let the waistband snap back against him as she stood up, walking out the bedroom door. “No wait!” Kevin said, but he couldn’t move from that spot on the bed, as if he were mounted like a camera. “I can explain!” and with one final swirl of her skirt, she was gone with a slam. 

Kevin startled awake and immediately felt sad. Even his dreams were embarrassing now. He used to wake up with an erection, or even have a wet dream, where he’d wake to find his underwear filled with goo and then have to wash them in the sink to hide them from his mother. This morning he felt more alone than he did last night. He looked at his phone again and saw that it was 10:35 in the morning, and that he had two notifications: Your order has been received! And then right after it, from 6 am, was Your order is on its way! 

Holy shit. He was doing this. He was really doing this. He stood up from his bed and paced, again feeling the hairless contact between his boxer shorts and his skin; he felt even smaller than he usually did. There was no backing out now, no way to cancel the order, no way to change his mind: at some point later that day, a box would be dropped off containing a wig, a skirt, a pair of thigh high stockings, and panties. 

He needed to distract himself or he’d be mindlessly pacing in his apartment all day. Despite being clean from his shower last night, he decided a good way to kill time was to take a bath. Just lay in the tub and do nothing. When was the last time he took a bath? 

He filled the tub and went to look for breakfast, finding nothing. There was only one egg left, no juice, and he had coffee filters but no coffee. Looks like he needed to go out for food. By the time he decided where to go, the tub was full, and he slipped his naked, hairless body into the warm water. He lay back gingerly, not wanting the cold tub to touch his back, before realizing that he was afraid of a tub now; way to go, Kevin. So he lay back forcefully and yelped at how cold it was on his back anyway.

He lay in the water and looked down between his legs. His now-hairless prick stuck up only a little bit in the water, and looked smaller than normal. His shaving experiment made him feel even smaller than he already was, and even made him feel like a girl. Did he need to go through with his experiment if he already felt like a girl a little? That he felt weak and powerless, with no strength at all? What was he hoping to prove?

He was hoping to see if Angel was right, and that women got attention where he did not. He was hoping to see if people would look at him. Not exactly the same thing as sitting in a bathtub feeling hairless and delicate.

The bath did him a favor, though, as it killed about 45 minutes, gave him time to think, and distracted him from how hungry he was. 

By the time he toweled himself off and got dressed, he had the Your package is out for delivery! message and needed to get out of the house. A $3 egg sandwich was a great excuse to get out and get his mind off of what he thought his night would involve.

What would his night involve? For starters, he had a simple girly outfit sitting in a truck somewhere, and later on he’d wear it. But more than that, he’d go outside, walk around, and see what happened. He craved attention, sure, but not the way Lucia at work seemed to need it. His model was more Samantha, where being quiet and pretty was enough for people to take note. 

Did he want to be quiet and pretty? He tossed that around his thoughts as he walked the three blocks to his favorite breakfast place, which would still be serving breakfast this late in the morning. He couldn’t remember ever thinking that he’d want to be pretty, but be attractive, yes. Who wouldn’t want to be attractive, either for their own confidence or for their partner? Well, he had no partner, so he was hoping that being attractive would be good for his confidence. 

He sat on a bench near an empty school playground and ate his breakfast. 

What else was he doing? Testing himself? For what? 

A few short blocks later, he was window shopping at boutiques. He had never known what a skater skirt was, but now he saw them on a bunch of teenage girls walking on the same side of the street as him, the same side that had the boutiques, and these girls didn’t pay any attention to him at all. 

He pretended to not notice the dresses in the store windows, but now that he knew a few things about skirts from his shopping spree the night before, he paid more attention to material, length, fabric. Skirts were everywhere: form-fitting, loose and airy. Some were closer to dresses, some were too short to wear to school or work, but clearly not too short for being out in the street. 

Everywhere he went, new gaggles of young women gathered. Some sat on the street and had lunch, some slowly walked with coffee cups, shopping bags dangling from their hands. Some tucked their hair behind their ears, some held hands with young men, some took selfies. 

Kevin’s phone buzzed as he stood in front of a store window showing a tall black mannequin wearing an ivory-white gown made of…sequins? 

Your package has been delivered!

He could feel his heart start to race. It was 3:45, and he had been out all afternoon, just staring at women from behind his mask, all in an attempt to kill time before this moment. Now he needed to rush back to his building, and there was nothing stopping him from his plan to test Angel’s theory. 

There was no backing out now. 

By the time he got to the mailroom of his building, his heart sank. Even from the doorway he could see that a package was on the floor, it looked torn, and who was standing over it? Mrs. Glennon. 

Round, nosy Mrs. Glennon, with an unknown number of cats in her apartment. She bent down with great effort (how do you bend a ball in half?) and picked up the padded envelope containing Kevin’s clothes. 

Kevin could feel himself flushing as he got the door unlocked and walked into the mail area. “That might be mine,” he said, hoping she couldn’t see into the torn package and make out what it was. “Uh, it’s special fish food,” he lied. 

Kevin, what the fuck? He told himself. You don’t have a fish. Fortunately she never asked any follow-up questions, like “what kind of fish do you have?” because then he’d be screwed. 

“Oh, I was just checking whose it was. Don’t you go thinking I’m a snoop, now! It does have a little tear in it, so you take care!”

“See you, and thanks,” he said to her, deciding to leave any other potential mail in his mailbox and get it some other time so that there was no more risk of interrogation. 

He ran up the stairs and went back into his apartment with the package under his arm. It wasn’t a big package considering that what was inside was a pretty big deal. He finished tearing the package open, and lay everything out on his bed. 

It wasn’t much fabric overall, which was a little exciting. The stockings needed to be unrolled from a tube, the panties needed to be separated from one another, and the skirt needed to have its tag cut out. 

No one could see into his apartment, but he lowered his blinds anyway, but left them open a little. 

He needed to do this, with no more time killing. He needed to take the next step, and dress up the way he planned. 

He slowly stripped off his clothes, and stood naked by his bed, his new outfit laid out, waiting for him. 

What color panties? Not pink; he didn’t feel that girly yet. And black? The rest of his outfit was black, so maybe not that. That left light gray, and so he slipped them on. Surprisingly, a pair of small women’s panties fit him perfectly, and he stood there looking down at the way his own crotch looked. No hair anywhere, and only a tiny little mound indicated anything was hidden in his panties. He reached in and nudged his penis so that it pointed down, and kept getting dressed. First the stocking for his right leg, bunching it up at his foot and inching it all the way up his leg, as he’d never done but seen done countless times. Then the left. 

He lay back on his bed and stared at the ceiling, wondering about what he was doing. At this point, it was too late to turn back, wasn’t it? He couldn’t return panties he’d worn. And the package they came in was destroyed, so he’d have to come up with a box anyway.

His heart pounded, and he could feel the panties keep his tucked penis in place, preventing it from moving around, a sensation he was not used to. He sat up and decided not to look at the mirror until he was done. 

He went to his closet for his t-shirt, a local band from his high school called “Messy Excuses,” and he couldn’t believe it still fit. Then the skirt, which slipped on easily and didn’t quite feel like being naked, but also not quite like a pair of shorts. It felt roomy, but not the way his boxers felt the night before. 

After slipping the wig on over his head, he put his black facemask on, and was aware he needed to calm down. He closed his eyes and breathed slowly, in and out, in and out. Inhale, count to 5, exhale. 

Inhale.

Count to 5. 

Exhale. 

He opened his eyes so that he faced the mirror. 

He knew it was him, obviously. He knew that his voice would come out of this girl’s mouth, knew that she had a secret between her legs. But overall? Not too bad. He walked toward the mirror and adjusted the wig so it looked more natural, as he needed to slide it forward and make sure it was centered a bit better. 

Between the bangs and the facemask, so little of his face showed that sure, why couldn’t someone think he was a girl? And while he didn’t have boobs like Lucia or an ass like Missie, why couldn’t he be confused for having a body like Samantha’s? The skirt gave him the illusion of hips since it flared outwards anyway. For a first time girl, not bad. 

But because it was still too early, with too much daylight, he did what he usually did when he was bored and none of his gaming friends were online. Blowjob POV he typed again, clicking the same video. He sat there dressed almost the same as the girl in the video and watched the whole thing. 

Once again he did not get hard. 

The panties didn’t feel too tight, but could they be too tight to let him get hard? If he touched himself now, dressed like this, does that mean he likes it? Kevin sat, frozen in his chair, unable to touch himself, unable to decide how to deal with the fact that he was turned on, yet didn’t feel manly enough to masturbate. 

When the video ended, he did something that he had never done before: let the autoplay feature play whatever came next. He waited while the new video buffered, with no idea what was in store for him. 

This new video was a young brunette in red lingerie who gave a little lap dance to the camera operator first, then got down on her knees, spread her legs apart so her crotch was visible, and vigorously sucked him off in two minutes even, keeping her hands pressed flat against his thighs the whole time. The video faded out as she licked her fingers and waved to the camera, and autoplay kept going. 

For thirty minutes Kevin sat there in panties and a skirt, watching girls of all kinds give blowjobs. There were girls in skirts, girls in lingerie, girls completely naked. Giant cocks, normal cocks, two cocks at once. Some girls swallowed it all, some let it hit their faces, and some took it on their tongue with their mouths open eagerly. Some were quickies, some were more drawn out. And the whole time he watched strange, excited young women give blowjobs, one thing stayed the same: he was not getting hard. 

What was happening?

Why wasn’t he getting hard? 

He was definitely turned on, sure: who wouldn't be? But as he sat and felt his soft little penis nestled in his panties, instead of an erection, he felt a strange tingling sensation in his penis, right at the base, spreading to his whole crotch, to his thighs, to his belly, as if the entire area was somehow sexual now. 

Where he normally pictured himself getting the blowjob, he was now paying attention to the way the girls looked, the desire in their eyes, the power they had and the acceptance they offered in the safety of their mouths. He suddenly realized that the girl on her knees wasn’t the submissive one: she had the cock in her mouth, and she made the rules. 

Where he normally felt the need to stroke what little of him there was, now he just sat there and felt his whole crotch ache. While it was agonizing, he felt alive. He felt the need for release, but the desire to release himself was simply gone. Somehow he knew it wouldn’t count, like it was somehow cheating himself. All he could do was flap the hem of his skirt while he sat in his chair, watching cock after cock ejaculate into greedy little mouths.  

Thirty minutes turned into sixty, then sixty to ninety, and by the time a girl in a blue bikini took a faceful of cum behind a building, Kevin needed to cool off. He stood up, smoothed the skirt,  grabbed his keys, a twenty dollar bill, and his phone, and knew it was time to start his walk as a girl.

He grabbed his phone and realized…he had nowhere to put it. Would a girl tuck her phone into her skirt’s waistband? No, Kevin, no way. She’d hold it. There’s no way. When have you ever seen a girl do that? 

His messenger bag wasn’t girly, but he’d need it. In went his keys, in went his phone, in went a twenty dollar bill.

He opened his apartment door just a crack, and felt air rush in from the open window at the end of the hallway. It was cooler air than what was in his apartment, and as he stood in the doorway, he felt it brush past his exposed thighs, reaching up into his skirt. This was not like wearing shorts at all. This was more vulnerable, but also he could feel more of the world. He stepped out into the hallway, and with a long exhale, closed the door behind him, heading towards the back stairs, not even risking seeing Mrs. Glennon again. He walked down the back stairs in the yellow stairwell, and reached the bottom floor. 

The back door to his building was closed, and would lead out to the alley. He could hear the live music from Gennaro’s on the other side of the fence, and opened the door just a crack, needing to go through one more door to make this real, to really be doing it. 

And with one more deep breath, he turned the doorknob all the way, and stepped outside.
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He did it. He was out. 

He wasn’t used to long hair, and in the breeze found he needed to immediately tuck some of it behind his ear and looked out at the park. It was a perfect early Summer night, so people were outside, though maybe not as many if there were no pandemic. Young families were out sitting on blankets, kids rode their bikes along the path by the water, and there were young couples everywhere, holding hands. He stood in his skirt and thigh high socks facing the water, and the air seemed to crackle. 

Kevin already knew the loop he wanted to take: walk out to the point right by the public pier, and then walk around by the basketball courts and playground. He’d be back at this very spot in half an hour. That was plenty of time to see if Angel was right, and if he needed a second lap to make it a full hour, then he could do that. 

He took a few steps forward, and he was off. At first he walked like Kevin, but soon remembered, as he looked down at his feet, that he was supposed to be a girl. So he walked not quite heel-to-toe, but enough so that there was a little swagger to the hips that were supposed to be in his skirt, his feet not set as widely apart; Missie walked that way, and he had lots of practice watching her walk by on her way to the kitchen at work. 

Walking that way had the side effect of gently squeezing his penis, and he immediately blushed behind his mask, again aware he was wearing panties. 

Was that a look in his direction? Some guy in a suit may have snuck a look at him as he passed, but he couldn’t be sure. 

Wait, what about that? Two kids fighting over who retrieved the errant frisbee seemed to stare for a second, but no, they’re too young to care about girls yet, aren’t they? There’s no way he could count that as attention. But he was out, and his heart was pounding in his chest. 

As Kevin got closer to the pier, he was getting a little frustrated: did he want people to check him out, or not? What was he after, exactly? Did he want to prove Angel right, or wrong? What was he doing? 

He collapsed onto the first empty bench he came to, remembering too late that he needed to sit like a girl and smooth his skirt out first. Instead he crashed to the bench as much as 120 pounds lets you crash, and only crossed his legs after feeling a little breeze from the water sneak its way up between his legs. 

He pretended to use his phone, more to steady his mind. The sun was starting to set, which would both make it harder to see people, as well as make it easier to walk home since people wouldn’t be able to see him as well. 

And as he sat, pretending to do something important on his phone, that’s when he saw him: the father of a young family, standing next to a shapeless wife and trying to keep two small, wobbling kids on the walking path. He was clearly staring at Kevin’s legs as he sat. 

Clearly. 

His eyes darted back and forth between his kids and Kevin’s thighs, the part that peeked out above the thigh highs and showed as his skirt rode up a little. But there was no doubt about it: the guy was checking out Kevin’s legs. 

As they got closer, Kevin looked out the corner of his eye and saw the father check to see if his wife was looking. When she wasn’t, his eyes went back to Kevin’s legs. 

No, that dude was definitely checking him out. Kevin couldn’t help smiling into his mask, but what he was smiling at, he had no idea. Kevin wasn’t into guys, and while there may have been a guy out there who’d make him change his mind, he certainly didn’t look like that.

Kevin checked the time on his phone: seventeen minutes. So it took seventeen minutes to catch someone checking him out. What next? And what did this prove? That a guy liked his legs? It’s not like he hit on him, so in a way, Angel wasn’t right. Yet. 

And just then, a young couple strolled by, arm in arm, and Kevin saw the guy sneak a glance in his direction. Two steps later, there it was again. A sneaky look toward Kevin. Kevin kept pretending to look at his phone, but clumsily dropped it right at his feet as the couple walked by. “Oh,” the guy said, stopping and reaching down for it just as Kevin started to, clearly taking a look up Kevin’s skirt and getting a view straight up to the light gray panties. “Here you go,” he said, handing it back. “You have a slippery one,” he said with a grin. 

“Thanks,” Kevin said in his breathiest voice, squeezing his legs back together. The girlfriend stared at Kevin and put her hand around her boyfriend’s waist as they walked by. 

That couldn’t have been clearer. 

Everything about it was thrilling. Kevin sat for a moment and realized he was putting his hair behind his ear over and over again. He was conflicted – yes, he got attention, but Angel was right, as it was sexual attention. Inside 30 minutes, a cute young girl, or a cute young girl who looked like a girl, got several people to check her out and even look up her skirt. 

It was a sneaky look, a look that the guy had to earn. He risked something by looking up Kevin’s skirt, and it was thrilling to know that the guy now had a memory of staring up a skirt, and Kevin provided it. Kevin was noticed. Who cares that it was a glimpse of his legs, and his little panties? He was seen. 

“She wanted to fight you, straight up,” said a deep voice to his left. Kevin startled and looked to see a young black man in shorts and a tee shirt, holding a basketball, about to walk past him. “They prob’ly been starin’ at each other for a year, and she just learned there are finer girls out there and now she got to shape up,” he said. Kevin was still playing with his hair by his ear and looked down, not sure what to say. 

“He in for a rough night,” the guy said. “I’m Jamal,” he said, shifting the basketball between his hands. 

Oh shit, thought Kevin. “I’m…Kelsey,” he stammered, and his favorite video temporarily flashed in his mind. 

“Kelsey,” Jamal said. “Nice to meet you. You know what your problem was?” 

“N…no,” Kevin said, his heart rate rising even faster now that he thought Jamal was going to discover Kelsey was a man. 

“You got nicer legs than that girl, that’s what,” he said, palming the ball with one hand in the direction of the young couple. “You have a good night, Kelsey. I’ll see you around.” 

He felt himself flush behind his mask and he again stared down at the ground. He squirmed a little and crossed his legs, saying “you too” and then watched as Jamal walked down the path on the way to the basketball courts. Kevin watched him the whole way, and he felt a sexual hum in his entire lower body. 

Was he done? Could he go home now? He got up from the bench and walked back the way he came, giving him some time to think over what just happened. 

He got some compliments, turned some heads. This was more than Kevin had gotten in months, and here it was still a little light outside. This is what Angel was complaining about? 

There’s no way he could be done. He had to stay out and do more. 

But what? 

For starters, he was at the edge of the park, and was only about a block from the little convenience store. 

He took a deep breath and walked into the little convenience store. The makeup aisle was empty, thank goodness, and he grabbed the first tube of red lipstick he could. It was called Defiant Waitress. 

What else? Mascara? Eye shadow? His mask covered his face enough where he didn’t need foundation, whatever that even did. But he needed sexy eyes. 

Needed. 

Needed them for what? 

Kevin had no idea, but before he could rethink it, he paid for the three items of makeup and was off to the convenience store bathroom to get to work. It took him a second to realize that he needed to use the one marked “Women,” and he got a thrill from opening a door he had never opened before. 

He stood in front of his mirror, still with his mask on, seeing himself as the people in the park saw him: as a girl in a skirt and flirtatious thigh high socks. He looked…cute. He felt cute, too. And when was the last time he felt anything? 

Despite never having done makeup before, it all made sense. Lipstick was easy enough, because he knew how to use lip balm. And mascara was easy, though it took a minute to really feel how close to the base of his eye lashes he needed to get. The eye shadow was also simple to paint on, and he could smudge the edges if he wasn’t too precise. 

By the time he was done, he no longer felt like he was a boy in a girl’s body; if he tricked people before, he’d really fool them now. His eyes were darker, more mysterious. His lips were full, and the whole effect was almost alluring. 

When had he ever been alluring to anyone? 

But that was also something else that he felt. He lifted the front of his skirt, and there at the front of his panties was a small wet spot. He reached down with his index finger and touched it, and it was sticky, even through the panties. He’d been leaking precum, but for how long? 

He rubbed his fingers together and felt the slick substance start to turn sticky, until eventually it seemed to disappear completely, leaving no trace. He stared at the wet spot near his limp cock. Did he...like this? 

What was that feeling he’d had in his abdomen? It felt like he had room for something behind his penis, like there was space that needed to be filled. 

He felt turned on, like sexual release was nearby, but he wasn’t hard, hadn’t even been able to get hard for what felt like days, and wasn’t that what being turned-on meant? He reached down and moved his panties to the side, letting his tiny cock poke out the side. He could feel slight tingles in his penis as he exposed himself to the mirror, and he also felt some pressure in the empty space in his abdomen. He squeezed his penis the way he would if he were done going to the bathroom, and he could see that another big, clear drop emerged from the tip. This time he couldn’t help himself, and he reached down with one finger to touch it. 

It stretched from his cock all the way up as he lifted the drop to his face. 

He put his finger tip in his mouth, into the mouth that was now the color of defiance, and made him feel more like a girl than he did earlier. He closed his eyes. It was sweet, a little sticky, and made his legs shiver. He could feel the string of precum hit his chin as the connection with his cock broke, and he felt energized, ready to go back out. 

He put his new makeup into his messenger bag, slung it over his shoulder, tucked his little dick back into his panties, and got ready for whatever was going to come next. 

What would come next? 
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Outside, the breezy air had the same effect as earlier – the feeling of wind reaching up his legs was indescribable, and he breathed it all in. He had had erections outdoors before, even once having to leave the pool and go jerk off in the pool bathroom because he was too turned on by the girls in bikinis. But he had never been outside before, this turned on, having watched this much porn, with a throbbing groin, a distracted mind, and a completely soft penis. 

This time he walked directly to the basketball courts, though he didn’t know what he wanted to see. There were bleachers there, and he could sit and watch whoever was playing. 

Which meant Jamal, right? 

Except by the time a blonde girl named Kelsey got to the basketball courts, there were no more basketball games going on. The courts were empty. No one named Jamal was there. 

Anyone walking by at that moment would have seen an expectant-eyed young woman standing by the door cut into the chain-link fence, possibly waiting for a boyfriend, possibly being stood up by someone who said they’d meet her there. 

They’d have seen her rubbing her hands together nervously, waiting. They’d have seen her look around the courts, standing on her tiptoes to see further, and glancing around the park to see if the person she was there to see was still nearby. 

They’d have seen her play with the hem of her skirt, and they’d have seen her check her phone. 

The most memorable thing about it was that they’d have seen a her.  

A girl. A young woman. If they’d asked her name, she would have said it was Kelsey. 

Even though she was wearing a mask, they’d be able to tell she was cute, and you remember things like that. 

The girl called Kelsey stood by herself near the courts, dolled up for a date she never made, trying to sort out why she was there, and what to do now that there was no reason for her to stay and no other plan for the evening. 

The sun was low enough in the sky where people took their cue and started to leave. Families packed up their blankets, couples picked the bar they would go to, and single people turned their dogs around to go home. 

“Who you here to see, girl?” came a deep voice from behind Kelsey. 

She spun quickly and saw it was Jamal, holding his ball with one giant hand walking between the bleachers and the fence. 

All Kelsey could do was tuck her hair behind her ear and look at the ground. 

Jamal laughed, and with one glance, she realized that Jamal saw the makeup. It looked like she had gone home, put makeup on, and come back. As if reading her mind, Jamal said “you a cutie. You know you don’t need paint on your face, right?” 

“I know,” she said. “I wanted to. I had to.”

“You had to?” Jamal said. “Girl, I can’t even see your lips. I bet they’re red, though. Am I right?”

Kelsey looked at the ground again and laughed. 

“You ain’t even gonna show me?” Jamal said. “I mean, black’s a good color on you and all, but I was trying to get a peek, you know?” 

Kelsey felt her cock flutter in her panties, a little drop of precum making its way out. 

“I can show you, but not here,” she said, looking around at the people walking. 

A man walking a pomeranian smiled at them as he walked by. A father carrying a small boy on his shoulders said “no ice cream tonight, buddy” as he passed them by. Jamal thought for a second. 

“Yeah, OK,” he finally said. 

She reached out and took his massive fingers in her small hand. 

Kelsey’s heart pounded; she had time to change her mind as she walked, but didn’t. What was she doing? A swirl of that evening’s videos played in her head as she swayed her hips with each step, almost feeling people watching her walk. 

For the first time she could remember, her slender hand held real power as she led Jamal behind the maintenance shed, where there was a small, hidden area, protected by some bushes on one side and the shed on the other. 

Kelsey had never felt power before, like she could make something happen just by willing it, but here she was, leading a man around a park. 

Kelsey could do anything because she had never failed, and right now she was starting with Jamal. 

Angel was wrong. 

Jamal stood with his back against the shed, and the look on his face betrayed that while he wasn’t sure what was about to happen, he had an idea. Kelsey dropped to her knees and worked both hands up inside his shorts, then back down again. She could feel that he had been sweating recently, that there was an animal need for release contained somewhere up there. 

She glanced up again at Jamal and unlooped her mask from one ear, revealing her red lips as it fell to the side. Defiance. 

Jamal’s eyes lit up and he bit his bottom lip in anticipation. With a smile, she worked her hands back up his shorts and this time dragged her thumbs across the growing bulge in his underwear. “Whatcha looking for, girl?” he said through a smile that meant he’d know exactly what she’d find. 

Just from the feel of Jamal’s bulge that was straining against his underwear, Kelsey knew it was pretty big and would only get bigger. She pulled Jamal’s shorts and underwear down, and Jamal helped by wriggling a little bit. A big, thick snake popped up from the waistband of Jamal’s shorts, and Kelsey stared in amazement. It was bigger than what she was used to playing with in the dark, for sure. To reach it with her mouth, she had to straighten herself up a little. She could smell the sweat of him as she got her face close to his crotch, and felt that familiar sensation behind her crotch again; something inside her needed to be filled. 

Kelsey did everything to Jamal’s cock that no one had ever done to Kevin’s; she knew how a blowjob was supposed to feel, had practiced it in her mind hundreds of times, and had watched so many of them online. For her first time, she was on the giving and not the receiving end; did that matter? Kelsey took the whole, throbbing head into her mouth and worked her tongue against the underside of it. 

She spread her legs apart a little more as she sucked Jamal off, getting as much into her mouth as she could. She felt that cool night air reach up her skirt again, and she could feel that same desperate emptiness in her abdomen that she felt while watching porn earlier. She still wasn’t hard, but she needed to let this tension out. It felt like an explosion inside of her was being suppressed. 

She knew she couldn’t touch herself; that would give it away. Jamal thought a girl named Kelsey had his dick in her mouth, and that had to be all.  

But Kelsey also ached to be touched, and if not by herself, then who? She needed to release what had been building up inside of her. Her limp cock ached to be let out of her panties, not because it was hard yet, but it was starting to come alive. She could feel it starting to drip more intensely now, each squeeze of her groin providing another drop of clear, sticky goo into her panties. 

For now, it was about Jamal.

“Oh, fuck,” breathed Jamal, “damn, girl,” his back pressed firmly against the building so he could stick his hard cock even farther into Kelsey’s eager mouth. He slid a hand to the side of Kelsey’s head and cupped from her ear to the back of her head, helping to guide over Jamal’s big shaft. 

“Mmmmmmm,” Kelsey heard someone moan before realizing she made that sound, so completely lost with how she felt with a hard cock sliding across her tongue over and over, the gentle sucking sounds coming from her own mouth.

“Mmmmmph,” she moaned again as she felt the pressure slowly build in her abdomen, and she felt another drop squeeze out of her into his panties. 

She was both powerful and powerless. 

She longed for an orgasm of her own, but there was no way to have it here. 

There was only Jamal. 

Kelsey bobbed her head to the same pattern that the blonde in the video did: five short strokes, followed by two long. Five short strokes, followed by two long. Kelsey brought a hand up to stroke the base of Jamal’s cock while her red-lipped mouth worked the tip. 

She couldn’t risk playing with herself. The best she could do was lightly run her fingers up and down her own thigh. 

Surprisingly, it felt good, as if she could feel sexual pleasure anywhere on her skin, like it was all connected with the same electricity. 

She began reaching the end of the video in her mind, when the other Kelsey began taking the whole length of the cock into her mouth, quickly letting the hard cock travel as far into her mouth as she could let it. 

At that moment, Jamal’s strong hand cradling her head, the huge cock in her mouth, the desperate tingling in her panties, and her fingers tracing across his own thigh, all became too much. 

Before she knew what was happening, her limp dick started spasming. Kelsey whimpered as each spurt had nowhere to go, and she could feel it filling the crotch of her panties with warm cum, making a sticky mess. 

“Oh God, I’m gonna cum,” Jamal said, tensing his body, as she kept her long, deep strokes going with her mouth. Jamal stuck his rock-hard cock even farther out, arching his back against the building, and as Kelsey felt the last convulsions in her own dick start to subside, Jamal’s started, and she felt a powerful blast against the back of her throat, then another, and then another, until finally she felt him start to soften, his body losing the tension he had built up, and he started easing his arched back. 

Kelsey slowed her head bobs as Jamal relaxed, and as he moved his cock away from her, Kelsey followed it with her head, making sure no drop spilled. 

“Damn, girl,” Jamal said as he slapped his softening but still heavy cock against Kelsey’s lips. “There ain’t nothin’ left in there. Where you learn to do that?” 

Kelsey stood, smoothing her hair with her hands, and placed one finger over her lips, shushing him, before she spun on her heels and walked out from behind the shed. 

“Hey, wait!” she heard Jamal say, but he needed to pull his shorts up and grab his bag, and that was all the head start Kelsey needed. She darted back out onto the path, then ran across the now empty grass, heart pounding with excitement, tasting sweat and sperm on her breath as she ran. 

The walk home was a blur. Kelsey could feel her cock squishing in her cum-filled panties as she bounced up the back stairs, still tasting Jamal as he breathed. By the time she got to her door and fumbled for her key, she could feel something she hadn’t felt for days: an erection. It was faint, but definitely there, forming in her panties, wanting desperately to be free. She grabbed her key, thrust it into the lock, and ran into the apartment with such energy that she ended up slamming the door. 

Still breathing heavily with her back against the door, she faced into his dark apartment, blinds open, allowing just enough city light in to see by. In the dark by the door, she couldn’t see if her erection was making the front of the skirt stick out, but deep down, she knew it wasn’t. 

She slowly walked towards the windows, pulling her wet panties aside so her erection could stick out, finally. With every slow step down the hall toward the living room window, she could feel the breezy fabric of her skirt flutter against the head of her penis, feeling it pulse each time in response. She resisted the urge to touch it; not once did she think about it as a cock, not even while she was blowing Jamal. 

Between each step, she could feel herself throb once, then she stepped, then throbbed again, then another step, until a few steps from her window, the lace of her skirt had teased the hard cock for the last time, and she knew she couldn’t take it anymore; she reached into her panties to feel her still-warm cum, and she brought some out to the light. 

She brought her fingers to her lips, tasting herself, mingling it with the lingering taste of Jamal, and she felt another shiver up her legs. She had worked so hard to keep her legs together, but knew she had to let go. She moved her feet apart, steadied herself with her right hand on the back of the armchair, and with her left hand brought her own cum right to her asshole. 

“Ohhhhhhhh, God” she breathed out into the apartment as she traced a finger in a circle around her slick asshole. She put one hand behind her head the way Jamal had while the other worked its way around and around her eager little asshole, teasing the perimeter more and more. She could feel the same sensation building from earlier, the same feeling that there was a tingling pressure between her legs and it needed to be let out, somehow. 

She ground her hips in a circular motion, swaying the skirt against her thighs, feeling it again brush against her erection, which was now pointing straight out, badly wanting release. She slipped the tip of her middle finger right into her tight little asshole, and she immediately felt the tingling sensation move from her crotch all the way to the tip of her hard little cock, and she clenched her puckered little asshole tight around her fingertip.

That one squeeze was all it took. Not twenty minutes from her last orgasm, she had another, spraying cum with a gasp all over the back of the chair as she felt her leg muscles start to give out, unable to stay that tense another second.

She could almost hear the first two spurts hit the back of the chair, and with each pulse, she relaxed more and more, lowering herself down against the chair, until there she was: knelt down behind her own chair, wearing a skirt, cum-filled panties around her ankles, her cum dripping out of her own asshole, and her tiny little shaved cock still tingling from its second orgasm of the night. 

Angel was very wrong.
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“Kelsey?” the barista called out, and this time there was no doubt who the coffee was for. Kelsey stood up, smoothed out her plaid skirt, and sharply clicked her heels all the way to the counter. “I love your skirt,” the barista said, handing her the coffee, and Kelsey whispered her best “thank you” as she turned for the door, tossing the blonde hair of her new wig just a little bit. 

A man in a dark gray suit had his hand on the front door and he stepped back, holding the door open for her. “Have a good one,” he said, smiling, clearly looking where Kelsey’s legs disappeared into her skirt. 

Out on the street, Kelsey put her lips on her coffee cup, leaving a little red lipstick behind, smiled, then walked off.


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally, including her story Girl for a Week, available here.
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And don’t miss her story Trying to Score, available here.
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Her newest story, Out With a Bang, is available here.
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Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing erotic Romance fiction.

Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.

You can join Ally’s newsletter at:

https://allyvegawrites.ck.page/9de041ce8c

where you can be notified of all her new releases, as well as get exclusive access to several special holiday stories each year.

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider leaving a rating or a review on Amazon.
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