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MEETING THE NEIGHBORS

A Transgender Quickie

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


I never got her last name, but she was gone by 7:15 Saturday morning and never even sipped from the mug of coffee I made for her. So that’s how I came to watch the sunrise over the ocean from my balcony with a cup of coffee in my hand and a second cup cooling on the railing. 

It was April, tennis lessons wouldn’t be starting up again for a few more weeks, and Leena Ogilve was serious about letting me stay at her place for free in appreciation of helping her with her backhand. 

I had picked Cleo up at Barnett’s, just North of here on Shore Road. I had heard that it was easy to pick up local girls if you told them you were at the Eastham, because a lot of them thought you'd be their first class ticket out of Daytona Beach; anyone who could afford the Eastham was going somewhere expensive when they left. 

And she had clearly tried to hitch that ride before. The apartment I was staying in was on the 6th floor, and when we got there she didn’t ask “can I use your bathroom?” she asked “which bathroom should I use?” and pointed through my walls to where the guest bathroom and the master bathroom were. 

Whether she had previously been in my unit or another one didn’t matter; while she was in the guest room bathroom, I scrambled into my bedroom, made the bed, lit all the candles that Leena left around, and cracked both sliding glass doors open so that we could hear the rhythm of the ocean while doing what I thought we’d do. 

Then we did it. 

I had gotten back to the couch in time to make it seem like I hadn’t just crash-cleaned my bedroom, then when I heard her come out of the bathroom I casually turned to ask if she wanted a drink. But while she came out of the bathroom, her clothes did not, and she ran her fingers inside the waistband of her hot pink, lace thong for her whole walk toward me. She made it around the huge sectional couch, and stood in front of me, presenting herself, waiting to be touched. She had small, perky breasts the size of apples, and her nipples were pointing straight out, ready to be sucked or pinched. Her short brown hair was in a little ponytail, and I could see through the lace of her thong enough to know she was perfectly shaved. 

I put one hand around her waist, and with the other started rubbing her clit with my thumb. I could feel through her panties that she was already wet and very turned on, and she started grinding her hips into my thumb. I leaned forward and intended to kiss my way from her belly to her clit; two kisses into my plan, she pulled away with a gasp.

“This is going to be over before it begins if you keep doing that,” she panted. “Lean back.”

Cleo gave me a playful shove, and I fell all the way back into the couch, then we got my shorts off together. 

Girls are usually pretty surprised when I get my pants off, as I’m pretty well-hung, in both length and girth. In college, after we broke up, Keira told me I had a cock for porn and an attitude to match. She also said I didn’t know how to treat a lady and that she didn’t want me back again, big cock or no big cock. 

I moved on to other ladies, but at least I had porn star to fall back on in case the tennis instructor thing didn’t work out. 

From the moans she was making with my dick in her mouth, I could tell Cleo approved of how big I was, and after she spent a few minutes getting to know me, she stood up, grabbed me by my big handle, and led me out the living room door to the balcony. 

We fucked over the railing, going slowly until she got used to my size, hearing the waves crashing somewhere below. Once I could tell she was used to me, I could change our pace and get more aggressive. I grabbed her around the throat and started kissing her ear, but she stopped me and said “not all the way in, we have to try something else.” 

I stayed inside of her as far as she’d let me go and walked her to the other sliding glass door that led into my bedroom, where we fucked for 45 minutes by candlelight. She loved doggy style, which is my favorite position since girls can take my whole length easier that way, though we quickly learned Cleo could not. I had to stop a few inches short, and never got all the way in. But we did it on the floor in front of the tall mirror so she could watch herself, and she let some of her inhibitions go once she had an audience, even if it was herself. Whether for my benefit or hers, she started talking filth. 

“Give it to me harder,” she had said. “Harder.” She didn’t know what that meant, because she didn’t want it as hard as I could give it. 

“Oh, get all the way in.” She didn’t mean that. I had to stop short, even if she thought I was all the way in. 

“Don’t you dare be gentle,” she had said when I slowed down to catch my breath and rest my legs. 

Then I had bent her over the bed, where she could bite down on my comforter and cry out, and I could better see that I wasn’t going all the way in. She couldn’t take the whole thing, but I didn’t want her thinking she couldn’t.  

“Make me feel it in the morning,” she turned and grunted at me between thrusts. 

Eventually we slowed down, and we finished missionary-style on the floor, with her pulling her legs above her shoulders. 

“Cum in me, baby, all the way inside.” 

Um, no. 

I had fears of getting baby trapped by girls like Cleo, and so when I felt myself close to the edge, I pulled out and came all over her breasts, and a little shot up on her neck. I could tell it disappointed her a little to not have me cum inside of her, but why would I? I hadn’t cum inside a girl in years. What was I going to do, move to Daytona to raise a kid with someone like Cleo? Move someone like her to Burlington? And would I even want to raise a kid with someone who would let someone like me pick them up in a bar, then three hours later allow me to cum all over them? 

I rubbed down the inside of her thighs as we came down, and eventually my thumb made its way back to her clit, where I slowly rubbed, feeling her tense up, pushing herself harder into my thumb, raising herself off the floor with her hands to push herself harder, until her back was arching and she let out a long, drawn-out “Ngggggguuhhhhhhh” and collapsed back onto the floor, spasming, arms spread out to her sides, eyes closed. 

Lots of girls like the idea of a huge cock, until they try it. Sometimes all you need is a thumb. 

She had a sheen of sweat across her forehead. My thighs burned. The candles flickered and we were still. 

We slept naked until her alarm woke us up in the pre-dawn. When she came back from the bathroom with her clothes in her arms, I tried to see if a morning Round Two was in the cards. 

It wasn’t.

“Careful, sailor,” she had said. “I can barely walk, and I need at least a day or two off after that. I think my cervix might be gone.” 

As she got dressed I decided that if sex at sunrise wasn’t going to happen, maybe coffee at sunrise could. I had brewed two mugs and brought them out to where I found her on the balcony. 

“Oh, Danny,” she said, “I can’t. I gotta get up the road. I have the morning prep shift today.” 

She told me where she worked, which was the natural grain bowl place by the bridge in Ormond Beach that I had decided I’d never go to when I drove by on my way in. 

She kissed me on the cheek, said she’d see me again, and then left me on the balcony with two mugs of coffee. 

I replayed all of that in my mind as I sat there, watching the sun start to peek over the horizon. It always amazed me how little time it took for the heat to reach you. 

Leena Ogilve had described the Eastham to me as a crescent moon. I could see it; the apartment I was in was located towards the center of the building, and I could see most of the other balconies from where I stood, all looking in on one another. A crescent didn’t seem right because it felt like a tighter curve than that, so it was more like a big letter C that relaxed a little. 

Regardless, it was a beautiful art deco building where most of the apartments were empty most of the time because the owners were at one of their other houses and they were rich enough to not have to rent out their empty places to make some cash. 

It only took me three days to pick a girl up, and I had another two weeks here. I don’t know why I was here. Maybe to try and pick up girls my own age before heading back to the sexually frustrated but off-limits Country Club wives of very influential members. Maybe to just not be in Vermont in April. Maybe to get my mind ready for tennis season and get over the winter. 

I couldn’t complain, really. It was a good living, I got to keep playing tennis after college, and I did get the occasional peek up a skirt of someone older but in shape who was probably doing it on purpose, to see if she still had it. In the case of someone like Leena Ogilve, I couldn’t tell her she had it, but she could probably guess.  

Something about sunrise made me philosophical. 

I didn’t get too philosophical, though, because that’s when I heard it. The unmistakable low, drawn-out moan of pleasure, coming from nearby. 

I tried to pretend I didn’t hear it, but it started up again as soon as it stopped. Someone nearby was having a pretty good time and probably hoped no one else was awake yet to hear it. 

I kept my head still and stared out at the ocean. If I could hear someone, that means their door was probably open. Did that mean that Cleo was loud enough for the neighbors to hear last night? I imagined getting a message from Leena about how she’d never let me stay at her place again, and didn’t want me teaching her tennis anymore because the residents thought they were listening to Leena get railed on the balcony, and she had to explain herself to all her uptight, rich friends. 

“Oh, yes, I want it,” I heard. 

If I could hear words, this girl was close. 

Very slowly, I turned my head to the right and looked up at the sky, then slowly brought my gaze lower, seeing if I could spot any open sliding glass doors. 

It was the apartment right next to mine, and I could see into one of the doors. There, on the bed, on all fours, facing me, was one of the girls that I saw walking by the pool yesterday. I figured it was a lesbian couple because of how different they were–opposites attract and all that–along with how much odd sexual tension there seemed to be between them. One of them walked very upright, with a stiff posture. She was dirty-blonde, had on a red one-piece swimsuit, and had her hair back in a tight, high ponytail. The other girl had dark hair, bangs, was in a black triangle top bikini, and looked sad despite how sunny it was at the time. They must have been coming back from the beach, as she was carrying two beach chairs and a beach bag. The precise-looking girl in red had a towel over one arm and a bottle of water. She looked like the kind of girl who would take the afternoon off at the first drop of sweat.  

But as I looked in the open glass door, I could see that the sadder girl was on their bed, on all fours with her ass up in the air. I assumed the other one was behind her. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but I could hear the results it got. The sadder girl had her eyes closed and couldn’t see me watching. 

I swung my whole head back to face the sunrise, which was still beautiful but not as intriguing as the lesbian sex going on in the very next apartment to mine. I was still a little worked up from Cleo turning me down earlier in the morning. 

“Keep going, please, I want it so bad, make me cum.”

I couldn’t make it seem like I could hear them. I couldn’t make sudden movements and spook them. But I also couldn’t sit there and keep staring at the sun and pretend there wasn’t a lesbian sex show for me in the next room. 

“Don’t stop, please, don’t stop.”

I turned my body to see what they were up to, and as I did so, I hit the coffee I made for Cleo with my arm, and in slow motion, I watched it fly off the railing and onto the concrete floor of the balcony I was standing on. I held my breath the whole time. 

It hit the floor with a clatter, shattering into a few large pieces and many more small ones, and I froze. My body was turned towards the neighbors’ apartment, and the sadder girl opened her eyes and stared at me as I stood there, looking into their bedroom, a broken coffee mug at my feet. 

Neither of us moved, her mouth still locked in an O-face that seemingly moved straight from pleasure to surprise without moving a muscle. Her partner slowly rose from where she was hidden behind her, glaring at me. Yes, it was the red one-piece girl with the stiff posture. 

“Sorry,” I stammered after what felt like a full minute, and I reached down and gathered the largest pieces of the coffee mug, then ducked into the door to my living room. 

Holy shit, I thought when I was back inside. That went from hot to embarrassing in less than a minute. I cursed my clumsy arm, and wondered why the hell Cleo never took the coffee. Is that what I get for trying to be nice? 

I left the sliding door open, but there were no more sounds of passion from next door. Their mood was killed, and I killed it. 

I had two more weeks at the Eastham, but who knew how long they were staying here, and now I couldn’t see them around the building again without it being awkward. I got caught peeking into their bedroom, and now they probably thought I was a complete pervert. 

Yes, it was early, and no, I didn’t have anything to do, but I probably needed to get out of Leena’s place. I could go walk on any beach, sit in any bar, or go to any lighthouse to do whatever people do at those. What I couldn't do was wait around the Eastham and risk running into them now that I knew we could run into each other in the hall or the elevator pretty easily. Hell, I could always go get a veggie bowl at Cleo’s place if I needed to kill some time. 

Speaking of Cleo, first I’d need to shower. I was sweaty, smelled like sex, and couldn’t remember if I had taken a shower yesterday. 

I tiptoed around the bedroom since it was the shared wall with the lesbian couple next door. I closed my sliding door curtains so slowly that it felt like it took ten minutes, moving a millimeter at a time until it blocked the sun, which was now fully up over the horizon. Then I tiptoed to the bathroom, took a shower, and tried not to think about how if I hadn’t slept with Cleo, I could have either laid in bed and listened to them fuck, or else pressed my ear to the shower wall and listened to them that way. Either way, I wouldn’t have been caught and I wouldn’t have broken one of Leena’s mugs.

After I got my shorts and a long-sleeved t-shirt on, I tiptoed around the living room looking for my flip flops so I could sneak out, and that’s when I heard a knock at the door. 

Three sharp, loud knocks. 

I froze in mid-reach for the second flip flop, and I just knew what I’d see if I went around the corner to the front door of the unit. Somehow, I could tell by the knock that it was the upright, stiff-walking girl from the day before, the girl who was pleasuring her partner this morning and got interrupted by me staring at them. 

I crept to the front door, put my eye up to the peephole, and sure enough, there she was, by herself. 

I did not want to speak with her. I could imagine how awkward it would be, and if she were a lesbian, then there’s no way I could get away with trying to charm her, not the way I’d charmed Cleo. Oh, I was at the Eastham? Well, so what? So was she. No, I’d be powerless. 

I backed up slowly in the hallway, trying not to make a sound. 

It was not slow enough, evidently, as I backed into the end table in the middle of the wall and knocked over a photo of Leena and Roger, which clattered to the floor but luckily did not break. Twice in one day my clumsiness betrayed me, both times with the same woman. 

Well, there was no sense in pretending I wasn't home now. 

She knocked again.  

I repositioned the photo, and opened the door. 

Last time I saw her she was at least naked from the waist up, and in the time it took me to slowly close a curtain, shower, and slowly get dressed, she had put on a white turtleneck, tight jeans, black high heels, and her hair was slicked back into a high ponytail. 

“Hi,” I said, after a full couple seconds of feeling somewhat stupid. 

“I’m sorry to bother you,” she said. “I’m not spying on you. I heard your shower running before and wanted to give you a few minutes. We should probably talk.” 

“Uh, OK? I mean, before we do, I think maybe I owe you an apology. I was just out there having coffee. I wasn’t trying to peep on you two, I swear.” 

“No, we owe you an apology. Specifically, she owes you an apology.” 

“I really…wait, what? No, she doesn’t. I’m the one that...”

She held up her hand. Long fingernails, painted red. “May I come in? This will only take a second. I’m Moira, by the way.” She held out her hand and we shook hands, once.

“Danny,” I said. 

“Dan, or Daniel?” she asked.

“Well, Daniel, but no one calls me that, really, except a couple of my older tennis...”

“Daniel,” she said, closing the door behind her. “Before I have her apologize, I wanted to make sure you understood something. I would guess you will understand and be OK with it, but we don’t force ourselves on anyone and I need to make sure.”

“I’m…not sure I understand what you’re saying.” 

“This will all make sense when we apologize. When she apologizes. For us, Daniel, consent is very important. Nothing without consent. There isn’t a consent bubble that travels with us allowing us to do whatever we want whenever someone is in our bubble. But to be blunt, Daniel, we could hear you with your partner last night. That’s really the heart of the issue.”

“Oh, shit,” I said. Here I was thinking that I was perving on them, and it turns out Cleo and I had an audience. “I’m sorry, I didn’t know how loud we were being. It won’t happen again.”

“Well, it’s understandable. People get lost in passion, and you two were having a good time. But, like I said, consent is important. Hailey did not ask to watch you, and so we do need to address that.” 

“I guess so,” I said. “I still feel like I need to apologize to you, so maybe we can both apologize?” 

“Why don’t we go next door? Hailey will make things right first. If you still feel that you owe her an apology, I will not stop you.”

“OK, sure, that should be fine.”

“No matter what you see, Daniel, and no matter what you hear, I assure you this is consensual. Our relationship might not look or sound like yours, but it is very real and it does work for us. It works for Hailey in particular.” 

She opened the door and walked out, holding my own door open for me. I followed her, watching her taut, high ass wag in her skin tight jeans the whole walk down the hallway, where she turned and entered the code for her door. Again she held the door open for me. 

It is always strange being in places that are mirror images of what you’re used to, or that have the same layout but are decorated very differently. Where Leena’s apartment was simply decorated with a beach motif, this place was flipped around and was decorated almost coldly. The floor was gray tile, the kitchen counters were black to my gray, the cabinets white to my oak, the stools at the kitchen counter metal to my wood. They had full-length mirrors on one wall of the giant room that served as a living room and dining room, a gray weather-wood dining room table with eight chairs around it, and in the far corner of the room, tucked between their sliding glass door and the TV table, I could see the sad-looking girl with bangs, dressed in a leather corset and leather skirt, with high black leather boots, standing by herself. 

“I am punishing Hailey, Daniel. This is where I found her last night being bad, and so she’s thinking about what she had done.”

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

“As best as I can tell, sometime around midnight, Hailey woke up to the sounds of you having sex with your partner. I did not. I stayed asleep. Hailey must have gotten out of bed, and then a little while later, something woke me and when I realized she was not there with me, I came out and found her here.” She indicated the corner where Hailey currently was standing. “She was standing there, watching you have sex with your partner, and she was attempting to pleasure herself.”

“Oh, wow. Well, I don’t know what to say.” Apparently I had been a porn star after all. “I mean, I’m not offended,” I said.

“No, but that’s not quite the full problem. Hailey does not get off unless I say it’s OK. Last night I did not say that it was OK. Did I, Hailey?”

Hailey looked at the floor. 

“No. No I did not. It’s not that you were not allowed to enjoy yourself with your partner, Daniel, as your partner was clearly enjoying herself. It’s that Hailey was not allowed to enjoy you as well.”

“I guess...I mean, I appreciate the honesty, but I did the same thing this morning, didn’t I? It’s awkward to have our balconies so close and kind of facing each other a little bit.”

“Well, yes, but she wasn’t watching you on the balcony. She came out here so that she could watch your partner’s reflection in your bedroom mirror. I could see at once that’s why she stood there. I saw for myself. Hailey didn’t just accidentally see something she shouldn’t have, which is what I suspect happened to you. No, Daniel, Hailey knew what she was doing. She broke a rule with me, and she crossed a line with you.” 

“I’m sorry,” Hailey said from the corner. 

“Sorry for what?” Moira said.

“Sorry for watching you have sex. And I’m sorry I tried to get off,” she said to Moira. 

I lowered my voice to ask Moira “Is she OK with this? Really?”

In her normal, loud voice Moira responded. “We have a safe word, and Hailey can use it any time. If anything goes too far, she can put a stop to it. She never has. Not once in the 6 months we’ve been dating. Isn’t that right, Hailey?”

“That’s right.”

“Some people enjoy sex because it allows them to lose their inhibitions. I enjoy sex precisely because I can control those inhibitions, whether mine or my lovers’. I enjoy regulating what others feel. If I do not keep my eye on her, she will be a little slut. Isn’t that right, Hailey?”

“Yes, Moira.” 

“Yes, that’s right. Totally uncontrollable.”

We stood in silence, and Hailey again looked at the floor. She had trouble meeting my eyes, and I couldn’t tell if I was making her uncomfortable. From my balcony she seemed sad, but up close she didn’t seem sad so much as she looked…guilty? Embarrassed? She didn’t seem unhappy. 

“Well,” I said, putting my hands in my pockets and shrugging my shoulders. “I accept your apology, Hailey.” I turned to Moira. “I’m not offended, really, and like I said, whether it was an accident or not, and it was, I shouldn’t have looked in on you, so I’m sorry for that.” 

“Now, here’s where the consent comes in again, Daniel. We have no secrets at the moment. She and I have seen you naked already, not on purpose, of course, in my case. And we’ve heard you be passionate with someone. You have also seen us naked, although maybe not fully. Correct?”

“Uh, yeah, that’s right. I couldn’t see much, if that’s what you’re asking.”

She held up her hand again. “But you saw us while being intimate. Now I don’t get off on being watched, but Hailey does. And since she has done as I asked and apologized to you, and since you have accepted, and since we are on vacation, Daniel, and it’s been almost three weeks since her last orgasm, I am going to allow some intimacy this morning. I was teasing her earlier when you saw us and had no intention of getting her off. That was mostly a punishment. But I can see how hard this is for her and I think she deserves it. And you are welcome to stay and watch.”

Wait, what? 

“Whoa, I was not expecting you to say that.”

“It’s perfectly OK, as long as we agree. You did see us earlier. You’ve seen her in pleasure, you’ve seen that I’m the one doing it, and the only difference is that this time you won’t be looking through a door. It would be right here.” 

I was ready to go with Cleo first thing this morning, but that never happened. And then I was pretty turned on at the thought of what these two were doing to one another, or what Moira was doing to Hailey, even though I couldn’t see it. But now? Now I could see it, if I wanted to. These girls are straight-up freaks, but they were also pretty open and chill about their lives if they were this honest with someone they just met. 

Southern hospitality? Does that include Florida? 

“Um, sure, I guess, if you’re cool with it,” I said. 

I saw Hailey crack a smile for half a second. If Moira saw it, she didn’t let on. 

“I’ll go get ready. Hailey, as I said, usually is ready. I do not want her touching herself. Only others touch her for her pleasure. So if you will, while I change, please make sure she keeps her hands folded in front of her, and Hailey, if he tells me that you touched yourself, then you know what will happen.”

“Yes, Moira.” 

And with that, Moira clicked her heels across the cold gray floor and disappeared into the bedroom. I didn’t even have time to ask if I could talk to Hailey while we waited, and so I didn’t. 

An hour earlier I was worried about how awkward it would be if I ran into Hailey or Moira in the elevator, having just seen them in their bedroom. I would take that imagined awkwardness every day of the week over sitting on a straight-backed sectional couch while watching a young woman try not to squirm in sexual anticipation right in front of me, waiting for her lover to return and get going. 

What was I seeing? What was I about to see?

I tried smiling at her, but it came out weird. She dropped her gaze and stared at her hands, locked in front of her. 

How many minutes was Moira gone? Five? Ten? Thirteen? I had no idea, but I was grateful when the door opened and she clicked back across the floor in her heels. 

Her heels were the only part of her outfit that stayed the same. She was wearing a full body, latex suit, showing off the same curves I followed into their apartment. Long latex gloves covered her arms and hands, and she had her suit zipped up almost all the way to her chin, with some kind of belt around her waist. She was carrying a briefcase. 

I settled against the arm of their sectional couch and got ready for the show. I didn’t know what their show was, but it looked flat-out freaky, I had a front row seat, and I could feel my cock start to move around in anticipation. 

“Come, Hailey,” Moira said to her as she put the briefcase down on the dining room table and popped the latches. 

Hailey walked over to her, hands still folded in front. 

Moira whispered something to her, and Hailey nodded, and Moira turned Hailey to face me. With a quick flick of her wrist, Moira undid Hailey’s skirt, and it dropped down to her ankles. 

Revealing her small, hairless cock. 

Wait, what? 

Hailey was a…guy? Hailey was hot. Hailey had a tight little body. Hailey was in a bikini yesterday and I had checked out her ass as she walked by the pool and held the gate open for Moira. Hailey was in a corset, with small breasts peeking out over the top–I could see them. 

She was staring at me, waiting for a reaction, and I could see a slight smirk on her face. 

“That’s right, Daniel. I have the pussy she yearns for and can’t have, and she has the cock I don’t need. In many ways, she is much more feminine than I am. I give her what she needs, but on my terms. And right now, my little slut, we’re starting very small.” 

The only other transgender person I had ever seen was at the grocery store once, returning bottles. She was in her sixties, was wearing leggings and a tube top, and had so much makeup on that she drew the wrong kind of attention to herself. 

Hailey was not that person. Hailey had drawn the right kind of attention, and she knew it. 

“Hailey is a mystery, until she isn’t,” Moira said. “I don’t have to guess if she’s satisfied. I can see for myself.”

Moira reached into the briefcase, grabbed a dildo that was only a couple inches long, and attached it to her front. She wasn’t wearing a belt at all; it was a strapon harness. And right now Hailey was working her hand over it, covering it with lube, biting her lip and looking at me right in the eyes.

“To the couch,” Moira ordered, and they made their way to the corner of the sectional, Hailey getting down on all fours and Moira getting behind her. 

I couldn't see what Moira was doing, but I could guess from Hailey’s body language; she shut her eyes and began rocking back on Moira’s strapon. Moira looked like she was kneeling, perfectly still. Hailey was doing all the work. 

I was close enough to her to feel her breath on my arm when she’d lower her head. When she’d raise her head I could see her little girlcock, dangling between her legs, flapping back and forth as she rocked on her knees. 

Hailey tried to make larger movements, and the strapon wasn’t long enough; she could only buck her hips a few short inches before the dildo would pop out and Moira would have to put it back in. 

Hailey blew her hair out of her face, but she was starting to sweat a little and her hair stuck to her cheeks. 

“Moira, bigger, please!” she wailed. 

“Oh, you want to be filled up more, you little whore? I knew you’d be begging for it. Let Daniel hear you beg for it.” And she gestured at me as if I weren’t worthy. 

Hailey looked at me as she begged her lover for more. “Bigger, Moira, please. I want it so bad. I need it, you know that.” 

Moira dismounted and click-clacked back to the briefcase, leaving Hailey to try and get strands of hair out of her face and wait for satisfaction. 

I was kind of rooting for her; I knew what it was like to have sex but not fully get what you want. Was this any different? 

Instinctively I reached my hand up and helped her with her hair, gathering it and tucking it behind her ears. 

There was no way that was going to work. By the looks of the dildo that Moira was attaching, Hailey was about to have a few more inches to work with, and her hair was going to fly everywhere. I looked around on the coffee table for a hair tie. Didn’t girls leave those around? Nothing was nearby, so I did the next best thing, and held her hair behind her head. She grabbed my forearm as Moira came back and slid the bigger dildo in, and Hailey rubbed her cheek against my arm as she felt it slide in. 

“Keep going, Moira, don’t stop!” she breathed, and Moira started with long, aggressive strokes where Hailey was almost shoved towards me at the end of each stroke. I could hear the clapping sound of Moira’s latex against Hailey’s ass. 

I was backed up as far as I could go against the arm of the couch, and soon Hailey was absentmindedly kissing the inside of my arm as I held her hair behind her. 

Then she saw it. 

And felt it. 

She saw what I felt, which is that my cock jumped in my shorts. I was clearly pitching a tent in there, and there was no way to hide my size once that happened, not even with my tightest boxer briefs. 

“Ooooh,” she said, smiling at me while arching her back to take more of Moira inside her. “What do you think, Danny?” 

She slid her hand up one of my legs. She paused halfway up my inner thigh as Moira fucked her from behind and she groaned in pleasure. 

“Go ahead,” I whispered, looking to Moira for approval, who nodded once and brought her attention back to Hailey’s ass. 

Hailey let out a squeal as she wrapped her hand around me, and then immediately withdrew, with a look of shock on her face. 

“Take your shorts off,” she whispered. “Please.” 

I did as she asked, and she beamed as my mostly-erect cock bounced out of my shorts. She started stroking me in time with each of Moira’s thrusts. 

With my hand still behind her head holding a fistful of her hair, what was I supposed to do? Was I supposed to move it down to my cock? Did she want to suck it? Hell, did I want her to suck it? 

She looked up at me and stroked me while saying “I can’t get this in my mouth, but I know where it can go.” 

Moira stopped her thrusting and looked at me. “Your turn,” she said. “My legs hurt. I told you, she’s an insatiable little slut, aren’t you?” 

Hailey wiggled her ass in Moira’s face, and I could see her semi-hard cock flap from side to side between her legs. 

Hailey turned around to show me her ass, and Moira took off her harness, putting it on the coffee table and tossing me the lube. I was fully hard, and looked down at Hailey’s little eager asshole, wondering how she was going to be able to take me there; most girls I was with never tried, and those that did couldn’t keep it in me for very long, as it hurt them too much. 

I placed the head of my cock on Hailey’s hole, and she backed up, wanting me inside her. I slid it in slowly, and I heard her gasp as it instantly filled her. Despite being fucked by Moira for a little while, Hailey felt tight around me. I went slowly, and she hesitated a little after the first inch or two, making her shoulders tense and raising herself off the couch. 

Then I slid in a lot at once. She let out an “oh my God!” and I steadied myself on her hips. I stopped when I got as deep as I was with Cleo the night before, and waited for her to catch her breath. Then I went deeper. Then deeper. 

Then I was all the way in. My thighs pressed against her ass cheeks. And that’s when she tried backing up even more. 

I was all the way in her, and I started fucking her with long, drawn-out strokes. I withdrew almost all the way, then slowly went back in as deep as I could. I could see her toes curl as I hit my deepest point. I could feel her body wrapped around my dick, could feel her clench when I was all the way, and I started quickening my pace. 

She lowered her head to the couch, no longer able to control her hair, but that gave Moira time to recline in the corner of the sectional, unzip the zipper of her crotch, and then she held Hailey’s hair the way I had done and brought Hailey’s mouth to her shaved, swollen clit. 

From this view, I could have been fucking anyone. It could have been Cleo, and Hailey did look a little like Cleo from behind: narrow hips, bikini tan lines, and even some beauty marks on her back. 

“You little slut, you love it,” Moira breathed. 

I hadn’t been this deep in a girl in a long time, not since Keira. I could slam myself into Hailey as hard as I wanted and she wanted more; I wasn’t hurting her. Her hips would meet me before I even finished my stroke, like she couldn’t wait until I finished my stroke, and even then she wanted me deeper than I could go; she was out of control now, in no way the same timid-looking girl who was standing in the corner just a few minutes ago. 

She rocked, she groaned, she cried out. She took me all the way in while Moira moaned a series of short, clipped “Oh’s” over and over as Hailey worked over her clit. 

“I need to cum,” Hailey groaned as she raised her head and looked back at me. She shivered as she slid off of me, then turned her body over so she could get on her back. In one motion Moira sat up and straddled Hailey’s face, this time able to grind her clit into Hailey’s mouth, who waited for me to fuck her to the finish line. 

I got myself back into her and again I could go all the way, right up to the base of my shaft. I was getting feelings on my entire length, feeling my own need for release start to form at the base of my cock. 

Moira was moaning louder now as I heard Hailey below me, licking and sucking and bringing Moira closer and closer to the edge. Hailey’s girlcock was rock hard now, pointing straight up her belly, bouncing back and forth as I felt myself get closer and closer. 

I spread Hailey’s legs wide, using her knees as leverage as I pumped into her harder and harder. She was able to take it all, in any way I gave it to her. 

Moira put her arms over her head and I saw her eyes roll back, her mouth forming a circle, and she started bucking her hips as she let out a long, low groan. Hailey stopped licking long enough to yell out “don’t stop!” at me as she felt my pace get even faster. 

I slapped my thighs on her body as I thrusted as deep as I could, as quickly as I could. I felt the familiar swell of climax approaching, and Hailey arched her back towards Moira. 

“Oh God!” she cried out, as a huge rope of cum shot out of her little cock, shooting straight back toward her own face and landing on Moira’s clit. 

The next blast shot back at Moira and it landed on the front of her suit, and so did the next, and the next. Hailey’s little dick had three weeks of cum to let out, and that was a lot of cum. It flew onto Hailey’s corset, it landed on the couch, and it was dripping off of Moira’s front before it even finished coming out of Hailey. 

By the time she was down to a stray dribble here and there, I felt myself get too close.

“I’m gonna cum!” I said, and started to pull out, ready to cum on her corset.

“Don’t!” snarled Moira, and she lunged forward, wrapping her arms behind me in a bear hug, keeping me buried all the way inside Hailey. I felt Hailey squeeze around me, and then I was shooting load after load inside of her, feeling her clench around me to get as much out as she could. 

“Holy shit,” I breathed. My balls felt empty. 

Moira leaned back, and fell into the corner of the couch, cum running down her front. Hailey ran a hand over her chin to get a rope of cum I never even saw hit her, and she licked it off her fingers. 

Then we were all still, and the only sounds were of each of us trying to catch our breath. 

What did I just do? Wasn’t I supposed to just be watching them? What kind of a relationship do they have? Is this it for Hailey for three more weeks? 

I slowly withdrew my cock from deep inside Hailey, and it came out glistening. I pulled it all the way out and then dropped it on top of hers, where it landed with a wet slap. She jumped a little, and I heard a soft giggle. 

Moira closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then let it out very slowly. Then she did it again. 

Suddenly she snapped her eyes open and barked “Hailey! Clean.” 

Hailey flipped over onto her stomach, presenting her ass to me as she licked up all of the cum she had shot onto Moira’s suit. I could see some of my cum start to drip out of her, and some of it started to run down her leg. Moira guided Hailey’s head as she licked the suit clean, and then Moira took a look at her front, nodded, and she patted the couch next to her. Hailey snuggled up next to Moira, who ran her gloved fingers through her hair, leaning down to kiss Hailey’s forehead. Hailey’s eyes were closed, her hands draped across Moira’s chest. 

Could Moira feel that? Could you feel anything in a suit like that? They actually looked kind of cute snuggled up together like that, despite everything I had seen from their interactions earlier, where they looked strangely business-like and not at all affectionate. 

“It is time for aftercare, Daniel,” Moira said from the couch. “Please don’t take offense if I ask you to get dressed and show yourself out.” 

“None taken,” I said, running my hand through my hair and feeling sweat. Hailey was breathing deeply and hadn’t yet reopened her eyes. She looked spent. 

“Oh, and Daniel?” Moira called after I threw my shorts on and was barefooting my way out of the place. “How much longer will you be next door?” 

“Two weeks,” I said.

“Two weeks,” she said. “Hmmm. Well, we are on vacation. Maybe I’ll let you know the next time we are intimate, if you’d like that.” 

“Sure,” I said. “I’d like that.”


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.

[image: ]

Her newest story, Glory Hole Road Trip, is available here.
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