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MEN AT WORK

First Time as a Trans Girl

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


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

Panties, yes. But not pants. 

Of course, she had seen worse. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tim’s shirt again?” she said. 

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

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

Who am I kidding? Things were already dire. 

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

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

“I can get you a job.” 

“You can?”

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

What can I say? I’m shy. 

“Where?” 

“The road crew.”

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

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

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

“And can you pay rent with those overqualifications?”

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

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

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

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

“But I’m not a girl.”

“You are if they think you are.” 

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

I was whining now, and I knew it. 

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

She winked. 

“Gross,” I said. 

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

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

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

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

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

A lot. 

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

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

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

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

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

She looked proud. 

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

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

“He looks like Tim?” 

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

“Candace!” 

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

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

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

“I don’t know about this,” I said.

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

“Cute but rugged?” 

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

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

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

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

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

“What if I go in Boy Mode?”

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

She stood up and gathered her things off the couch. 

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

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

You might not always know when Candace arrived, but you always knew when she left. 

***

I sat back in my chair, legs curled under me. No one was there to peek up my shirt anymore, so I didn’t have to be as careful. My coffee was cool, but not too cold to drink, so I sipped it in silence. 

I looked down at myself, at Tim’s shirt. Sometimes I could even convince myself that it smelled like him still. His…cologne? Lotion? Deodorant? Detergent? What was I smelling when I smelled him? 

It didn’t matter. The memory of it made me purr between my legs. 

It was senior year of college. Candace had invited me–as Mandy–to a party at her friend Cassie’s house. Cassie lived with four other girls in a whole house. Not an apartment, not a townhouse, but a whole, giant house. A house with a big, sunny kitchen, a stove with a tea kettle on it, cozy blankets everywhere, and a cat named Samson. 

It was nothing like my tile-floored dorm room with a narrow bed, a tiny closet, a jerk roommate, and a bunch of short, slutty, lacy secrets locked away under the bed in a trunk that I thought about constantly. I was only at the party because Candace insisted I go out and “really work it” while I was still in school. 

People had been hooking up all over campus. More than usual. “Spring Fever” is what Candace called it. 

I didn’t have Spring Fever, I had an uncontrollable horniness that had no outlet. I was a girl half the time, painting my nails, using glitter, getting to know all kinds of lotions and makeup and hairstyles. My legs were getting smoother, my shorts were getting shorter, and I wanted to be ravished. I couldn’t explain it; I just felt it. From the moment I walked into that party and felt people’s eyes on me, I knew something was different. I felt them look, sure, but I didn’t feel like I was being spotted; I felt like I was being seen. 

People were looking. Some were looking just because I was someone to look at. Girls, mostly. Some guys looked because they were hungry for something. A lot of them made me feel gross, like I immediately pictured them on top of me, sweaty and heaving, and it turned me off. 

But some?

Some I pictured above me, and somehow I knew I’d let them do it. That I’d want them to. That I’d close my eyes and know that something was building up inside of me, and that they were the ones to let it out. 

Tim was one of those. I knew the first time I caught him checking me out that I wanted him. I didn’t think that way about any of my roommates, about any guys in my classes, about the bouncer at the door of the house party, about anyone playing beer pong in the basement. 

But what do you do? Do you tell the first person who has ever really looked at you, “hey, thanks for checking me out, I don’t know which of us is hung more”? No, you don’t. 

For one, I knew I wasn’t, and second, I was too terrified to come clean. I just rode the wave instead. And the whole night my heart fluttered. First he bumped into me going down the stairs. Then he bumped into me going up the stairs. Then we found ourselves in the kitchen at the same time. Then we were shaking hands and I said “Mandy,” and a few laughs later we were sitting down in the little den off the kitchen and his tongue was in my mouth. 

Then his hand was on my knee. 

Since my skirt was short, he could rub the inside of my thigh, which he did, and I let him. 

You go your whole college life without getting a second look from someone, and then what? You go out dressed as a cute girl and get picked up right away. 

It was forbidden, it was thrilling, it was decadent. 

We could hear the party still going on inside the house, but the only part of it that mattered was taking place in that little room. His woodsy, masculine smell. His strong hands finding every inch of my smooth legs, the parts no one ever saw and that I had only recently accepted. Our tongues wetly pressed together, again and again. 

The sight of his hard cock trying to poke up out of his shorts. 

Then, with one hand movement–his or mine?–the feel of his hard cock. 

He didn’t bat my hand away, and so I had kept going. I slipped my hand up his leg at first, exactly what he was doing to me. 

His fingertips had lightly brushed against my damp crotch, wet with sweat and something starting to drip out of me. 

I didn’t want him to find anything more, and so I did what any self-respecting girl would do: I dropped to my knees, pulled his shorts down, and tried to suck his soul right out of his body. 

I nearly succeeded. 

He tried so hard to keep his groans down, but failed. I knew what to do because I had seen porn, not because I was experienced. To him, though, I was a cock goddess. 

“That feels so damn good.”

“What the fuck?”

“Oh my God, what are you doing to me?” 

Well, I remember what I was doing to him. I was able to fit his whole cock in my mouth–barely–and I could drag my tongue all over the underside of it as I bobbed my head. I could form a tight seal with my lips and move my head back and forth like a well-primed sex engine. I could lightly suck, I could suck more forcefully, and I could stroke the base while I went to work. 

And the whole time I had one hand up my own skirt, teasing the bulge that was aching to be let out, feeling it leak and throb hotly as a good-smelling man–my good-smelling man–squirmed and writhed on the couch because of something I was doing to him. 

And then, just as suddenly, he wasn’t squirming. Not because he came, or because I came, but because some ditzy brunette in an even shorter skirt than I was wearing led some drunk guy into the room and started making out. 

While looking directly at us. 

“Get a room, losers,” she slurred at me as Tim hastily fixed his shorts and ran his hands through his hair. 

“We had a room,” Tim said. “This one, actually.” 

The drunk couple exaggeratedly ran their hands all over one another and kept saying things like “oh, baby, I love touching you at a party,” and “touch me right there, right where everyone can see,” and “let’s invade other people’s privacy, my love!” 

We got the hint, and with his taste still in my mouth, he took me by the hand and we left to find someplace private, someplace where I could finish what I started.

We never found it. 

Hand in hand, we giggled our way around the house. I felt alive. I felt like someone wanted me. I wanted them. I wanted the night to keep going forever. 

The night lasted five more minutes, as Tim apparently owned the only car in his group of friends, and someone he knew stepped on a glass bottle and needed to be taken to the emergency room. 

Night over. 

We stood outside as he said goodbye, and I was shivering badly enough where he handed me his shirt. His oversized flannel shirt. 

I walked back to my empty dorm room by myself, replaying the same fifteen minutes in my head, running my fingers over the cloth, smelling his smell, feeling his warmth on my body. 

Since I was a self-respecting girl, I got right under my covers, kept the shirt on, and inhaled his smell deeply while rubbing my bulge through my panties until I made a huge mess in my crotch. 

It took to the count of six. I counted. 

And I lay there in the dark, still tasting him, still feeling how he felt hitting against my throat, still smelling his shirt, feeling myself get softer and softer, until I fell asleep in my own mess. 

Mandy never went to another party again, and a few weeks later I saw Tim holding hands with a girl named Kelsey I knew from a History class Sophomore year. 

It was over. There was no going back, no second chance. 

But not a day went by from that point where I didn’t think about my fifteen minutes with Tim, or how I lasted six whole seconds later on. 

***

Tim never knew who–or what–I was. But I knew what he was: a strong, handsome man. A man I touched, and a man I had in my mouth. A man who let me do those things, and who wasn’t repulsed by me. That he didn’t exactly know what was between my legs was a teensy bit inconvenient, but hey: it’s my fantasy world, and I get to be the heroine if I want. 

And I’m sure Candace heard me gasp when we got to the town garage and we saw some of the guys come back from their shifts. 

I knew immediately who Todd Dalton was, because he looked exactly like Tim. 

Scruffier, sure. Taller, maybe. Darker hair, fuller in the chest, better tan. 

Same “Fuck Me” eyes, same close-cropped haircut, same bulging biceps, same devlish grin, same gravelly voice when he walked by and said hello to us. 

God, I hoped he smelled the same, too. 

Candace brought me to the garage so I could apply for the job in person and fill out all the paperwork. We were waiting for a friendly-looking woman named Rachel to finish her phone call so we could take care of everything. She wasn’t in a hurry, and we got to overhear a lot about her daughter’s health problems, her dog’s cataract surgery, the unpaid bills that were piling up, and how she didn’t fit in any bathing suits anymore. 

“This is what you’re up against, by the way,” Candace whispered. “You’re going to be the hottest thing on legs here and you know it.” 

Todd was cleaning out one of the trucks, slinging hoses over his shoulder and carrying tools around like they weighed nothing. 

I wasn’t going to say anything to Candace, but I felt the same way about Todd that I felt about Tim. I could picture him on top of me, and I could picture both of us liking it. 

“Sorry ladies,” Rachel said. “Busy busy busy.”

Candace smiled. 

“So you’re here for the job opening?” 

For the next few minutes I filled out forms. I filled out more forms. I handed over a birth certificate and a social security card, which Rachel made copies of but didn’t look at. 

I answered questions with a “yes” and then I answered them with a “no.” Candace got up to go talk to her uncle. I could hear his weird laugh every now and again from somewhere in the garage, or from the warehouse space next door that was connected. All the guys who worked there drove pickup trucks and they all left, one by one. 

Todd’s truck was blue, and brand-new. 

No one else looked like Todd. 

Then Rachel and I got to the end of the giant stack of forms and Candace came back.

“And then just sign here, Miss…hmmm.” 

And there it was. 

“So you wrote that your name is ‘Storrow Meyer’?” 

I nodded.

“Everyone calls her ‘Mandy,’” Candace said quickly. 

“How on Earth do you get ‘Mandy’ out of ‘Storrow’?” Rachel blinked.

The real question was, how do you get ‘Storrow’ out of ‘Mandy,’ but I wasn’t about to debate that with someone I had just met. 

“I was going to be named after my Grandfather no matter what,” I said, looking at my toes, which looked cute. 

“You poor thing,” Rachel said, and then she stamped something somewhere on a form. “Well, go buy some boots, you can start in the morning.” 

Candace and I exchanged glances. 

I had a job? Just like that? 

***

“These boots all look basically the same,” Candace said as she sat and patiently watched me model every pair of work boots in the store. “I mean, you have little feet, and they’ll all get dirty, so figure out what you want to stand in all day and go with those.”

“I have never had to shop for boots like this,” I said. “They’re clompy.” 

“Do you have knee-high boots?” she asked.

“Um, no,” I said. 

“You should get them. With your first paycheck, let’s go out and buy boots together.” 

I wanted to say I’m paying rent for two now. I wanted to make some snide comment about how this was really her fault, that if she wanted me to use my spare income with her, she should have left me with spare income. 

But I didn’t. She did just get me a job, and being bitchy probably wasn’t going to keep our friendship in a good place. 

“Let me get through my first day first,” I said, looking down at my feet. “I don’t know which ones to buy.” 

“No one will be looking at your feet,” she said. “You’ll all be wearing the same boots. You will not all be wearing the same underwear, or the same bras. And Todd is going to thinking about those things much more than he’s thinking about how you didn’t go with the sand-colored boots but instead went with the camel-colored ones.”

“Todd is not going to be thinking about that,” I said. 

“He will, and I’ll bet you’re wearing different panties than you were this morning because you filled them with Girl Juice just thinking about it,” she said. 

“Ssshhh!” I hissed. 

But again, I blushed, which let her know she was right. 

The first time she caught me with a little wet spot on the front of my panties, she came up with the name “Girl Juice.” She used it a few times since then, usually to embarrass me. 

Like, in a store while modeling boots, for example. 

But she wasn’t wrong. 

I had spent that morning reliving–again–my night with Tim, and I got so lost in my fantasy of it that I dripped pretty much non-stop into the lavender panties I had worn to bed. 

First it was a little spot. 

Then it was the size of a dime. 

Then it was the size of a nickel. 

Then a quarter. 

Then I needed a cold shower and buried my wet, sticky panties at the bottom of my hamper. 

I changed into red ones, because why not? Red was fire. Red was passion. Red was hot. 

I’m not sure I was any of those things, but something told me I needed to feel that way when I went to the garage. I certainly didn’t want Todd seeing me in my underwear, no matter how hot I felt. Hell, Tim never even saw my underwear. How did I know anyone could handle my secret? 

I didn’t. 

Stuffing a man’s cock down my throat was an easier risk to take. But having someone’s finger tease me in my bulge was as risky as I was willing to go after that. 

Right? It was as far as I had gone. Probably not a great idea to surprise someone by crossing that line, but I figured I’d be able to get awfully close to that line and stay pretty safe. 

Candace clearly wanted me to cross that line, and she wanted me to cross it fast. I learned exactly how fast when we walked out to her car after I paid for my clompy boots with money I couldn’t really afford to spend on them. 

“Todd is going to be so into you when he meets you.”

“I met him already.”

“No you didn’t. I was there. He said ‘what’s up’ and then clocked out.”

“Well, tomorrow he’ll find out we work together.”

“Oh,” she grinned. “He already knows that.” 

She started her car and I put my hand on the gear shift so she couldn’t drive.

“What. Do. You. Mean,” I said. 

“I told him you were the new girl and he nodded. Then I told him you thought he was cute.”

“You did what?” 

“I told him you thought he was cute.”

“Why did you do that?!” 

“Because you do.”

“So what!” 

“Look,” she said. “This is faster than whatever your plan was.” 

“I don’t have a plan.” 

“You’ll thank me, Mandy.” 

***

I didn’t want to have to thank her. Yes, technically she invited me to the house party where I hooked up with Tim, but I was the one who looked cute. I was the one who reached my hand up his shorts. I was the one who would have gotten him off if we weren’t interrupted. 

She wasn’t the one living my life, even though I might have been wearing her clothes.

They were my clothes now. 

My sports bras, my skirt, my leggings, my nail polish, my hair brush, my mascara, my lipstick, my knee-high socks.  

Yes, she got me the job. Yes, she took me to get boots. Yes, she drove me home, and yes, she apparently told Todd I thought he was cute. 

He was too scruffy to be cute, but he did do something to me, right in the you-know-where. 

But that’s where it ended. I wasn’t going to credit her with living my life, not if I was still paying her way through her rent in an apartment only I lived in but where she apparently felt comfortable coming and going as she pleased. 

So I spent my last night of unemployment the way I began my last day of it: wearing Tim’s shirt and talking myself out of washing it. 

Again. 

I kept sniffing the sleeves. No, it really didn’t smell like him any more. It smelled like my apartment. My candles, my deodorant, my perfume. 

It needed to be washed, and I knew it. I did spill food on it, and I did dip the front of it into some soup once when I leaned over my counter. 

And really, what could be a better way to celebrate the end of one era of my life and the start of another? The end of me reliving my one memory with Tim, and the beginning of maybe making more with other people? 

And so I stood in my bathroom where the stackable washer and dryer were, wearing nothing but a bright green thong and a little cami, watching as my washing machine went through a whole cycle of one shirt.

One lousy shirt. 

One wonderful shirt. 

I did shed a tear, but only one. 

***

In the morning, I rubbed one sleeve of Tim’s shirt between my thumb and index finger, just to see if it still felt the same. It did. It officially smelled like my detergent, though, so that was that. 

And while it was dry, I didn’t want to wear it to work. For one, it was going to be too hot that day for a long-sleeved flannel shirt. But also: I mean, c’mon, Mandy. Move on. 

So I did. Wearing a pair of form-fitting jeans that would get dirty, along with a tight black tanktop and an old Dodgers t-shirt, I clomped in my boots down the stairs, down the street, and walked the few blocks to the town garage, where I thought I’d be early to work. 

Turns out Todd was there first. 

So was Uncle Randall, so was some guy named Wendell, a guy everyone called Cobb, some short guy named Mani, and Rachel. 

I may not have been late on my first day, but I definitely wasn’t early. 

“You poor thing,” Rachel said to me again. 

Was she still caught up on my name? Was she judging me because I was late on my first day? She was looking at my brand-new boots when she said it, so maybe she was judging my outfit? 

Wendell wasn’t judging it. I caught him staring at my ass each time I leaned forward to load things onto the back of one of the trucks. 

And Cobb wasn’t judging me either. He kept looking me up and down, like I should have been enjoying it. I know an A-list man when I see one. Cobb wasn’t on that list.  

Mani was beaming at me, like he couldn’t wait for me to be his new best friend. 

You know who wasn’t looking me up and down? Todd. 

We shook hands, and my little hand disappeared in his. 

He said it was nice to meet me, gave me a little grin, and then he was gone, leaving me to half listen to Cobb. He was talking about how Rachel leaves the manifest out each morning so they knew what to load in the trucks, that today we’d be taking a bucket truck and two pickups off to County Road 14 so we could cut back some downed trees, widen a ditch, and clear a few culvert pipes. 

Of course, I wouldn’t be doing those things. I would be holding a sign. 

I would be standing there in the sun, trying to look pretty and stay sane, getting burned to a crisp while I figured out a way to screw up a job that was only asking me to turn a sign from one side to another. 

“Here’s your walkie talkie,” a voice behind me said, and it made me jump. It was Todd. 

For some reason, I was nervous. 

“Why do I need this?” I managed to get out. 

God, he was tall. And his shoulders were wide. His forearms could crush me. 

Did I want him to crush me?

“So you can tell the guy on the other end what the last car in line is,” he said. “Push this button, talk, say ‘blue Buick,’ and then say ‘over.’”

Oh no. I had no idea how to tell a Buick from a…Ford? Or a…Kia? What were the car symbols again? Didn’t cars have like a peace sign or a little symbol on them? Did I know them at all? Could I tell the difference between a Toyota and a Mitsubishi? 

This is why I wasn’t a boy any more. I could tell him the shade of blue, but not the kind of car. 

“Can’t I just say “blue car’? That might be faster.”

Todd looked at me and his eyes squinted, ever so slightly. 

Speaking of blue, I became very aware of my thong when he said the word ‘blue.’ Suddenly I felt like I was small. Small everywhere. Small bodied, short-haired, small-footed, tiny-titted, and barely-bulging. 

“You do what you need to do,” he said. “Whatever lets the other guy know what the last car is. We’ll rotate for a little bit, but it’ll mostly be Cobb or Mani on the other end. Cobb will want to talk, by the way. Just tell him no.” 

“Thanks,” I said. 

“Load up!” came a yell from somewhere, and then truck engines started. 

“You should come with me,” Todd said, and pointed to one of the town pickup trucks. 

That turned out to mean “sit in the front seat between Todd and Wendell,” and while I felt small, I wasn’t so small that I could squeeze into a narrow seat between two giant men. 

Meaning, I spent a bumpy ride with my leg brushing up against Todd’s body for what felt like a few miles. I was hoping Wendell wasn’t getting any ideas. He was bigger than Uncle Randall and smelled like he might have come straight from a bar. 

Todd, on the other hand, smelled like some combination of cinnamon, whisky, and roasted marshmallows. 

I spent the final mile trying to figure out how I might be able to steal one of his shirts. 

The job site was right at a gentle curve in County Road 14, immediately across from an old building that the power company used to use. Or maybe they still used it; who knows? Someone mowed the small lawn next to it, and there was a single maple tree that gave off quite a bit of shade. 

Less than an hour into my first day, I wanted to go sit in that shade. It was hotter by the minute, and all of the sounds of the men working were giving me a headache. 

I was nervous the first time I held the sign out for a car to stop, but it actually stopped. 

Then it drove off and the guy gave me a half-wave. 

Then I did it again. 

And again. 

And again. 

“Blue car.” 

“Green car.”

“Black pickup.” 

Sometimes Cobb was on the other end of the connection, sometimes Mani. 

There was nothing to look at. I was bored. I couldn’t turn around often to watch the guys work–correction, to watch Todd work–because I had to keep my eyes on the road. A few times I would close my eyes behind my aviator sunglasses and imagine what I looked like, standing in the road: blonde girl with a pixie haircut, wearing a t-shirt and jeans, hiding a tiny thong. 

I tried imagining the underwear of the rest of the crew. I didn’t actually want to picture Wendell in his underwear, but I did assume he was probably wearing tighty whities. Whether they were still white or not, who knew. 

Cobb seemed like a boxer shorts kind of guy. 

Mani? For some reason I pictured him in tiny, shiny briefs. 

Todd had to be a boxer briefs kind of guy. Or maybe I just wanted him to be. 

I opened my eyes and re-re-re-re-confirmed that the sign had the ‘Stop’ side facing oncoming traffic. Then I closed my eyes again and tried to picture Todd getting ready for work in the morning. 

I turned to watch the guys work and saw that Wendell was in the bucket, high up above the road. It looked like a dead tree had fallen into another tree and was leaning there, so he was cutting small branches off, and making bright red marks with a can of spray paint. 

He was dropping the branches too close to the rest of the men, who were yelling up at him. 

“You do that again and I’ll wreck you,” Uncle Randall yelled up. “Throw the branches away from us, asshole.” It was hard to tell if Wendell thought it was funny or not, but it didn’t look safe.

“Silver SUV,” came Cobb’s voice in the walkie talkie, and I turned back around to get ready to flip my sign. 

“Stupid fucker,” I heard Mani yell. “Get him out of that bucket.” 

I turned back in time to see them lowering Wendell, and Todd was getting ready to take his place. I couldn’t hear what the men were all yelling at Wendell, but it was clear they thought he was being dangerous. 

“Two red cars,” I said to Cobb. “The second one is more of a magenta.”

“You’re such a girl,” he said back. “What the fuck is magenta?” 

I was too busy watching Todd to reply to Cobb. Todd was cutting the branches more carefully. And he was heaving them away from where he was, farther back into the woods, instead of dropping them below where he was being held. 

I watched Todd work for a while. He was safe, he wasn’t leaning too far, and he was keeping his colleagues safe as well. It was completely different than watching Wendell up there. 

I was such a girl, at least according to Cobb. 

I agreed, obviously. Maybe not at that very moment, maybe not with sweat running down my spine while I smelled oil, and grease, and spray paint, and sunscreen. Maybe not exactly then, but I knew I’d get home and be as girly as I wanted, to counteract my Day of Men. Some gross, sweaty men. 

Everyone gross and sweaty except for Todd. He was sweaty, but he definitely wasn’t gross. 

He was easy to picture on top of me. He was easy to picture in his underwear, and he was easy to picture taking his shirt off…

“Watch out!” I heard from up above. 

I turned around to see Todd, pointing down at me, frantically. 

He wasn’t warning the guys on the ground. No, he was warning me.

I turned back to the road just in time to see a white car come around the curve in the road, driving at least 90. The driver wasn’t going to stop in time, even if he slammed on the brakes. 

Time froze. 

My ears felt plugged, the world swam. 

I didn’t hear anything. No horn, no brakes, no more yelling. I heard my own heartbeat, and I felt my body flooded with energy. 

I felt myself jump backwards towards the shoulder of the road, and I felt something rush by me, fluttering my loose-fitting clothing. 

And then I was looking up at the sky and people were running. 

Todd wasn’t the first to reach me–how could he have been, if he was up in the bucket at the time?–but he was the first person to kneel down next to me and grab my hand. 

“Mandy? You OK?” 

“Jesus, motherfucker,” Randall said as my hearing started to return. “That guy must have been doing close to 100. Easy.” 

“I’m OK,” I choked out. 

“Go slow,” Todd said, holding my hand tightly. 

Tightly. 

“It didn’t look like he hit you, but that was damn close,” Cobb said.

“Please tell me he didn’t hit you,” Todd said. 

I shook my head. “I don’t think he hit me. I think…I think I felt him drive by.”

“Could have been the air rushing by. But whatever it was knocked you clear out of the way,” Uncle Randall said. 

“I’m OK,” I said, sitting up with Todd’s help. “I’ll be fine.”

“Tough as nails,” Cobb said. “Not like a girl after all.” 

I ignored him. I liked it better when he said I was a girl. 

“We need to get you up,” Todd said, and he lifted me up. 

By himself? I felt no one else’s touch. Only his. 

I was on my feet, and felt a little woozy, but otherwise OK. Todd helped me across the street by wrapping one hand tightly around my waist and letting me lean on him. 

“People sometimes blow right on through,” Todd said. “Probably should have warned you. It’s usually not that bad though.”

“Might have been good to know,” I said. “Especially if I’m going to last more than a day.” 

“We’ll never find who that was,” Todd said. “Which sucks, so you have to live with it. We all do.”

“You weren’t the one nearly hit,” I said.

“No,” he said. “I mean, it’s happened to all of us. We all have had it happen. Mani, Cobb, me.”

“You too?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said, as we reached the grass. “Black Escalade. New rims. Dungan Street, two years ago.”

“I didn’t know this job was dangerous,” I said. I wanted to sit down again. 

“Everyone’s got your back here,” Todd said, helping me down. I sat down and was staring straight at his crotch. 

On the one hand, this was not the time to think about his package. On the other hand, was I thinking clearly? Suddenly I wanted every experience before it was too late. 

“We’ve got to wrap up that tree,” he said. “I’ll check on you in a minute. Take a break.” 

I sat by myself in the shade and watched him walk back to the trucks. He was walking muscle and he was kind and he cared about his colleagues, and he held me. 

He held me and I was sorry he let go. 

I was in trouble. 

***

I must have replayed the near-accident a dozen times in my head before my heartbeat started to get back to normal. Each time it felt a little different. 

At first it was the bumper that brushed my leg. Then it was a rush of air as the car passed by. 

Then it was a breeze. 

Then it felt like the near-accident was yesterday. More distant. That I survived and was stronger for it, and that there was no reason to wait around any more. 

Eventually the work sounds stopped, and I looked up to see Todd walking towards me. 

“Time for a break,” he said. “The guys went off to lunch. They’ll be back. I said I’d stay with you.” 

He had grabbed his cooler off the back of the bucket truck. 

Shit. 

Was I supposed to bring my lunch? 

He turned and looked at me. 

“You did bring your lunch, didn’t you?”

“No,” I shook my head. “I could have gone with them to get something, I guess.”

“Huh,” he said, then looked into his cooler. “I mean, I could give you some of mine. There’s no sense staying hungry.” 

“I feel like an idiot.”

“Did Rachel tell you to bring a lunch?”
“She did not.”

“Then it’s not your fault,” he said. “If we work closer to town, sometimes we’ll just go to a deli. Here. Hope you like roast beef,” and he sat next to me in the shade, handing me a water bottle. 

What a day. 

First, the actual work was pretty boring. 

Second, I forgot my lunch. 

Oh yeah, and I was almost killed by a car that didn’t follow the single word instructions on either side of my sign. 

And to top it off, I needed to rely on Todd’s charity to keep from starving, and my entire body was still humming from my brush with death. 

I was fidgety, I was agitated, I was anxious, I felt like I had just gotten off a roller coaster, and now I needed to sit still and have a very unromantic picnic with a hot guy who was sharing his lunch with me. 

I couldn’t do this every day. Not even close. 

“Here,” he said, unwrapping a giant sandwich and handing me half. 

“Um,” I said, taking it from him. 

There was no way I could get my mouth around it. It was too much roast beef. Even half a sandwich was too long for me; did he normally eat both halves? What kind of a man was he? 

“Yeah,” he said. “I get the large. I honestly don’t know why. Do the best you can.” 

I stared at it and nibbled at the cut end, thinking that I could eventually get my mouth around it. 

“The last girl we had only lasted a month or two,” he said. 

“Does that mean you think I’m going to quit?” I said.

“No,” he said. “Just making conversation.” He took a huge bite and I watched him chew. 

“Jeanie was her name,” he said. 

“Did she ever get hit by a car?” 

We watched as a car drove slowly by the work zone. 

Todd changed the subject. 

“You’re doing great, though. I can tell this isn’t for you. I get it. For guys like Mani or Cobb, it is.”

“Or Uncle Randall.” 

“Him too.” 

“What about you?”

He shrugged. “It’s OK. I get to be outside. As long as I’m not behind a desk, I’m fine.” 

I thought about the car again. The one that almost hit me. 

I wasn’t behind a desk. Was I fine? Was I safer behind a desk? 

Life was pretty short. Or, it could be. I didn’t want to be morbid, or sad, or depressed, but was I comfortable with my life if it ended earlier? Of course not. I had just started being Mandy most of the time. I had just gotten a job, just figured out who I was and who I wanted to be, and just figured out what kind of person I was attracted to. You know, the Tim or Todd type. Big, scruffy, good-smelling, kind, funny guys. 

Guys not like Cobb, or Wendell, or anyone I went to school with. 

I did not want to waste time. I did not want to wait for some Tim to show up with another shirt. Or wait for some guy to make a move, if he ever would. I did not want to wait for permission. 

I might not ever get permission. I might be waiting for the right moment, even while it was happening. 

And if I was sitting next to a hot guy who showed care and affection towards me, and we were alone, and I was pulsing with adrenaline and excitement and needed an outlet, then what the hell? It was time to make something happen. 

It could absolutely be time to make something happen. 

“I bet you don’t want to eat the rest of that sandwich,” I heard myself say. 

I was floating. 

“But you haven’t finished yours,” he said. “There’s no way you want more of–”

“Not what I meant,” I said, standing up and motioning for him to follow me. 

I walked behind the power station building until I was out of view of the road. It was private back there, and the only way someone would see us is if they were in the woods. 

I imagined Todd watching me walk in front of him. I pictured him checking out my ass, pictured him imagining what I was wearing underneath. I pictured him being worked up, wondering how he could be so lucky to have someone hit on him at work. 

Don’t people want those things to happen to them? 

I was making that happen, both for him and for me. 

We got to the back of the building, and I turned to face him, pulling him toward me by his belt buckle. 

“Oh, hey,” he said. “What’s happening here?”

“I bet you can guess,” I said, looking up at him as I tried to unbuckle him. 

And before I could get his pants open, something unexpected happened. 

Something magical. 

He bent down and kissed me.

Right on the mouth, the mouth I planned on debauching him with. The mouth I planned to get him off with before the rest of the crew got back from lunch. That mouth. 

The mouth that was now his. 

“Hey now yourself,” I whispered, and dropped to my knees. 

He leaned back against the building and with one hand, helped himself out of his pants. 

I was right: he was a boxer brief guy. 

And he was also bigger than Tim, who was no slouch. 

Todd was much bigger than Tim.

He brought it out of his underwear and I grabbed it with my hand, though I could have easily used both hands. 

I brought the tip of it to my lips and kissed it, very slowly. I felt it grow between my lips. Then I did it again, and it grew some more. 

I never got Tim off. I was determined to get Todd off. 

I couldn’t get him far into my mouth, but I tried to play it off like I was just warming up, like I was just teasing him. 

I stroked the base of his massive cock as I sucked the top of it, and slowly I could get more of it into my mouth. I slurped and licked, gagging now and then when it went too far and poked me in the back of the throat. I was getting better, but I wasn’t that good. 

Yet. 

Even if I couldn’t get the whole thing into my mouth, I could do the next best thing: go faster, and suck harder. 

I felt my own drool dripping off of my chin as I increased the speed. The faint buzzing in my own panties got a little stronger. There was the instant feeling that if only I could go fast enough, to get him off quickly, that I might also cum. Was I in the right state of mind since the almost-accident? How would it even work for me to get off from giving head, rather than getting it?

Still, it felt right. It felt possible. With every bob of my head, I felt my own body tingle in response. With each pump and each little groan he gave me in response, I felt myself get more turned on. I wasn’t getting hard; that was impossible since my panties were too tight and my pants didn’t give me room to grow. 

No, it felt like I was getting…warmer. Since my legs were spread wide, I felt exposed even though I was clothed. It was exciting, it was forbidden. 

I met this guy less than a day ago and his dick was already in my mouth, and both of us liked it.

Loved it. 

He groaned and squirmed a little, and even moaned “I am not going to last much longer if you keep doing that.”

I wanted him to finish. 

I wanted him to finish in my mouth, and I wanted him to finish fast. 

I also wanted badly to reach between my own legs and get off. There was something about doing this that got me going, that brought me right to an edge and left me there. 

It was impossible to play with myself through jeans, so I had to live with it. 

He had warned me about what would happen if I kept doing what I was doing. 

So I kept doing it. Since I couldn’t touch myself, I placed my hands on his thighs to brace myself, and went faster, sensing him steady himself against the wall of the building. 

“Oh God, Mandy, I’m gonna cum,” he breathed. 

I felt him tense up and he seemed to grow in my mouth, and then I heard him groan as the first pulse of his cum hit me in the back of the throat. I clamped my mouth down harder around him, not wanting anything to escape. 

Blast after blast hit me as I felt him unload in my mouth, and I felt him start to soften with each spasm. 

I looked up at him from my knees as his body gave one final little shake. 

Slowly, I backed my mouth off of him, making sure not to let anything drip out of me. 

“I won’t kiss you back,” I said after swallowing it all. It was sweet, and sticky. There was a lot of it, and I couldn’t believe I had done it. 

He looked down at me and ran his hand through his hair. 

“I appreciate that,” he said. “Did the sandwich not have enough protein in it?”

I stood up and slapped him on the arm. 

“Sorry, sorry,” he said, rubbing his bicep where I hit him. 

We walked from behind the building back to where our picnic started. 

“That’s our little secret,” I said as one of the town pickups came around the corner. 

“You want me to keep any more secrets, you let me know,” he said. 

***

Stop. 

Slow. 

Stop. 

Slow. 

Stop. 

Slow. 

God, I was done. So done. Completely done. 

Seven years of drawing lessons. Four years of design school. One internship. Five happy clients I felt good about. 

And for what? 

This. And then more of it. 

I was almost out of sunscreen. Would I use a tube of it every day? Would I quickly turn into one of those leathery girls who were 25 but looked 35? 

Even if I got to suck Todd off every day, would the tradeoff be worth it? 

No, I would want more than that. Much more. 

Every hour took two to pass. 

Every fourth or fifth car honked, or I could hear some comment through the window as some creepy guy said something to the “hottie.” One wanted me to show him my tits as I held up the ‘Stop’ side of the sign. One wanted a photo. One asked me out. 

Todd shook his head and laughed at the one who asked me out. 

“It’s not funny,” I said when he came over. 

“You’re right,” he said. “It’s not. Not really.” 

“‘Not really’ isn’t the same as ‘not,’” I said. 

“It’s just that you haven’t even worked a full day yet and you’ve had about a month’s worth of experiences.” 

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” I said. 

“It took Jeanie a few weeks to get run off the road,” he said, “and I don’t remember people honking at her this much.” 

“How long did it take Jeanie to blow one of her colleagues?” I asked. 

Todd blushed. Too direct. I made him uncomfortable. Maybe Candace had rubbed off on me too much. 

“Sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to make you feel bad about it. It was fun.”

“I regret nothing,” he said. 

I watched him walk back to the ditch and he took off his shirt to put a tanktop on. His back and shoulder muscles were ridiculously well-defined, and glistened with sweat. He had muscles on top of his muscles. 

I knew I had a long day already, but I had a lot of time on my hands and could think of plenty more that I could regret. 

For the last hour of the day, I thought about nearly everything I could regret doing with Todd. I came up with a lot. 

***

“Wait, did you not drive here?” Todd asked. 

“I don’t have a car,” I said, shaking my head. 

We had gotten back to the garage, and this time I didn’t care that my leg was up against Todd’s the whole drive. He didn’t seem to care either. I kept my leg pressed against his as we went around turns. I felt him press back. 

“I don’t want you walking home by yourself,” he said. 

“It’s fine,” I said. “I’m OK now, really.” 

Inside, a little voice intervened, a little too late: shut up, you idiot, he’s offering you a ride home. 

I waited for him to insist. 

Please insist. 

“I kind of have to insist,” he said. 

Thank God.

I pretended to think about it. I made it look like I was about to protest. 

“I mean, fine,” I said. “It’s not necessary, but fine.” 

“Just let me clean out the bed of the truck, and I need to take care of something next door.”

“What’s next door?”

“Salvage. Go poke around if you want. I’ll meet you back there when I’m done.” 

Did I want to poke around salvage? No, but I wanted Todd to take me home. I could kill time if I had to if it meant pretending to care about whatever the salvage room was.

“Through here,” he said. 

It was just an oily-smelling, giant, dark room with a concrete floor, full of tables that had boxes of junk. I don’t know what I expected to see, but it wasn’t a much larger version of my grandfather’s attic.

I passed a box of screws, a box of smaller screws, a few old lamps, a few old doors, and I stopped at a box that looked to be full of doorknobs. 

“What is this place?” I asked.

“A lot of old stuff. It mostly gets used by people who live in the Historic District, or we sell it online,” he said. “I fixed up my place with a lot of this stuff, too.”

I picked up a doorknob. It didn’t have a key in it. 

“There’s all kinds of stuff here,” he said. “Hinges, drawer pulls, old gas lamps. Not just locks, though we have a ton of those, in case you need eleven doorknobs and don’t know where to go.”

“Well, I do need a new lock. My old roommate still has a key and shows up all the time.”

“Tell you what,” he said, his eyebrows raising. “Pick out a lock, I’ll put it in for you.” 

“No,” I said. “That’s too much.”

“It’ll take an hour. I have tools in my truck.”

“Of course you do.” 

What was the phrase? ‘Be prepared’? Well, two of us could do that. I’d be prepared too. 

At first he was volunteering to drive me home, now he was volunteering to come into my apartment. 

I mean, take a fucking hint, Mandy. Just take it. 

“If you really want to,” I said. 

***

Less than 24 hours after meeting Todd, less than six hours after giving him a blowjob behind a building, he was in my apartment in a tanktop, surrounded by toolboxes, doing Manly Stuff while I tried to figure out what to do. 

The end result would be that Candace wouldn’t have a key to my new deadbolt. She’d have to knock from now on, and maybe, just maybe, I wouldn’t feel like answering that day. Maybe because I had Todd over and we were tending to the business between each other’s legs, and didn’t want an audience. 

That could happen. It could happen now. It could be totally up to me. When was the last time I had something totally up to me? 

Aside from the blowjob earlier, I mean. 

“I can start here,” Todd said, looking closely at my doorway. “Shouldn’t take long.”

“I need to get out of these boots,” I said, and clomped my way to my bedroom to change into something that was more fitting with how turned on I was. 

Tiny shorts? 

Biking shorts? 

A crotchless fishnet bodystocking? 

Maybe that was too much, too soon. 

But once I got into my bedroom and heard the sounds of a drill coming from my front door, I had my answer: there, on my bed, in a pile, were some new clothes. 

Plus a note in Candace’s loopy, flowery handwriting. 

Here we were, locking her out forever, and she had been here not long ago. 

Congrats on your first day, the note read. Here’s a little something to help you relax after a hard day’s work.

I picked up the top article of clothing. 

A sundress. 

My heart stopped. I didn’t own a sundress. I wanted one, sure. I wanted a few. And here was one, neatly folded on my bed. Here were three, neatly folded on my bed. A black one, a pink one, and a blue one. 

Jeans and boots didn’t make me feel girly, but a pink sundress? Yes please. 

I shut my door and couldn’t wait to try it on. I pulled my boots off, already dirty after a single day working. I dropped my jeans to the floor and pulled my socks off without caring that they were now inside out. I pulled my t-shirt off and took off my tanktop. 

I slipped the sundress over my head, feeling it drape over my body. It felt softer than my work outfit, and I knew that for the rest of the Summer, the thought of wearing something like this would get me through the day. The thought of one day being able to do design work while wearing something like that would be all the motivation I’d need. 

I stood in front of my bathroom mirror, feeling the dress swaying around my airy, open legs. I fixed the line of the built-in shelf bra, and it made it look like I had a little cleavage. Not a ton, but a little. It made it look like I filled out the top just a little bit. 

The dress flared outward slightly and made it look like I had little hips. Little ones! But still, I felt like I flipped a switch and was fully in Girl Mode. 

I pulled the hem of my skirt up and looked at the thong between my legs, doing its best to keep my little package trapped and well-behaved. 

I got out a washcloth and cleaned myself up as best as I could. I wasn’t about to take a shower–what, and take my dress off?–so I needed to improvise. I slowly dragged the warm, wet washcloth over my body, letting it soak up a day of grime. It wasn’t the same as a shower, but it was like I shut a door on the day and opened a door to…something else. I had clean thighs, I gargled with mouthwash in case Todd and I kissed again, and I felt myself twitch in my panties as I got rid of every last trace of sweat from my bikini line. I even pulled my thong aside and dabbed at my needy little nub. I could tell it wanted more. I wanted more. 

I smoothed my dress, took a deep breath, and slipped into a pair of sandals. 

Then I sat on the arm of my couch, and for the second time that day, tried to look pretty while watching Todd work. Only this time, I felt pretty too. 

“There we go,” Todd said, exhaling and wiping his forehead with the back of his glistening forearm. “All done. Whoever you’re trying to keep out isn’t getting in.”

“How do you know I’m trying to keep someone out?” 

“Because that’s what locks are for,” he said, grinning at me. 

“I could be trying to keep someone in,” I said in the most sultry voice I could muster. 

“You know,” he said, looking down at me, “I’ve heard that people who have near-death experiences can get a little crazy.” 

“Is that so?” I said, grabbing his hand and bringing it up to the deadbolt. “Show me how this works.”

“You just take this end and turn the knob so the bar slides into place,” he said, handing me a keychain with two keys on it. “You have two keys in case you ever need to get in from the outside and it’s bolted.” 

I knew who wouldn’t be getting one of those keys. 

He secured the lock and I tried to open the door. It didn’t budge. Then he opened it again and showed that the door worked just fine. 

“That goes back about this far into the wall,” he said, indicating how long the lock was. 

“That’s pretty big,” I said. 

“No one is kicking this door in,” he said, wiping his hands on his jeans. “Not without hurting themselves.” He started cleaning up his tools. 

Now or never, Mandy. Now or never. 

I held my hands up to where he showed how far back into the wall the deadbolt would stick. I noted how many inches. 

“I think this is a good size for something to penetrate,” I said. “You know, for safety.” 

“For safety,” Todd said. “Right.” 

I held my hands up and showed him that they were about nine inches apart. “This looks familiar,” I said. “What else did I see today that was this big?” 

He grinned. 

“Oh, the sandwich,” I said. “Forgot about the sandwich. I could barely fit that in my mouth.”

“You did fine in that department with something else,” Todd said.

“Yeah, I said, moving my hands together so the space was only three or four inches. “Yeah, that was much easier.” 

“Oh, come now!” he said, laughing. 

“Sure,” I said. “Great idea.” 

He stopped laughing. “What idea?” he said. 

“Sure, I’ll come now,” I said, and I slipped the deadbolt back into place. 

He stopped and stared at me. 

“Are you…sure about this?” he said.

“Very.” 

“I just…wanted to make sure.”

“Why wouldn’t I be sure?” I asked, getting close to him and feeling his chest. It was very firm, and I could feel his heart beating faster. 

“Because you had some trauma today,” he said. “I just didn’t know if you were just doing this because I was here.”

“But you are here,” I said, moving my hand down his chest towards his pants. 

“I meant,” he gulped, “that you were doing it because I was the only guy around.” 

“Nope,” I said, dropping to my knees for the second time that day. 

“Oh, no you don’t,” he said, and with one quick motion, he lifted me by the arms, spun me around, and bent me over the back of my couch. “My turn,” he grinned. 

And before I knew it, my billowy new sundress was pulled up over my hips, and he was on his knees behind me. 

I gasped as he ran his finger into my thong, and started pulling it to the side. 

“I have to tell you,” I started to say.

“You have to tell me nothing,” he said, and I felt his finger slip between my cheeks. 

“I should let you know what you’re going to find,” I breathed.

His finger began gently stroking my bulge through the front of my panties. 

“Found it,” he said, and then I was elevated when his tongue found my ass and he began licking me in slow, teasing circles. 

I felt myself squirt in response, right through my thong and onto his fingers. I couldn’t believe I did that, and he didn’t care. In fact, he reached into the front of my underwear and rubbed it all over the tip of my tiny little nub, and I felt myself get hard in response. 

I did not want to get hard, but my body had other ideas. 

Well, the secret was out now, and it didn’t seem to be stopping him. So I did what anyone in my position would do: spread my legs wider, and held on for dear life as I lost myself in the overwhelming sensations of a hot guy eating out my boy pussy. 

I felt every nerve ending in my body come alive as he put all of his attention onto one little inch. One little opening that I was letting him access, and he knew exactly what to do with it. 

He licked in circles, he poked into me with his soft tongue, he firmly grabbed my hips and made me hold still while he worked me over. 

My knees started to buckle as a wave began building. He sensed that I was about to fall and he held me even harder, keeping me in place, forcing me to feel it over and over, and my whole body was concentrated in that one spot, and soon it was two spots as my crotch began to hum, and then he was holding me off the ground, and I was filling my panties with even more cum than I had swallowed earlier. 

I had no control over anything. I was limp, I was being suspended in mid-air by a scruffy, sensitive guy who didn’t care that we had the same equipment. My toes curled as I kept cumming, and his tongue kept right on going, bringing a second wave with it, one that made me flail at nothing. 

I could only lose myself in the disembodied feeling of being off the ground, floating on my own climax, helplessly shuddering as I filled my own panties. 

And then it was over, and he set me back down on the ground. 

“Oh my God,” I managed to say as I once again felt a sheen of sweat over my body. This time I didn’t mind, obviously. 

Todd stayed behind me and ran his hands up and down my legs. His rough hands. His rough hands touching the inside of my thighs, the same spot Tim touched a long, long time ago. A spot that made me shiver. 

I wanted to keep going. Yes, I was spent. Yes, I was empty. But there was undeniably something about cumming while soft. I knew I could keep going. 

“Your turn,” I whispered after I caught my breath. 

“Do you have any lube?” Todd said.

“I don’t,” I said. 

What was that I thought earlier about being prepared? I wanted more and couldn’t have it. 

“I have an idea,” he said.

Oh, God, please have ideas, I thought. And he lifted me up, forcing me to wrap my legs around his waist as he carried me down the hall to my bedroom. 

He clomped his way towards my bed, and gently laid me on my back. 

What was his idea? He stood over me, lust in his eyes, and I felt the warm mess I just made in my underwear. 

Turns out, that was his idea. He pulled my thong aside, revealing my slippery little cum-covered girldick, and he covered his hard cock with it. He rubbed it all over himself. He didn’t care what it was. He didn’t care that I did it, that it came from me. He wanted it, and he wanted me, and it showed. 

He used as much of my cum as he could, and before I knew it, the slick head of his cock was pushing at my hole, and it went in a little bit, making me gasp. 

Then it went in a little bit more, making me squeal.

Then it went in further, making me moan.

Then it was all the way in, and I was on another planet. 

Yes, I felt pain at first, but that was immediately replaced by the feeling of being full, of being overwhelmed and unable to process anything except the feeling of being greater than I was in my entire life. 

And then he started stroking, and I felt the same thing I felt after the car incident earlier: sound stopped. The world slowed. There was nothing but my own sensation, and it took over, and I had no interest in feeling anything else. I had already reclaimed that in-between world for myself, for my body, for us. I was being introduced to my own body by someone I just met who somehow seemed to always know me. 

And I had no idea how much time had passed, but it was a lifetime in just a few moments. 

I looked down between my legs and saw my little dick, soft and spent, flapping around and slapping my abdomen that was wet with my own cum. 

And then I felt that familiar sensation start to build.

Already? 

But I had just cum. Like, moments before. 

Is this what making love like a girl was? Almost-permanent bliss? 

He grabbed onto my hips firmly, and started to pump faster. I saw more sweat on his forehead, more sweat on his forearms. I grabbed him by the arms and held on as he kept us going, racing towards whatever we’d find. 

He grabbed my knees and bent my legs back towards my shoulders, and I watched him thrust in and out, in and out. I was gone. And with each stroke of his, I grew. 

I watched myself get hard now that I wasn’t trapped in my panties. Even fully hard and sticking straight up, I was tiny compared to him, and after I felt I couldn’t get any harder, and couldn’t point any straighter up, that’s when each of his strokes started getting me closer to another climax.

I felt it start to grow, and I let him ravage me. I shook as he chased his own orgasm. I spread my legs wider, trying to let more of him in. 

And again the world stopped, long enough for me to feel on the brink of an orgasm that seemed to last an hour. The tip of my girldick quivered in slow motion. I felt every molecule of air on it, and then it spurted, against my will, straight up in the air. 

It hit him in the chest and then he aimed it back at me. I felt a spasm hit me on the chin, and then I was making another mess all over my new sundress. 

Whatever. It was worth it. It was worth it to feel suspended, it was worth it to see him pull out and steady himself, adding his own cum to my chin, to my chest, to my belly. 

He held himself up above me until his arms started shaking, then he collapsed next to me. 

For a few minutes we laid there, unable to move, unable to speak. 

“What just happened?” he finally said. 

“We happened,” I said. 

He rolled over and looked at me. “I am never going to be able to look at you without losing my mind,” he said. “Every time you stand in the road, I’m going to wonder about your underwear.” 

“That’s the point,” I grinned. 

“If you decide to keep the job, I mean,” he said. “I get it if you don’t want to. But then I’ll have to picture Mani in his underwear, and I don’t want to do that.” 

“I’ll keep it,” I laughed. “As long as you keep me safe enough to afford underwear and lube.” 

Something told me that even with a job, I wouldn’t have much extra money. 

Except this time, it would be worth it. 
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Excerpt from “Life of the Party”

Halfway to the train station, I regretted my outfit choice.

The skirt really was too short. It didn’t feel too short when I was in my apartment, spinning in front of the mirror. It didn’t seem too short when I stood in front of the window, feeling the breeze tickle my freshly-shaved legs. And it didn’t feel too short when I floated down the stairs from my second-floor apartment to Leland Avenue, feeling, for the first time ever, eyes on all sides of me. 

It didn’t feel too short in my head, when I imagined myself confidently walking to the train station and going to Courtney’s ridiculous sex toy party. 

But a few blocks from the safety of my apartment, walking past all kinds of men staring at me, and having more than one car honk at me as I walked by, I felt like it was maybe a little bit too short.

Maybe. 

Probably. 

I tossed my hair defiantly as someone whistled from their car as I waited to cross at a corner. I clutched my white leather purse even tighter as I took little steps up the stairs to get to the elevated train platform (and I even pretended not to notice the guys beneath me sneaking a look up my skirt). And I tried to look bored and unapproachable on the platform, waiting for the 6 Train, checking my phone for nothing. 

I was just a girl in a short white skirt and denim jacket with better things to do.

Except I wasn’t. Most of that wasn’t even true. 

I didn’t have better things to do, for one. I was going to Courtney’s sex toy party. She had begged me. 

“Pleeeeease, Dee,” she had said in the park. “You don’t even have to buy anything, but there are all kinds of games we can play, and it’ll be fun, and I need more girls there because a few people can’t make it.”  

I was in a denim jacket, so that was true. And I’ve already told you about the skirt. The heels? They were one of my first real Big Girl purchases. Just black heels, but they were stylish, with exposed toes, and they showed off my dark maroon nail polish, sort of my send-off to summer as pretty soon I’d be covered by twenty-seven layers to fight the cold. 

My purse was real leather, or at least, the guy I bought it from said it was. It felt real. 

But that was the last real thing about me. Because I may have looked like a girl with better things to do, but I wasn’t a girl. 

I was David. “Dee” was short for David. 

The fact that I wasn’t a girl didn’t stop Courtney from inviting me to her Girls Party. 

“You’ll be fine, David. I mean, Dee,” she said. “I’ve seen you dressed up and you’re sexier than some of the ladies who will be there.”

“Please,” I had said. “This is weird.”

“It’s not weird, and I mean it,” she had said, tossing her hair as she reclined on the picnic blanket. I noted how she tossed her hair. I needed mentors for things like that. It was sexy, and it was using her body, and it was using her body to distract me, I was sure of it, and I wanted that power. 

What I’d use that power for, who knows. But I wanted it. 

“Please come.”

“I don’t want to come,” I said.

“You don’t have to come at the party,” she giggled. “But please come to the party.” 

I tried telling her I wasn’t comfortable in public. Yet. I tried telling her I didn’t know why I dressed, I tried telling her that still, after more than a year since she had caught me in my college apartment wearing her outfit, that no one else knew my girly little secret. I tried telling her all of it. 

She wasn’t listening. She had told me that it would be good for me to get out as Dee. That Dee was just as much a part of me as David was. 

That I needed to get more interaction with girls, especially girls who were confident in their sexuality. The type of girls who would go to a sex toy party. The type of girls who would welcome me even if they figured out what I was hiding from them. 

“It’s a safe space, Dee,” she had said. “A sexy, safe space.”

I didn’t need a safe space; my apartment was a safe space. I didn’t need a sexy space, either. Was my apartment a sexy space? It was a place I felt sexy, at least sometimes. Did I need a second location? 

Courtney seemed to think so. She had spent the rest of senior year of college trying to get me to go out. To go to a bar, even though my ID would have been all wrong. “Silly, you get a guy to buy you a drink.” 

Did I want that? Did I want guys hitting on me?

She also spent time trying to get me to go with her to her yoga class. “There are loads of hot girls in tight clothing,” she had said. “You know, since you’re not into guys.” 

But if yoga was a place for hot girls in tight clothing, what was I going to wear? If I got turned on, wouldn’t tight clothing kind of give me away?

So I never went there, either. No bar to be hit on by guys, no yoga to stare at women whose outfits I’d be jealous of.

No gym, no pool, no hiking, no movie, no walking around the school track, no dance studio, no class, no lecture, no sports game.

But apparently a sex toy party was fine? 

I crossed my legs tightly on the 6 Train, and I rattled off towards Manhattan, where Courtney lived. I kept up my bored attitude by staring at my phone, even though I could tell the Indian guy was looking up my skirt, where he probably hoped to see me flash him some panties. 

Mine were very light pink, by the way. A seamless thong that was invisible beneath my white skirt. 

I could also tell the couple next to me was uncomfortable. She was uncomfortable because I was a lot thinner than she was, and hotter. He was uncomfortable because he was trying not to stare and she was trying to get between us so he wouldn’t.

Was this what it was like for Courtney all the time? Was this what it was like for the women I was about to meet at the party? 

I was pretending to stare at my phone so intently that I almost missed my stop, and had to jump up before the doors closed. In my head, I could picture myself from everyone else’s viewpoint: the girl with blonde hair springing up from her seat so fast that her skirt flew up and flashed everyone a narrow crotch of pink fabric, hiding a secret that was not-so-secret to everyone who stayed on the train. 

I don’t know if I actually did flash an upskirt to everyone.

Part of me wishes I did.

What part of me would wish that?

Want to know what happens next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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