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“But why did they have to call me a ‘pet’?”

Uncle Walter was driving me to work again. It was my second week, and I already wanted to quit. I wanted to quit my second day. 

“These are hard men,” he said. “Some of them mean well. Some don’t. But they’re good at what they do, and they don’t like being held back. They’re just testing you.”

He put his blinker on to turn onto Eighth Street, and I stared out the window at the long line of warehouses. We splashed through all the puddles from last night’s rain. Wrightman Builders was at the very end of Eighth Street, a giant warehouse as big as an airplane hanger, where huge pre-fabricated houses were built. All the way down at that end the neighborhood was fine, but here, where Eighth Street and Commodore Avenue met, was pretty sketchy. We passed by the lot where the warehouse burned down a couple years ago, and there were already people hanging out. Two tired-looking women in short red skirts and fishnet stockings looked at us as we drove by. I loved skirts, I stared, and the women knew I was staring. 

“Terry, I don’t need to tell you you got the job because of your father. You know that already. But so do they. These guys are resentful of that. Not much goes their way. Sure, sometimes it’s their fault, but they don’t like seeing people get handouts, and they don’t like seeing people skip the line. To them, you skipped the line.” 

I didn’t ask to skip the line. I didn’t want the job. My father said it would be good for me. I don’t see how being a 120-pound weakling dragging lumber through a warehouse was good for me. What was next? Defensive lineman? I had the body of a gymnast, and not even a boy gymnast. 

“I didn’t even say anything to them, though. They’re already giving me a hard time.”

“If the new guy can take it, then they respect him more. That’s all. By the end of the Summer, some of them will be friendly if you show you don’t let this stuff bother you. They want someone reliable. Work hard, they’ll have no choice but to respect you. But these guys get judged on how much they build during the day. They have to hit their numbers. If someone prevents them from doing that, they don’t like it.” 

We pulled into the parking lot. It was full of trucks already. 

“Just try,” he said, cutting his engine and handing me the coffee from the drink holder. “When they fail, they get fired. But your name is on this building. They know you can’t fail. That’s all.” 

Uncle Walt meant well, but I felt worse. 

“You’re either going to be here after you graduate, sitting in an air conditioned office, telling them how to do their jobs, or you’re going to be someplace else telling someone else. They think you don’t get them.” 

“Is that why Dad wanted me to do this, do you think?” 

“I think he thought it couldn’t hurt.”

“This is his life, though. It’s not mine.” 

“He’s giving you the opportunity to try things and to grow. Not everyone gets that opportunity.” 

“Grandpa told me once that he didn’t want me working here. He said it was no way to earn a living.”

“Well, things were different then. Back then, they only built outside, when it was hot. Now we can pref-fab everything and work year-round. It’s still hard, but not as dangerous. Could you do what your Grandfather did when he first started out? Well, probably not. But you don't have to.” 

He took his seatbelt off and opened his door.

“Plus, you’re not giving yourself enough credit. You’ll try everything. This week it’s mounting windows, right? You’re done framing, so no more Mike Bondi, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

Mike Bondi was a framer. While he was only a year or two older than I was, he went straight from high school to Wrightman Builders. He was tall, at least 6’4”, and muscular. He threw two-by-fours around like they were nothing, and was one of the cockiest guys at work. I was not his pet. 

“I couldn’t lift anything. They made fun of my size all week.”

“You’re stronger than you think, and you’re more athletic than you think.”

“Look at this bicep!” I said. I flexed, or tried to.

“Lift with your legs. I remember watching you hit home runs, you know.”

“I only ever hit two.”

“Well I remember them both.”

“They were small fields and I was 10 years old. Once I played on the full-sized fields I couldn’t hit it out of the infield.” 

“And then you took up competitive swimming out of nowhere, and did great. I remember those races too.” 

I looked up at the three-storey building next to the giant warehouse where we built houses indoors. My father’s BMW was parked in his spot. It looked blue. I didn’t know he had a blue one. 

“Uncle Walt, why doesn't Dad ever tell me this stuff?” 

He looked at me and sighed.

“Terry, it’s one Summer. I guarantee you’ll find something you like. You can do this.” 

He hopped out of the truck. If I knew what to say to myself to psych myself up for the week, I would have said it. Instead, I just got out of the truck. 

***

“Back for more, rookie?” came a voice from behind me. 

Mike Bondi was walking with the guys everyone called T-Rex and Hobbes. I framed for a week and I never learned their real names. Although looking at T-Rex and his ratty beard that couldn’t quite hide his neck and face tattoos, I could easily see him coming from the kind of parents who would name their son T-Rex for real. He was a scrawny guy in his thirties who drank a lot of energy drinks and who looked like he was in his fifties. Hobbes and Mike were high school football buddies. While Mike was on his first job out of high school, Hobbes was on his fifth or sixth. Other than how much he drank the night before, all he ever talked about was high school football. 

Bondi gave me a little shove and it was enough to push me into Clark Woodruff, who was explaining what I’d be doing to help Spider and Tom install windows. 

“New boots?” Mike asked, and both Hobbes and T-Rex laughed. Bondi asked me that several times a day last week, and everyone in framing would laugh as if they’d never heard the joke before. I looked down at my feet. You couldn’t hide brand new boots. 

“I see you’ve met Bondi,” Clark said as I regained my balance. 

“I framed last week,” I said. 

“Was one week enough?” 

“Plenty.” 

“Those guys are good, but they’re a little rough,” he said. 

“Tell me about it.” 

He went over everything again. Help swing the wall into place, lock it in between the grips, test it like this, make sure the screws are ready, keep the cords away from people’s feet, stay between these lines on the floor. Simple, simple. 

“We’re about to get going here, but do me a favor. Go to the back and grab two packs of shims.”

“Sure,” I said. “Uh, what do they look like?”

He stared at me for a second and shook his head. “They’re long, tapered wooden wedges. Two packs should do it for what we need to do this morning.” 

OK, I could do that. Wedges. In the back. Got it.

Once he explained what a shim was, I felt like some of his instructions on installing windows made more sense, but Clark never paused and asked me if I understood anything. He just talked and kept going. I didn’t want to let on that a builder’s son didn’t know what a shim was. 

Is that what the rest of my Summer would be? People assuming I knew something? Or were they deliberately trying to point out that I knew nothing, waiting for me to ask and embarrass myself? I didn’t know which of those was worse, but I’d find out. 

“Look out!” 

Suddenly I was whisked off my feet and moved, just as a forklift turned a corner and a few long boards swept through the area where I was just walking.

It took a second to realize what had just happened. Mike Bondi had grabbed me with one arm and pulled me out of the way. He looked down on me, still holding me around the stomach. Everyone at the stations closest to us stopped what they were doing to stare at us. 

“If you’re going to walk through this area, you stay between the lines of tape on the floor,” he said under his breath, pointing with his chin to where some black and yellow tape on the concrete floor marked out a walkway.  

“Uh, OK,” I said. “I didn’t know.” 

“I know you’re Walt’s pet and everything, but you need to be careful or you’re going to get hurt. Think, rookie, think.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “I could have been hurt.”

“I could have let you,” he said, releasing me from his grip. If he was that strong with one arm, what could he have done with two?
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I had tried my best with the windows, but I was rattled, and not just by my near-miss with the forklift. It was everything: my experience the week before, the fact that my father never really asked me if I wanted to do this, all the way to me feeling like I had a target on me every time I walked across the floor. At least now I was staying between the lines when I did that.  

But more, Uncle Walt was honest that morning, spelling out what I already kind of knew, but that no one had told me. Honesty hurt sometimes. 

Ultimately, Mike Bondi may have been hard to take, but he was right about two things: I was careless and could have been hurt, and my boots were clean. How could people respect a builder with new boots? You couldn’t. You could tell they hadn’t built anything yet. 

By the time my lunch break rolled around, I had an idea. Clark and I had the same break, and when he asked if I wanted to go sit with him, I said no thanks; I was going to go for a walk instead, just to get outside.

Some of the ladies in the business office did it on sunny days, wearing sneakers with their dresses, and after the rain we had all weekend, it was nice to get outside. 

But more than that, I was going to break in my boots. 

I walked to Eighth Street and scuffed my heels on the parking lot the whole way. I scraped the sides of my boots against the curb, alternating between walking on the sidewalk and walking in the street. Occasionally, a car would drive by and I’d have to get back against a building to avoid being splashed as it drove through a puddle in the road, but as soon as it passed by I’d shuffle through the puddle, getting my boots a little muddy with street grime. 

It was a beautiful day, I wasn’t in the warehouse, I wasn’t making a mistake, and I was breaking in my boots so Mike Bondi couldn’t make that stupid joke anymore. 

Eventually I looked up and realized I had wandered a little too close to Commodore Ave, and I stopped on the sidewalk, ready to turn back. There were people around, hanging out, smoking, drinking from paper bags, and a couple people looked passed out in front of a little booth that looked like it used to be for a parking lot attendant from back when there was a reason to come here.  

“You want a good time, sailor?” I heard a woman’s voice say to me from behind the attendant’s booth. She was one of the women from earlier that morning, wearing a red skirt and fishnet stockings. 

“Viv, shit, what are you thinking?” a man’s voice said instantly. “This kid doesn’t want a good time. This kid looks like he is the good time.” 

“Marcus, shut the fuck up,” the lady in the fishnets said. “Sweetie, you lost?” 

I didn’t look like a professional builder. Something told me that they wouldn’t have asked Clark or Bondi if they were lost. 

“No,” I said. “I was out for a walk, and I was thinking. I guess I wasn’t paying attention and walked too far.”

“Sugar, no one comes out here to think.” 

She laughed a hoarse laugh, and I heard the man laugh. She reminded me a little of T-Rex. She was either in great shape for 50 or had lived a hard life by 30. Either way, I didn’t want a good time with her at any age.  

“Back to work,” I said to no one. “Have a good one.” 

I hoped my boots didn’t look so new anymore. 

“Hey man, fuck y’all,” another man slurred from the stoop. 

Neighborhoods like this always frightened me a little, as there was no way I would be able to defend myself if someone were to threaten me. What was I going to do, run? In these boots? And if I had to confront someone who wanted to rob me, what was I going to do? Get robbed, that’s what. I was little, scrawny, and wearing work clothes that were too big, which made me look even smaller, not tougher. 

During the day, sure, things were probably safer here that I thought. Would these people risk doing something out in broad daylight? But these didn’t look like reasonable people I could argue with if I got into trouble. 

Although, what did reasonable people look like? My father certainly wasn’t reasonable, and he was better educated and wore far nicer clothes than these people were wearing. 

And speaking of far nicer clothing, I was glad for my walk down here, because I did confirm what I had thought when I saw that red skirted woman in the morning: I owned the same skirt. 

Well, mine was pink. But it was the same miniskirt: cotton and spandex, ending just above the knee, slightly ribbed, $13.99, free shipping. 

I had always worried that I didn’t look feminine in it since I didn’t have hips, but that woman Viv was too skinny for hips too, and she looked fine in it. In fact, I’m sure I looked better than her because I looked twenty whether dressed as a boy or a girl. 

I kind of knew why my father got me the job at his company, and it could all be traced back to when I didn’t do a great enough job getting my eye makeup off. 

I can explain.

I had gone home for Christmas, and he commented on how my eyebrows looked different (I had them shaped), and then he paused, staring at me, seeing the remnants of my eye liner and eye shadow, but not saying anything. I had dressed up in my dorm room the night before, knowing that I couldn’t bring any of my outfits home and that it would be the last time I could dress up until the next semester started. I got completely glammed up in a blonde wig, makeup, a black cocktail dress, and killer three-inch heels. I felt tall. I looked nothing like myself. I danced by myself in a nearly empty dorm building, feeling the stress of finals week melt away as I ran my hands over the curves of my body that the dress gave me. I had badly needed it. 

And the next day, hours away from where I had folded that dress back into its trunk, my father had stared at me, seeing that I hadn’t quite destroyed all the evidence. Quickly, I had to make up a story about being an extra for a Christmas play that ran the night before. I just had to stand there and be an elf, I told him, and I guess I didn’t get all the stage makeup off.

He changed the subject. A few weeks later when I was leaving to go back to school, he told me that I’d work for him over the Summer on the floor, and I somehow knew he didn’t believe my story. I mean, really: a Christmas elf? Would I have believed me? 

Did he think that being around guys like T-Rex, Hobbes, and Mike Bondi all Summer was going to turn me into a real man? 

I still had a couple blocks to go until I got back to work. I had my own notions of turning into something, but it wasn’t a real man, whatever that was. 
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The rest of the day was a slow parade of different sized windows. I held some in place while Spider drilled, Spider held some while Tom shimmed, Tom held some while Spider caulked. 

We had to move the walls to where the lift operator could move them into position where they could be drywalled, and they were heavy, even if we had the walls on what looked like long skateboards and we could maneuver them pretty easily. 

By the time 5 O’clock came, I was pretty spent, and my arms burned from exertion. I zoned out the whole drive home, and Uncle Walt let me. 

“I’ll pick you up in the morning. Same time,” he said as he put the truck in Park right in front of my building. 

Well, my father’s building. 

“You don’t have to do that,” I said. “I mean, I appreciate it, but I have my own car and–”

He held his hand up. “I told your Dad I’d do it. It’s on the way, it’s no trouble. Save your money.”

“OK,” I said. “See you in the morning.” 

His truck roared off and I was left to walk up the stairs to the one-bedroom apartment I was staying in for the Summer, where I would swap my overly manly outfit for an overly feminine one. 

The trunk I kept my outfits and makeup in was locked, and I kept it in the closet that served as a pantry. I had covered it with bags of chips, and you couldn’t even tell it was there; it just looked like another shelf. But I had to do it; based on how suspicious my father was of me that night, I wouldn’t have put it past him to snoop around. After all, he owned the place and had a key.

Well, he’d send someone else to snoop, but still. 

I locked and deadbolted the door, took off the boots that looked a little more worn, and decided I’d keep the dirty theme going a little and just wear the same pair of jeans the next day; they had some grease and caulk on them, and I didn’t want to wash either off. 

It was hot in my apartment, as my father asked me to not run the air conditioning all day if I wasn’t going to be there. And that meant that I needed an outfit that wouldn’t make me sweat while the apartment cooled down. I had a couple bathing suits in the trunk, and while I had never worn one outside, I knew I wanted to. 

Eventually. But today, it was a red bikini. 

Uncle Walt was right earlier: swimming changed my life. I don’t really remember my best races, or even how much I improved my times. No, what I remember was seeing Cassie Stemple in her racerback one-piece bathing suit. I remember watching Eddy Rodriguez change, stuffing his huge cock into his little diving briefs. I remember seeing Joel Bateman’s six-pack for the first time. Why would I have seen it in school? What else was he hiding? What else were other people hiding? 

Swimming for me meant bodies, lots of them, all kinds, up close, sleek, and hot. We were all hairless to reduce drag, even the guys who got the most girls. There was nothing masculine or feminine about it. It just was. 

The girls who did the butterfly had broad shoulders. The guys who did the front crawl, like me, were narrow and leggy. The whole team used to joke that Felix Romero had the tightest ass in the group, and he used to get good luck swats from the other seniors, even the girls.

I stood and looked at myself in the mirror, wearing the red bikini and my blonde wig, glad I kept myself hairless even though I didn’t swim anymore. I did not like hairy men’s men like I was surrounded by at work; they had nothing on the defined, sculpted bodies from swimming, girls or boys. No stubble, no chest hair spilling out of a collar, no hairy forearms. No, nothing but slick, powerful muscle. 

I had fantasized about nearly everyone on those swim teams, though I never dated anyone. Back then, Cassie looked like she could hurt me, and part of me didn't mind. I’d have wet dreams about being on my back, Joel Bateman above me, fucking me, and I’d be rubbing my hands all over his abs. I didn’t know what his dick looked like, but I saw the outline of it in his swim shorts and I could imagine it inside of me.

We all knew what Eddy had between his legs, and at first, it made me curious. How could it not? Then curiosity moved to wonder. 

It never went further than wonder with anyone, and to this day, I regret it. I didn’t know who I wanted, and didn’t know what I wanted them to do, but I didn’t even try to find out. Thinking sexual thoughts about all my teammates made it harder for me to talk to them; how do you carry on a conversation with someone after dreaming about them ravaging you? You don’t. You can’t. 

And reliving those thoughts while in my bikini was making my sexual frustration obvious, as my cock was trying to grow in my bikini but couldn’t. In the mirror I watched as my little red bulge twitched and throbbed. 

Even with no makeup on, I still looked feminine. The wig helped, but it was really the shape of my face, my cheekbones, and my thin eyebrows that did it. I didn’t look like I spent the day framing a wall with two-by-fours, or installing windows, or sweating while holding up a whole wall. No other guy at Wrightman looked like me. 

There were bodies at work, but not the kind I wanted to see naked. Most of the guys, especially the older guys, had let themselves go. It was a lot of stained denim, blue or brown. Some guys wore coveralls. Camo was everywhere, and if someone wasn’t wearing camo, they were wearing plaid. 

By the time Uncle Walt brought me back home each day, I had had enough of sawdust, caulk, sweat, tobacco, stories of beer, and stories about what they’d done to women, which were probably stories about what they'd like to do to women. Some of these men were married, some were divorced, but many seemed hard, covered in sharp edges. They carried knives. The next guy carried a bigger knife. 

Did my father want that for me? Did he hire me because he saw how soft I was? Each day I’d get home, drag my trunk out of the pantry, and put an end to the workday by bringing myself back into balance. That meant pink, fishnet, lace, or satin. It meant skin-tight, floral, delicate, and lively. I could still be Terry, but I could finally exhale. 

Most of the time I would dress and simply be, not needing to play with myself. This was a good thing, as it meant that I could live comfortably, without any sexual distraction, however I chose to live. Sometimes, though, getting dressed up as a girl meant that I had some sexual longing that needed to be addressed, and since I had no partner of my own, there was only one way for me to address it. 

Then one day I invented another way of addressing it. 

It didn’t take me long after moving into the apartment to discover my new favorite way to masturbate. If I took my cordless, wand-style vibrator and wedged it between the couch cushions, then I could stand behind the couch and reach the vibrating head with my crotch. If I wore my favorite black heels, I would be tall enough to lower myself onto it and grind while it buzzed, and I’d cum, while soft, right in my panties. I couldn’t masturbate as a girl, and I never felt right jerking myself off as a guy, but this did the trick. 

After laying out my dirty work outfit for the next day, I pranced around the apartment in my red bikini, feeling light years away from the hellish, overly-masculine work floor of my unwanted job. I lotioned myself up, filling the small apartment with the smell of coconut and lime, which was infinitely sexier than caulk. I slipped into my heels, got my vibrating wand into position, and lowered myself onto it, turning it on low. 

On its lowest setting, the rumble was plenty to start me off in the right direction. 

I propped myself up with my arms and felt the sensations thrum below. 

At this low of a setting, it felt like an animal-like growling between my thighs, a low, throaty hum. I worked the bulge of my crotch over it, gasping at how different it felt when hitting the head of my cock directly, versus how it felt when nestled right up against the base of it. I spread my legs a little more and pushed more of myself into it; it could take more of my weight without coming loose from the cushions.

After a few minutes I flicked the switch and set it to the middle setting. This was slightly higher in pitch, and it almost tickled as I dragged the head of my soft cock against it. The sound of the vibrator was more urgent at this speed, matching the way that the lowest setting got me started and sent me off towards orgasm. 

I closed my eyes and thought about muscles, about showering in a group, about tight clothing, about taut, well-defined bodies. I started to have less control over my thoughts. 

I thought about a hand moving over my back. I pictured Joel Bateman touching his own six-pack with a firm press of his hand. I thought of a tight pair of white panties, flexing as a hidden dick unloaded spurt after spurt of cum that squeezed through the fabric and dripped onto an unseen floor. 

I spent very little time on that middle setting, moving on to the highest speed, which was almost a violent scream of sound that showed no mercy. It was powerful, it was concentrated in one tiny spot that amplified intense feelings all over my abdomen. I ground onto it as hard as I knew I could go, and held still, waiting for the high-pitched buzzing to take me the rest of the way. It was slapping Felix Romero’s tight ass, it was a slick hand running across the wet crotch of a smooth bathing suit, it was an open-mouthed gasp, it was…

…Mike Bondi running his hand up my chest after grabbing me across the stomach. 

No. 

No, it could not be that.

And just then, when I snapped out of my daydreams, the battery of the vibrator died, and the familiar “No Power” pattern blinked up at me from below as I opened my eyes and felt echoes of the vibrations and for the next few minutes I caught my breath. 

I backed off of the vibrator, and looked down at my now-large bulge. I couldn’t do anything about it now, not if Mike Bondi was in my thoughts. I had my pride.  

The heels came off, and I sank a few inches to the floor. 

I was not going to masturbate with Mike Bondi in my head. I was close to climax, but I was not that desperate. 

I plugged in the vibrator to charge, changed out of my bikini into some leggings and a sweatshirt, and started to make dinner.   

It took a long time for my erection to go down. 
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“What do you mean I’m back in framing?” I asked.

We were all standing by one of the loading bays, and hadn’t gone inside yet. We could tell something was wrong as soon as we pulled in the parking lot. Uncle Walt was rubbing his hand on his stubble and I could hear the sandpaper scratch. Clark Woodruff was doing the same, and I could hear the scratch of his beard too. T-Rex just stood there.

I had nothing to scratch. I never did. 

“We’re down a man, and you were just there. It’s easier for me to do this than move someone else. The window guys can spare you, and no one else here has framed.” 

“I’ve done it for one week!”

“That makes you a veteran,” T-Rex laughed. 

The rest of us didn’t laugh. 

“How are we down a man?”

“Hobbes is…out,” Uncle Walt said. 

Bondi looked at the ground. I looked back at T-Rex, who motioned with one hand like he was taking a drink from an invisible beverage. 

DWI? 

Shit, that sucked. I mean, it was his own fault, probably, but this was not the first time he screwed up. 

“We’ve got a rough day ahead of us, guys,” Bondi said, nodding at Uncle Walt. 

Walt nodded back, then looked at me. “Like I said, Terry, you got this.” 

“I need a minute,” I said.

“You got 30 seconds, rookie,” Bondi said.

I went inside and headed to the bathroom. I didn’t have to go, but for some reason I needed a mirror. I stood there and looked at myself. If I were my father, I wouldn’t have believed me, either. I mean, who the hell stands in for a play and then leaves their makeup on? I couldn’t even describe anything from the play other than I was an elf. 

I was as tall as an elf, probably. Elves looked feminine; I had that. I didn’t have the pointy ears, but I had the grace. 

I did not need grace this morning. I needed strength, mental and physical. I needed to work with guys I thought I was through with, at a job I didn’t want, to make a wall I’d never see once it went in a house.  

But wait a minute. That wall paid for my college, or helped pay for it. Some small part of that wall came back to me. They were never my walls, but I’d make one this morning, and then another. The walls paid for my college, they paid for my apartment. Since I got money from my Dad, the walls even paid for the bikini I wore last night, along with the vibrator that I forgot was still charging in my living room. It paid for Uncle Walt’s truck that he drove me here in. 

I didn’t even look at the schedule on the wall to see how many walls we needed to frame today to stay on schedule, but whatever the number, it may have meant more to Bondi and T-Rex, but it mattered to me too. 

“You ready, rookie?” T-Rex asked as I came out of the bathroom.

“I will be if you have an extra energy drink,” I said.

“Attaboy,” he said, and tossed me one from his cooler. 

It was disgusting. 

Its flavor was “Cool Green,” whatever that was. It tasted like…expired honey? Was that a…broccoli aftertaste? He watched for my approval, and I felt like I had to say something. 

“That hits harder than coffee,” is what I came up with.

“It’ll help you focus,” he said. “We need it.” 

Luckily it wasn’t as much as a can of soda, and I choked it down. It was longer than a can of soda, but not as wide. Before I knew it, I had an image of Eddy Rodriguez swinging his fat dick around the locker room after a meet, and I shook my head to banish the thought. I never did finish myself off after the vibrator battery problem; I didn’t need these kinds of distractions if I needed to work. 

We walked out to the framing area and Bondi nodded at the can in my hand.

“Stay sharp, gents,” he said. 

That’s when I felt that something was wrong. The room didn’t feel right. It felt still. I looked around, but couldn’t put my finger on it. T-Rex felt it too.

“It’s too warm in here,” he said. “Christ, is the AC off?” 

Other guys must have felt it too, as everyone was looking up at the vents. 

“Walt, what the goddamn,” Bondi said as Uncle Walt walked by. 

“We know,” he said. “HVAC guys will be here in a little bit. Compressor’s down.”

Bondi leaned on our work table and ran his hands through his hair. “Fucking Hobbes,” he muttered. He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, then snapped them open. “Let’s do it,” he said, and we got to work. 

We started with the short walls, just to get things checked off our manifest. We eventually had to start on the longer walls, or the ones that needed window and door framing, but we started simple. I think they were all garage walls first. 

An hour later, we were dripping with sweat. I was starting to soak through. T-Rex was getting there. Bondi looked like he had taken a shower. His t-shirt was drenched, and stuck to his skin. I could see how defined his muscles were, something that was usually hidden under his clothes; he had large pecs, broad shoulders, and a flat stomach. 

Every fifteen minutes, the room was a few degrees warmer, and the tension rose. After walking the third wall up to where we could get the floaters to cart it off, Mike snapped.

“Rookie, go fucking faster.”

I was hot. I was tired. My arms burned and felt noodly. That energy drink gave me more than energy. 

“Mike, I’m not as tall as you. If we go at your speed, the wall flexes because I can’t keep up. Do it at my speed, we only lose a few seconds, and it’s safer.” 

“No fucking way.”

I stopped and looked at him. “If I throw my back out trying to prevent my end from whipping forward because you won’t slow down, then you’re screwed. We’re screwed. You already have a Hobbes problem; you want one more?”

He opened his mouth to say something, but T-Rex spoke first. 

“Mike, he’s right.” 

“Fine,” Mike said, shaking his head. “We’ll go slower and get more done. Let’s see it in action.” 

I’d love to say it saved us an hour, but what did it save? Four seconds every hour when we’d finish a wall? It was more about pacing ourselves and staying focused. 

“Listen up!” I heard Uncle Walt bark from one end of the floor. The whole enormous room stopped moving at once, and everyone listened. “We’re all hot, this sucks, and I get it. The HVAC guys are here to fix the AC. We’re all sweaty. We have some old t-shirts in the break room if you need to change, and I’m bringing coolers of water around. In a year, this will all be funny.” 

“Well it ain’t funny now,” Bondi said under his breath, wiping his sweaty forehead with a sweaty arm. 

“Take lunch,” Uncle Walt said, handing me a cold water bottle. 

After a quick trip to the bathroom, I walked into the break room to grab my lunch cooler. I felt sweat dripping down my back. I was tired, I was hot, I felt gross, and I still had the whole afternoon left. I had risked the ire of Bondi by telling him what to do, and he did it.  

Bondi and T-Rex were already in there, rooting around a box of old t-shirts to swap theirs.

“You want one?” T-Rex asked when he saw me.

“If there’s an extra-small,” I said, looking down at myself.

“Boy, you really are a pet,” laughed Bondi, tossing me a faded, reddish-pink shirt. “Best I can do’s a medium. Tuck it in. It’s dry.” 

In front of all of us, he reached his arms over his head, behind his back, and pulled his wet, sweaty shirt off. 

I caught my breath.

Mike Bondi was ripped. 

Bondi had no chest hair, and did not look at all like I thought he would with his shirt off.

Although, why did I think about what he’d look like with no shirt? For some reason I thought he’d have chest hair, that he’d be yet another aging high school football athlete who watched his youthful muscle get hidden, little by little, under a layer of fat. But no, Mike Bondi was chiseled, his upper body a sheen of sweat. 

Like he’d just climbed out of a pool. 

I realized I was staring, but no one caught me. 

“You impress your football team with that hairless chest?” T-Rex said.

“Didn’t have to,” Bondi shot back. “They weren’t looking at my chest.” 

He winked at me and put his new shirt on. 

All of us stood around the break room wearing our new-to-us but long-forgotten-about Wrightman Builders Summer BBQ t-shirts, all with different years printed on them. The mood was lighter. 

On the long walk back to the framing area, I had to take a deep breath to clear my mind of what I’d seen. Just as I had to get Eddy Rodriguez’ giant cock out of my mind earlier in order to stay focused, now I had to stop thinking about Mike Bondi’s sculpted physique. With his shirt off, he looked like a stronger version of all the guys on my swim teams. 

That was a problem, and I didn’t want that problem, not at that moment. 

We powered through the rest of the day. We heard the compressor turn on around 3, and the whole room gave a big cheer. We gave the HVAC team an ovation as they walked out, and they bowed, waving like they were beauty queens in a parade. 

We never felt the temperature of the room drop, since it was too big, so we worked as hard as we could and then nearly all soaked our second shirts of the day. By the time the guys came by to wheel our last wall off, we were spent. 

A few guys had gone down the street to buy cases of beer, and slowly, people walked out to their trucks to call it a day, but not before they blew off some steam in the parking lot. I grabbed my empty lunch cooler and went out to wait for Uncle Walt in the parking lot. It was going to be a few degrees cooler outside anyway.

“Hey, rookie,” I heard from behind me. It was Bondi. He had his fist out. It took me a second to realize he wanted me to bump it. 

“You did good. Here,” he said, holding a beer out.

“Oh, thanks,” I said, “but I’d better not.”

“No? Too early for you? Shit, you should see when T-Rex starts sometimes.”

They laughed, and Mike handed the beer to T-Rex instead. 

“You gonna be back later?” T-Rex asked him, voice lowered.

“Damn right,” Bondi said, climbing into his truck. 

“Why’s he coming back?” I asked as we watched him pull out of the parking lot, one of his tail lights out. T-Rex finished his beer. 

“Bondi don’t give a shit, man,” he said. “Days like this, he needs to get his anger out. Gets one of the hookers up the street. He gets stressed enough, he’ll fuck anything that walks.” 

“Oh. I think I saw one yesterday, at lunch.”

“Man, if you seen one in the daytime then she ain’t charging much. Only ones I’d touch come out at night. Bondi comes back then.” 

“They better looking?”

“Hell, it’s dark then. Does it matter? They dress better and they do it in the alleys. There’s even a tranny. Bondi’s fucked her too.” 

“A what?”

“Tranny. Chick with a dick. She’s hotter than hell and probably hung better than most guys at work. Like I say, Bondi don’t give a shit.” 

“Huh,” I said. Chick with a dick. I felt my little nub flutter in my underwear. 

“You ready, bud?” Uncle Walt called from the building. T-Rex hid his beer behind him. 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“I’ll see you, pal,” T-Rex said, backing towards his truck. “Be good.”

Be good? Pal? 

The whole drive back to my place I couldn’t stop thinking about Mike Bondi. How ripped he was. How he winked at me, and said I did a good job. How he worked out his stress by fucking people. How he even fucked someone like me. 

In a way, he approved of both of me today.

At that moment, all of me felt good. Not because I needed his approval, but because I knew that my need to deal with stress while dressed as a girl was just a preference; other people had their own preferences. Some people, like Hobbes, made choices that hurt themselves, or hurt others. Bondi’s preferences were between consenting adults. 

By the time Uncle Walt dropped me off at my place, I had a plan forming. 
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I may have worn a dirty uniform on purpose for one day, but that little experiment needed to end. I had soaked through two shirts, and as soon as I got into my apartment, everything came off and went right in the laundry. 

I stood in front of my little washing machine, completely naked, and looked down at my body. I was still sweaty from the day. I felt grimy, I was sore, and I felt like a dirty young man. I looked like a sad, dirty young man. I wanted to feel like a clean young woman, and that meant a bath. While I soaked, I could work out the details of my plan. 

I was already hairless, but I slid a razor over the usual trouble spots anyway, and when I was done, I was dolphin-smooth all over, and no longer smelled like wood, grease, caulk, or sweaty men. 

The bath gave me time to think. My whole swimming career came and went and I never acted on any of my urges, never did anything at all about my attraction to other people. I hid everything from everyone, from my father, to Uncle Walt, to the old swim team, even to the guys I worked with now. They had no idea who Terry Wrightman was, other than the obvious. 

Terry Wrightman was a lot of things: son, student, nephew, coworker, friend. I was a lot of things, only most of them stayed private, and that was going to change. 

The bath water had gone cold by the time I was done working it all out, and by the time I ate a quick dinner, did my makeup, chose my outfit, slinked into it, and fought off daydreams of being manhandled by a group of naked, hairless men, I was the horniest I had ever been. I had gotten almost painfully close to orgasm before my vibrator battery died, and I needed to get off, badly. The only solution was a very small, very tight thong that kept my little cock confined to a small bulge between my legs. 

It had started to get dark as I stared at myself in the mirror. I was a hot blonde woman in a pink skirt and black heels, out on the prowl to finally make good on my fantasy of Joel Bateman fucking me. Mike Bondi was going to help.

He works out his needs, I work out mine. 

And for this to happen, I needed to be back on Eighth Street before it got dark so I stood a chance of getting picked up by him. 

I looked way better than Viv, though the skirt was the same. I looked inviting, I looked sultry, and I looked like I was about to get what I wanted. Was this how I looked when I would dress up by myself and stay inside, when I wouldn’t get what I wanted? Could I have gotten what I wanted before? Did I even know what I wanted?

The last thing I needed was my little purse, which was large enough for a condom, a bottle of lube, and a steak knife I grabbed from the kitchen. I wasn’t going to be that far down Eighth Street, but in heels I wasn’t exactly going to be in good shape to run or defend myself, not that I would have fared better as the usual me.  

I leaned my blonde head against my front door. Again, I didn’t know what to say to get myself moving, but the thought of living another day with regrets was enough to blur over the act of opening the door. Before I knew I had even done it, I was halfway down the stairs and about to step outside for the first time ever as a girl. 

It was cooler out than I thought it was going to be. I could hear traffic on all sides, some hidden highway nearby bringing people someplace, and they had no idea that just a few feet from them, I had just come outside dressed in a skirt. I felt the air on my body and glanced around. Nobody was out, and nobody was there to see me. 

I drove my car all the way down Eighth Street and got to the Wrightman building. 

My plan was…what was my plan?

Well, it was to wait for Bondi, that was clear. I thought I’d park at Wrightman, walk up Eighth Street towards Commodore, and hide in an alley between two buildings. Then when Bondi would walk by, I’d get picked up. Simple. 

Except that was Dad’s BMW, still parked at the business building, lights on in a couple windows on the top floor. I could not park my car here, as I could not risk him seeing my car if he left work any time soon. 

I needed to change the plan quickly, as Bondi’s truck wasn’t on Eighth Street, and neither was it in the Wrightman parking lot. So I had time, but how much? 

I turned the car around, headed back towards Commodore, but turned down one of the alleys that would take me to Seventh Street. Seventh Street was really more of a service road for the warehouses on Eighth and Sixth Streets, and it was well-lit enough by all of the loading docks that it didn’t take long to find a place to park my car. As I turned my body to get out of my car, I could feel my cock start to throb. I needed this to happen, and soon. 

The alley seemed perfect. There were large warehouses on both the Commodore and Wrightman sides of the alley, but on the Wrightman side there was a metal staircase that led up to a side door, giving plenty of space to hide out of sight and wait for Mike to walk by. If he was going to walk by. It occurred to me as I settled under the stairs and stared out at Eighth Street that my entire plan relied on him driving down to Wrightman and parking his truck there. 

There had to be easier ways to get laid, but I didn’t know them. So far in my life, this was the closest I had ever come to being in the right place at the right time. 

A truck drove by towards Wrightman, but it went too fast for me to see if the tail light was out. I had to play the waiting game now, and I could almost count the seconds by counting the times my little dicklet would try and grow in my panties. It wanted out, and had nowhere to go. 

What was I going to say? Bondi’s “they weren’t looking at my chest” comeback from earlier was the kind of quick one-liner I needed. I was around that kind of talk all my life, and I was sure I could remember enough of those lines to make this work. They were memorable because I wished I had said them. Now I could pretend they were my idea. 

Then I heard footsteps approaching from the direction of Wrightman. 

My heart was pounding in my chest, and I knew that there was no time to make a decision.

“Looking for a good time, sugar?” I said. I didn’t remember if that’s what Viv said to me, but it didn’t matter. 

It was Mike, and he stopped to look at me.

“You’re not Felicia,” he said after a second or two. 

“No,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “But I can help you blow off some steam.” 

“Felicia up the street?” he asked.

“Haven’t seen her,” I said, which was true. 

“I’m not sure I know you,” he said.

“I’m Katie,” I said, not sure where that name came from. 

“Katie,” he said. “You don’t look big enough to hold much steam.” 

“I do fine,” I said. “Plus I have something…extra.”

“Oh?” he said. “What kind of extra?”

“I think you know the kind I mean,” I said, and I rubbed my bulge through my skirt. 

“Let me see it,” he said.

Slowly I lifted the hem of my skirt until I could feel the night air on my little lace package. Still holding my hem, I started backing towards the side staircase in the alley. I could see him hesitate, then he followed. 

We got close to the stairwell and he stopped. “There anyone else in there?” he asked, poking his head in. 

“No,” I said. “But there’s room for two if you want to be one of them.” Eddy had said that once. It was a good line, and now it was mine. 

“It usually costs $75 to blow off steam” he said.

“That sounds about right,” I said, and then drew a sharp intake of breath because at that moment Mike reached down and gave my bulge a squeeze. I felt something drip out of me. 

“Oooh,” he said. “You feel ready to me.” I had been ready for two days, and his little squeeze was enough to send me to orbit. 

He spun me around and rubbed his hands down my front, starting with my chest and getting tantalizingly close to my panties before he did it all over again. The threat of being touched caused my cock to throb again, and I felt another little droplet squeeze out of my tip. 

I felt behind me until I found his crotch, then gave him a rub. Through his jeans I could feel the hard outline of his own cock, much bigger than mine, but also ready to go. 

I reached into the purse and brought out the bottle of lube and handed it to him over my shoulder. 

“Not yet, sweetie,” he said. “We got to see what we’re working with here.” 

He grabbed my wrists and raised them over my head so that I could grab on to the metal landing above me, and he shoved his knee between my legs, spreading them apart. Then I felt him move behind me, and both of his hands moved to my ass, spreading my cheeks apart. 

“Oooh, look at that tight little hole,” he said, and before I knew what was happening, I felt his tongue trace a slow circle around it, and my knees buckled. If I hadn’t been holding on to the landing, I would have fallen. 

My God, he kept going. He traced a circle again, and again, and again, all around my tight little asshole. I felt myself, slick with his spit, start to open for him, and then he was working his tongue in and out, little by little, and I felt myself flex and throb in my panties, unable to grow hard to match the excitement I felt. 

Then I felt one of his fingers slide inside me, and it slowly went in and out, massaging just inside me, and I wanted to clench down on it as hard as I could. Every time I did, I felt another little bit of precum make its way to my panties. I wanted to get them out of the way so I could cum, but I also didn’t want to let go of the landing. 

“Damn girl,” I heard him say, and I turned around to see him peeling the wrapper off the lube with his teeth. “Am I your first of the night?”

“Go easy on me,” I said.

“Don’t worry, I have no plans to,” he said, and he took the condom from my hand. 

Moments later, something firm, and very, very wide tried to sneak its way into me. 

I let it. 

As it slid in, it was opening me up wider than I thought was possible. Mike was going slowly, but it was still starting to feel overwhelming, and I curled my toes as tightly as my heels would let me. 

“Almost there,” he said into my ear. “Good girl, almost there.” 

I was seeing stars as he went in the whole way, with a quick, searing feeling of fire that quickly subsided and became a feeling of being the most full I had ever felt. I was hanging on to the metal landing with both hands, holding on for dear life as Bondi started to work his way back out. The pain of being stretched to the limit was a memory now, and all I felt was his hard cock sliding out, ready to give me more. Each time he backed out, I already missed the feeling of him being deep inside me. 

“Damn, you’re so tight,” he said. 

“You’re huge,” I said, not sure if he was really bigger than Eddy. Did it matter? 

He increased his pace and I could feel him slide all the way, and almost all the way out again. He held me across my neck as he pumped me from behind, and I longed for my cock to be set free. It felt like he was stroking me from within, and I needed to be let out.

I let go of the landing with one hand and tried to reach between my legs.

“Oh, no you don’t,” he laughed, and he grabbed both of my wrists. 

Still pushed all the way inside me, he walked us out from under the landing and got to the metal stairs. He bent me over and pushed me into a stair tread, then grabbed both of my hips and started thrusting harder, furiously smacking into my ass as he pumped. 

Again I tried to reach between my legs, and this time he didn’t say a word, just reached his own hands there first, and tore open the front of my panties so my little dick could flap out in the open. 

It slapped me in the abdomen as he fucked me harder and harder, and I could feel his balls hitting mine as he plowed into me. 

I could feel a wave of pleasure start to build from deep within, and he helped me chase after it with every thrust. 

“God damn,” he groaned, and I felt a drip of his sweat land on my back. He kept going, getting more and more forceful, harder, and I closed my eyes. Did it matter who I imagined? I imagined Joel, Eddy, even tried to imagine what Mike looked like behind me as he used my hole for his own pleasure. I felt the little wave inside me start to build, and it got bigger, and stronger, and moved from deep inside me, all the way to my cock, then all the way to the tip, where I had leaked precum all over myself. 

I could feel it build and build in my cock, now flapping in every direction as Mike got closer and closer to his own release. 

At once I felt a great pressure build, then immediately let go, and I felt an orgasm start to flex and pulse my cock as it flapped all over. I was spraying cum everywhere. It was hitting me in the belly, from below, was hitting me in the legs, and was landing on the stairs. I was spurting with every thrust, and I was letting years of pressure out of my body all at once. Every lost opportunity came out of me at the same time, and I had never cum so much at once in my entire life.

Mike groaned as my spurts started to slow, and his thrusts grew shorter and more intense as he neared his own edge. I felt him smack my ass once, hard, and a little zap of pleasure shook my entire body. He did it again, and it echoed in the alley and shook my body with electricity again. 

“Oh God, I’m gonna explode,” he groaned, and I felt him start to flex inside me. He pulsed again and again, and I felt every mighty contraction of his deep inside me, as he was buried to the hilt in my ass. He was squeezing my hips hard, pushing me down into the stairs as the last of his orgasm left him, and he was still. 

Neither of us moved for what felt like an hour. I could feel him getting soft inside me, and I eventually needed to get my knees off of the metal staircase. 

I clenched as I felt him slide out of me, and I felt used. I’m sure I had bruises on my knees, red handprints on my ass, and even bruises on my hips from where he had grabbed me hard and not let go. I was his plaything after he needed to let out his stress. I let out my own; I could still feel it dripping out of me. 

“When are you working again?” he finally asked as I dismounted and watched him lean against the wall, reaching into his pocket and holding out some money. 

“I’m not sure,” I said, pulling my skirt back down. “I’m not here all the time.” 

“That was the tightest ass I’ve ever fucked,” he said. “How can I know when you’re working again?”  

“I’ll know,” I said, blew him a kiss, and walked down the alley to where my car was, leaving him leaning against the building with his pants around his ankles. Even in the relative darkness, I could see he looked dazed. The workday took a lot out of him, then I took more.

My now-empty balls swung between my legs, slapping me on the inside of my thighs as I walked, and I could feel my own cum dripping down my legs. I felt spent, and satisfied, for the first time in my life. 

Suddenly the thought of a Summer job didn’t seem so bad. 

I could work with this.
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