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MY KIND OF PARTY



CHAPTER 1


“What about this one?” Brandy said, holding up a sparkly gold low-cut dress. 

It looked like giant sequins layered like shingles. I felt it with my fingertips and couldn’t tell how it stayed together. 

Was that…pretty? What was I supposed to say? Did I know what pretty was?

I imagined myself wearing it, spinning while dancing, and the whole thing falling apart, leaving me in the middle of the dance floor wearing see-through panties and the smallest size bra on the planet that I used to cover up what I called my “boinkers.”  

“This is a house party,” I said, “not a club. This seems…formal. Also I have no cleavage.”

“True,” she said, and she hung it back up. “And we haven’t established if you want to get picked up.”

“This isn’t about that,” I sighed, and laid back on Casey’s pillow. Casey was Brandy’s roommate, and she had gone home for the weekend for her grandmother’s birthday party. I could seize an opportunity when it stared me in the face and shook me. 

“How many of these do you even have?” I asked. “Considering you don’t even go out all that much, your closet is like a clown car of dresses.”

“How do you know what I do with my free time?” she smirked. “I do more than you think. You’re not the only one with secrets, you know.” 

“I don’t really have secrets,” I said.

“No? Here,” she said, reaching for her phone. “Let me just text Casey that she’s missing a dress-up party in her dorm room because Brad wants to go to a frat party dressed like a girl.”

“No!” I said, reaching for her phone.

“Relax,” she said, showing me her phone wasn’t even on. “But I just proved you have a secret.” 

“Fine,” I said. “It’s a secret.” 

“And it’s safe with me,” she said. “You know that, right? All joking aside.” 

I nodded. 

“I might not totally get what you’re trying to do here,” she said, “but I know an SOS when I see one.”

“I’m not even sure I know myself,” I said. 

She shuffled through the rest of the clothes that hung in her closet, and I gritted my teeth each time the metal hangers scraped against the cheap dorm-room closet rod. How could a closet rod be cheap? This one was. I almost wanted to pick the gold dress just to stop hearing that sound. 

Thankfully, she finished, and then shifted her attention to what got pulled out. 

“I mean, there’s not a ton here that you liked,” she said, flipping through the small pile of dresses that were lying on her bed, “and that’s OK, since you’re kind of new to this. And it may not turn heads, but there's always the LBD.”

“LBD?” 

“Little black dress,” she said. “It’s a classic for a reason.” She rummaged around one of her dresser drawers and pulled out a stretchy-looking black cocktail dress. 

Or, at least, it looked like a cocktail dress. 

“I don’t know that I want to turn heads,” I said. “I just need to do this. I don’t know why.” 

That was a lie. I knew why. 

“Try black then,” she said. “I have one in pink, too. Pink might turn more heads.” 

She handed me the LBD, which looked small in her hand. I unfolded it and it looked so…narrow. I was going to squeeze into this? I was going to wear this? 

“We could…we could try this one,” I said, trying not to look like I was excited.

But I was. And when she turned around so I could change out of my jeans and sweatshirt and into the dress, I made sure she didn’t see that I was already wearing panties. A small, white lace g-string that I already knew would keep what little manhood I had from poking out and blowing my cover.

As I changed, I covered myself to hide the fact that my legs were already shaved, and had been for a long time.

Because while this was the first night I was going to go all the way, it wasn’t the first night I had gone most of the way. 

I shimmied my hands down my sides as I got the dress all the way on, and I felt electric. I was still Brad from the neck up, and there was no doubt about that. But from the neck down? I looked like a slender girl. 

And I knew I would. Or I thought I would. I hoped I would. 

I didn’t have any outfits like this tucked under my bed. I had leggings, I had stockings, I had a few pairs of panties. But I spent all my money on a nice wig, some makeup, and some chunky black shoes that I was hoping to wear to the party. Assembling a wardrobe, plus working on the confidence and support to actually wear it, was taking a long time. I was getting impatient, and I needed reinforcements.

Which is where Brandy came in. Brandy was my only bisexual friend. 

Well, she was my only friend, period. But she was also the most open-minded person I knew, had all kinds of friends in the LGBTQ club, and, most importantly, was the same size as me. Just a little petite person with a wardrobe I wanted.

Except first I had to tell her what I wanted, which was for her to dress me up and go to a party. 

Next I had to tell her why, and…I would get to that part eventually. 

But for now, I sat at her desk in a skirt as she worked on my face. I had done my own makeup for only a couple of weeks, and I was terrible at it, even if I got advice from the Internet. How To videos were great, but I often would get distracted by how great the person in the video looked, or I would get discouraged after searching for how much money I’d need to recreate that same look with what turned out to be sponsored products. Even if I could afford the stuff, I wasn’t skilled enough to have it look the same. 

No, I needed help. And just fifteen minutes in Brandy’s chair showed me that I had made the right choice. 

First, she blended my neck into my chest, and while I still had no cleavage, she at least made it look like there was something that my padded bra was doing. Then my Adam’s apple disappeared under a choker. Then my cheekbones were highlighted, my jawline downplayed, my lips turned into (if I say so myself) deeply red and kissable lips, my eyes became deep and dark, and by the time she applied some blue eye shadow, I no longer looked like myself. 

Well, I looked like myself. I looked like how I wanted to look, only I never could pull it off. 

With her help, I was better off than I had been in weeks. Once the wig was on and secured, and I felt the hair flow down past my shoulders, I felt like I had finally arrived.

I turned my head from side to side, puckered my lips, fluttered my eyes, and tucked my hair behind my ears. 

“Wait, Brad–” she started, but stopped, and I’m not sure whose eyes were wider. 

That was my name. I went by it my whole life, everyone called me that name, but somehow when she said it, it felt like a word bullet hit me right in my flat chest. It was wrong. 

“I can’t call you Brad,” she said.

“No,” I said. 

“And I definitely can’t call you that at the party. Who do you want to be?”

Without thinking, I said “Lily.” 

“Lily,” she said. “I like it.”

But I didn’t. 

I didn’t know why I said it. It was not a name that made me proud, it was not a name that I thought about with joy. 

Lily was my only high school girlfriend. Lily was the Vice President of the chess club. Lily went on to major in Civil Engineering. Lily was small, delicate, quiet, and teachers liked her. 

And Lily was very, very cruel.

Lily reached down my pants one night when my parents were out and began jerking me off. I knew what she’d find in my pants, and I was nervous for her to find it, but when she breathed “I only need two fingers!” into my ear, I knew that it was over. I had been right to be nervous. 

I knew that everything was over. Our budding relationship, my life. Everything.

I could never prove it, but I knew she told people about my size. A few days after we broke up, the jokes started. Always subtle, never aggressive. But they involved the number two, and there’d be a knowing look by whoever said it. 

Cheerleaders might have the reputation for being mean girls, but chess girls are just as bad. 

Two things happened after that: I never played chess again, and I never got close enough to anyone romantically. 

But we all hit our breaking points eventually, and I may have hit mine. It just wasn’t the breaking point I may have imagined. 

“Well would you look at us!” Brandy squealed after she wriggled into her own dress. She wasn’t big on makeup, so it didn’t take her long to be ready. She was a blonde to my reddish-brown hair. She was in a pink dress to my black one. She was less made up, but glowed more; my glow had to be painted on. 

But together I thought we looked pretty. The girl who fucks everyone, and the girl who fucks no one at all.  

She looked me up and down, spun me around, squinted at my eye makeup, licked her thumb and wiped something from my lip, and then held me at arm’s length. She was smiling.

Then she wasn’t, and she wasn’t holding me at arm’s length; she was grabbing me by the shoulders. 

Hard. 

“Spill it,” she said.

“Um, spill what?” I asked.

“It,” she said. “All of it. This whole thing. You shared one secret with me, but there are more. Yes, I was turned around when you changed, but there’s a makeup mirror right there.” She pointed at her dresser. “You were already wearing panties when you came here. Your legs are already shaved. So spill it, or I’m not going with you.” 

She sat back on her bed, crossed her arms, crossed her legs defiantly, and tapped her foot. 

After a few seconds of awkward silence, I knew she would be able to outwait me.


CHAPTER 2


“No secrets,” she said. “I’ve been with a guy who wanted me to finger his ass when I gave him a BJ.”

I felt the little package between my legs jump in response. 

“I’ve been with a girl who wanted two fingers in her ass when I went down on her.”

It jumped again.

“And you know what? I’m not with them anymore, but that’s the kind of stuff lovers need to know about each other, and if there’s trust then it’s OK to share, and you can’t have anything without trust. And if we’re going out wearing matching dresses, Lily, you’ve got to tell me what we’re doing this for.” 

Brandy was not Lily. The real Lily, I mean. I was trusting Brandy with 75% of what I was wanting and thinking, so what was I afraid of if I were to tell her the other 25%? 

Could I trust her? 

I took a deep breath, and as I held it in and started to let it out, something funny happened. 

I began crying. 

Not full-out sobbing. It wasn’t an Ugly Cry. And it wasn’t even all that tearful. But there was no doubt about it: there were tears welling in both eyes, my chest felt tight, and when I felt everything spill down over my cheeks, I saw her sit up, catch her breath, and then she was hugging me. 

And I didn’t know why. Why was I crying? Why did this happen? I hadn’t done this in years, and yet here I was, standing in a dress in my friend’s dorm room, avoiding telling her the whole truth, thinking she’d be content with only knowing part of it. Half, a third, eight-ninths, whatever.

She held me until I settled down, and then she looked at me, ran her fingers through my hair, and I spilled it.

I spilled all of it. All of it, everywhere. 

About the real Lily, about the clothes I stole from my second cousin Vivian on vacation when I was a senior in high school, about the locked trunk under my bed at home, and the one under my bed in my dorm. About going to a hockey party alone a few weeks ago, paying my ten bucks while a group of girls ahead of me got waved in for free, and then I sipped terrible beer by myself while I watched people dancing around me. 

About walking home alone that night and never going out again. About waiting for my roommate Russ to go home last weekend and dragging the trunk out from under my bed and dressing in my wig, makeup, black leggings, and the Harvard hoodie I stole from Vivian.

“But then the fire alarm went off,” I continued. Brandy hadn’t interrupted me once. Not once, the whole time. 

“Holy shit,” she said. “The night the drunk guys had their hot plate set their curtains on fire? You were dressed like this that night? What happened?”

“I froze. I listened to everyone walking past my room to get to the stairs, and I was hoping it was just a drill and I could hide in my room, but then I smelled smoke and people started running.”

“So you went too?”

“I had to.” 

“Oh my God,” she said, and she started to laugh. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“Just that you had your first time out dressed as a girl and it wasn’t your choice.” 

“That’s partly why I need to do this, tonight. Something I choose.”

“I get it. So then what happened?”

I had walked outside and stood in my leggings off on my own while an entire dorm’s population stood in the parking lot and talked to one another, and yet I didn’t feel alone at all. I felt like I was invisible, but that wasn’t the same as being alone. 

“I don’t understand,” she said, after I tried to explain all that.

“Well, look at it this way. When you’re invisible in a crowd, it’s because you don’t stand out. When you’re alone, it’s because you’re being ignored and you don't fit in.” 

At the hockey party I felt very visible even though no one talked to me. I couldn’t strike up a conversation at the party with anyone: I wasn’t an athlete, I wasn’t strong, I wasn’t cool. I couldn’t get beer, I wasn’t going to be a fun party guy. I couldn’t talk to girls, either. For most of the same reasons, actually. 

I wasn’t going to tell her how thrilling it was to feel almost naked outside. Leggings were not like pants I was used to wearing. And I felt exposed, but not in a vulnerable way; my sweatshirt covered me up so I didn’t feel like anyone was checking me out. 

I wasn’t going to tell her how turned on I felt. Not that I had an erection or anything, but just that I felt my body accept what was around me. I felt more in tune with my body. Usually I’d go outside and I’d just be outside. But that night? I felt every breath I took. I felt every molecule of air touching me on the legs, through my skin-tight leggings. I felt the air on my neck, despite the longer hair of the wig covering it up. I felt alive, like I had secrets other people might want to know, yet I’d never tell. 

I couldn’t say anything sexual about it to her, or anything…vulnerable. I don’t know why the trust ended there. I mean, she told me how many fingers she used to get her partners off, but I didn’t want to go there yet. 

Or ever. Who knows. 

But she asked me how it felt, and all I managed was: “It just felt….right.” 

She nodded.  

“And now you’ll tell me that some hot, hung guys held the door open for you, and you nearly came in your pants, and we’re going to this party because they are in this frat.”

“No,” I laughed. “A guy did hold the door open for me, but he was drunk. He did call me ‘baby,’ though.”

“Nice!” she laughed. “That’s a start!” 

I didn’t tell her that yes, it was a start, but it was enough to make me lock the door to my room and masturbate for the rest of the night. Even someone drunk calling me ‘baby’ was plenty to start the engine and make it never stop. I spent the rest of the night awake, in bed, tugging myself in a black satin thong, and I came so hard, and so often, that I was sore the next day and hadn’t done it since. That was a week ago. 

Instead I just said “it was nice.”

She looked at the clock on her desk. “We should go. And you need some touchup, Miss Emotional.”

“Sorry,” I sniffed, and ran the back of my hand over my cheek. 

“It’s fine,” she said. “Really, it’s fine. I’m glad to know all this, and it’s not going anywhere.” 

Then she got to work, and we laughed, and my legs were crossed, and I wasn’t sore anymore, and I had no idea what I was in for. What I thought I was ready for was to go to the party with a friend for support. I’d get in for free because I was a girl, I’d drink a few beers, dance a little, and be invisible. Just be there because it looked like I belonged there. Then we’d come home, undo everything in her room, and I’d go back to my room dressed as Brad. 

Then Brad would slip under his sheets and would be sore again tomorrow. 

“Are you ready to go?” she asked after I no longer looked like I had been crying.

I nodded. “Though since you’re wearing pink, people are going to look at you more than me.” 

“You’re such a girl,” she laughed.

She grabbed her pocketbook, handed me a much smaller one, we slung them over our shoulders, and opened the door. 

Out we went.


CHAPTER 3


We made it as far as the lobby before we stopped. She reached into her purse and pulled out some bills, then slid them into the vending machine and got two bottles of ginger ale, putting them in her purse. They wouldn’t fit in mine, which was more of a pocketbook. 

“First lesson,” she said when she saw me looking at her funny. “When Brad goes to a party, he drinks beer and can be confident it’s beer. When Lily and Brandy go out dancing, we have no idea what we’re served. This is not a drill.” 

“Okaaaaaay,” I said. “So are we not drinking tonight?” 

“This is a frat party, right?”

“Yes.”

“Alpha Tau?” she asked. 

“Uh-huh.”

“The last time I was there, the bouncer at the door asked if we were over or under.”

“Twenty-one?”

“Yeah.”

“So wait,” and I stopped walking, right in the quad. “I thought we wouldn’t need ID.” My ID would not look like a girl in a black dress with auburn hair. 

“You won’t,” she laughed, and took me by the arm to keep me moving. “It just means someone will need to get you a drink. No one will pour for you at the keg. It’s fine. It’s for when the police come so they can say ‘see? She’s under 21, we don’t serve them here.’ We’re covered anyway. But the real joke is that they’ll use a marker to either draw a red X or a black X on your wrist.”

“For over 21 or under?”

“For fuckable or unfuckable.”

“You can’t be serious.” 

“These are frat guys. Do you understand why we’re not drinking? If this is your first time out, stay safe. I’ll help.”

We walked past the Union, past the dining hall, and got to the main road from campus to town, Waltham Street.

I had always wondered what it felt like to walk around outside in revealing clothing. I had figured it felt like being naked after a shower, then wrapping a towel around you. Or that it would remind me of being at the beach, where I’d only be wearing a bathing suit. But my time spent in the parking lot the week before made me feel that it was a lot better than either of those two things, and being outside in a skirt was better than leggings. 

It felt like there were eyes on us, on me, even when no one was around. This was the opposite of how I normally felt, where I felt that no matter what happened, I barely registered on people’s radar. 

I certainly never registered on anyone’s Romantic radar. 

Not since the real Lily…

We were two blocks from town before I got the courage to ask what I had been wondering.

“Does red mean fuckable, or does it mean unfuckable?” 

“Red is unfuckable, black is fuckable. I saw a green X once, but I don’t know what that means.” 

For some reason, I was suddenly nervous about what color X I got, and I had a lot of time to worry. 

Do the unfuckable people get worse beer? Do they get ignored? 

I never got an X at all at the hockey party, yet somehow still had the mark of “don’t talk to this person.” 

I shuddered at the thought of standing by a new keg, watching other people have fun. This time I’d have Brandy, and hopefully I would at least have some kind of success to think about for the rest of the weekend. 

We turned onto North Adams Street, which was Greek Row. We walked past all the houses we weren’t going to, which had parties of their own. At one house, people were playing beer pong from the porch roof. 

“How’d you even hear about this party, anyway?”

“Someone in my Sociology class mentioned it.”

“Is he cute?”

“She.”

“Is she cute? I’m not picky.”

I smiled, but the answer was yes: she was cute. Lydia was her name, and she was loud, brash, and very sure of herself. She walked like she knew people were watching, and it didn’t bother her. She had a confidence about her, like she knew she had power simply by being herself. I would love that energy, although maybe without the crudeness and loudness. 

As we walked up to the house, I was overwhelmed by the image of Brandy putting two fingers inside of her. 

“No going back now,” Brandy said as we walked up the front steps of the frat house. We could hear music coming from inside, and there were people hanging out in the yard, smoking. 

Inch by inch, the line moved us into the house. 

“Ladies,” the bouncer said once we were inside, a clear plastic cup of beer sitting next to him on a table. “Over or under.”

“Under,” Brandy said, holding her hand out.

“Under,” I said, doing the same. 

Each of us got a quick scribble, and I was afraid to look. I walked past him into the house, following Brandy, trying to make it look like I had been there before, or that the X on my wrist didn’t matter to me. But it felt hot, like I had been branded.

But branded what?

I snuck a look at my wrist after we made our way inside. 

Black. 

Fuckable.

Brandy saw me do it.

“Don’t worry, Lily,” she said, holding her wrist up to me and showing me her black X. “We’re worthy of the frat guys.” 

“This shouldn’t matter,” I said. “I got nervous about walking around with the wrong color mark on my wrist.”

“You look great,” she said. “There’s already a guy behind you–don’t look–who checked out your ass twice. But the keg is in the front room, so let’s get cups for the ginger ale. They’re starting to feel heavy in my purse. Dancing is downstairs. This house is gross, so don’t go far.” 

There was already a line at the keg, and we had to wait a few minutes since there was only one pump. The three girls who came in the house after us were wearing jeans and boots, and all had leather purses with tassels. They were all blonde, and looked identical except for their purse colors. 

White Purse gave us a scowl as she fell in line behind us. 

“Without checking wrists, who else do you think is fuckable in here?” Brandy said.

“Oh come on.”

“What?” she said, trying to look innocent. “You can appreciate someone is attractive, and you can even imagine someone else having sex with them. It doesn't have to be you.”

I thought of Brandy again with her fingers inside Lydia from class. Then I blinked back an image of her fingering the blonde girl with the white-tasselled purse standing behind us. 

“Fine,” I said, scanning around the room. “There’s a girl over there in a little black dress. She’s cute.”

“She is,” Brandy said. Then she looked at me. “You look better in the dress than she does.”

“Stop,” I said. 

“It’s too small for her,” Brandy said matter-of-factly. “She’s trying too hard. Her friend is cute too. What about him?”

I looked in the direction she nodded. She was kidding, right? The guy with the backwards fraternity hat, who already looked like he’d had too much to drink? He had a beer gut in his twenties, his jeans had dirt on the thighs, and he wasn’t handsome in any way. I looked at her and made a face. 

“I cannot imagine anyone wanting to see him naked,” I said. 

“What about him then?”

I looked up as a guy walked in who had shaggy blonde hair coming out from under his frat baseball cap. He was tall, broad-shouldered, had a smile on his face, and I could feel the floor of the room move as he walked. 

“Sure,” I said. For some reason I could picture him whispering something in Brandy’s ear. At least she wasn’t fingering him. “Are you trying to get me to say a guy is attractive or fuckable? Good job showing me the hideous one first. That would make anyone attractive in comparison.”

“True,” she said. “But that guy would be attractive no matter who I showed you first. Very fuckable.”

He kind of was, I suppose. Some people look happy because they’re trying to look happy. It’s a performance, especially if they’re trying to pick someone up. I had a lot of time to observe that at the hockey party. But as he walked around the room talking to people, his smile didn’t look like that kind of smile. 

I tried to make it look like I wasn’t watching him. 

I thought about Brandy’s definition of fuckable. If all I had to do to accept someone was fuckable was imagine whether or not someone out there wanted to see him naked, then yes, this guy was good-looking enough for someone to want to see his…shoulders?

Or legs. He had nice thighs. His neck was thick, but in a way that matched his shoulders and proportions. He wasn’t just a thick-necked goon.

And he dressed well. He did not have a beer guy, unlike the other guy. 

Did he have abs? He probably had abs. And he didn’t look like the kind of guy to have a carpet of hair on his back.

Why was I looking at him and imagining what his body looked like under his clothes? 

Tall Shaggy Blonde Guy was collecting abandoned, half-finished cups of beer from the room, and made a face when the big drunk guy tried to take one from him. He poured them out an open window, threw the cups in a garbage can near the door, and then he was gone with a smile. 

Brandy pointed out a couple more fuckable people, and soon we got to the front of the line, grabbed cups for ourselves, and walked off, leaving the guy at the keg confused, and the Three Purse Girls even more confused. 

Brandy poured me some ginger ale as we made our way down the stairs to the dance floor, and I already knew that it would be safe.

Could I dance? Who knows. I knew I wanted to try, and it was dim enough down in the basement where it didn’t much matter what I looked like, as it was hard to see everyone clearly.

We stood off to one side, and Brandy showed me a few dance moves once she saw how hopeless I was without help. Five or six songs into the party, I was much better at it.

It was safe dancing with Brandy. Twice someone came over and cut in on us: once it was a guy, and once it was a girl she seemed to know. The first time I instantly felt lonely, flooded with the thought that I was going to be dancing in a tight dress by myself the rest of the night. But the second time it happened, I could just turn away, move on my own, and take in the view of the room, with all the different outfits on display. 

Some girls were twerking.

Some were grinding into guys’ crotches. There were a couple people against the wall who were making out already, and a few extremely drunk girls had a swarm of guys around them; I was grateful for Brandy at that moment.

And I was grateful I didn’t look like some of the girls who looked like worse dancers than I was, or worse than I was an hour ago. But in that hour, I felt the music in ways I never had before. This was not a party where I got to stand around and watch everyone else have fun. This was not a party where I felt left out, or on my own. 

I just…felt. I had never done anything like this before, and it was good to simply feel a part of something, to get out some tension by moving my body. I never danced when I wore boy clothes, but I was really missing something.

Or would it feel the same as it did with me in a short dress? If I couldn’t feel the music all over my body, would it be the same?

Would I feel the beat of the music, pounding me right between the legs? Would I almost feel the vibration of the speakers in my nipples? Would I be aware of a tension in my lower body as I moved? 

A lot of other people in the basement clearly felt the same way, and I felt like something important had been revealed to me, though I wasn’t sure what that was yet. There were people all around me, and I felt the sexual energy of the room, like I was a part of it. 

Some people here were fuckable, and by the end of the night, many of them would be fucking each other. A few hours from now, some of the frat guys would take girls into their rooms, and they’d fuck. Some of the girls would bring guys back to their dorm rooms, and they’d hook up. 

Me? I’d be walking back to Brandy’s room and changing back into completely different clothes. 

For now, though, I was feeling every inch of my body in a little black dress, feeling a pulsing bass beat that seemed to be concentrated right between my legs.

I turned back to see if Brandy was left alone again, and turned right into someone. 

“Oh!” I yelped, and looked up.

It was Tall Shaggy Blonde Guy, and he was dancing. 

With me.

Or he was trying to.


CHAPTER 4


“Want to dance?” he said, and I shot a glance over at Brandy, who gave me a look like she was enjoying every second of it.

All I could do was nod. 

He grabbed my hand and held it above my head, then spun me all the way around, and by the time I got back to how I started, Brandy was laughing even more, and I felt helpless. 

“I’m Will,” he said into my ear. His voice was deep. 

“Lily,” I yelled over the music. 

“Millie?” he yelled back.

“Lily!” I yelled back. 

“Lily,” he said. “You’re good at this, Lily.” 

We danced for three more songs, and I was in rough shape at the end. My feet were starting to hurt; my shoes had looked good online when I bought them, but they were hard to dance in. Or maybe they weren’t my size; I really had no idea.

And I also had no idea if I was enjoying dancing, or dancing with Will. I had already admitted to myself and to Brandy that he was handsome–fuckable, actually–and that was enough to get my defenses down despite not knowing if I wanted to be fucked by fuckable people. 

Brandy didn’t seem to have defenses where that went, and was probably able to enjoy herself as she was dancing with a completely different guy than she was dancing with a few songs earlier, and her head probably wasn’t cluttered with thoughts about whether or not she was having fun; she was probably just having fun. 

Will leaned in to say something to me, but never got to; someone tapped him on the shoulder, and he turned around to see another frat brother, who looked serious. Despite the fact that the guy yelled something into Will’s ear, I couldn’t hear what it was, but Will could, because he scowled, rolled his eyes, nodded to the guy, and then turned to me. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “There’s a problem upstairs. I have to go take care of something. I’ll see you later, Lily.”

And he turned and followed his friend across the room and up the stairs. 

Brandy moved back closer to me, ground her ass into me, and then turned to face me. We high-fived. 

“He has no idea what’s between your legs!” she cried.

“He doesn’t need to know!” I yelled back. “But speaking of that, I need to pee!” 

“OK!” she yelled. 

I looked at her and the music kept playing.

“Oh!” she finally said. “You want me to go with you?” 

I nodded. 

We made our way across the room and up the stairs, but by the time we got to the first floor, Will and his friend were nowhere to be seen. 

The downstairs bathroom was down a hallway off to the side of the house, and there was a short line already, just of girls. Guys must just go outside, which is gross, if you think about it.

Our wait gave me enough time to silently think about how things were going so far; it was still too loud to talk without yelling.

I had always wondered what girls did in the bathroom together when they went; I wasn’t exactly going to find out, but I’d get close. 

I did need to go to the bathroom, which I had never done in front of another girl before. As a guy, you get used to there being eight other guys at urinals when you go, but sometimes you do get anxious if someone is in the urinal right next to you.

What if I can’t go with Brandy in the room? What if Brandy wanted to talk about guys? I didn’t want to talk about Will, but I was still thinking about him, and still felt a tingling sensation on my skin where he had touched me as we danced. 

No, I shouldn’t be thinking this. Brandy was the one who liked guys, not me. I may not have had much to go on since the real Lily hurt me, but that wasn’t enough to set me off women forever, was it? I’m sure there was a girl out there for me. A girl who wanted a…girl? 

Yeah, wait. I was dressed like a girl. I was having fun, I felt great, I felt like something fit, and I’m not sure I could say with a straight face that I wanted something, well, straight. I mean, Brandy wasn’t straight, and she had no trouble wanting people, or finding people who wanted her. 

By the time it was our turn in the bathroom, I was ready to burst. 

“You want me to top off your ginger ale?” she asked once we closed the door behind us. 

“Sure,” I said. 

We looked around the bathroom. It was gross, for starters, with every flat surface covered in plastic cups. 

I took a deep breath and went to the bathroom with Brandy in the room, grateful that I could hover over the toilet seat and aim a little to avoid it touch my bare skin. 

And despite how badly I needed to go, I heard myself gasp as I hiked my skirt up and lowered my panties.

Because as I lowered my panties to my knees, there was a long, unbroken line of clear fluid stretching from the tip of my penis all the way to the crotch of my underwear.

Wide-eyed, I looked up to see if Brandy had noticed; she had, and she was grinning.

“Ooooh, there you go, girl,” she said. “This is a great night for you in a lot of ways! You look like you want something to happen.”

I could feel myself blush as I used my fingers to clean it up. It was sticky, and slick, like lube. I rubbed my fingers together and felt them slide against one another, then the little drop of fluid started to dry out, or whatever it was doing. Soon, it was gone. 

What was that? It was almost like cum, but clear. How did that drip out of me? Why did that drip out of me? 

I couldn’t deny that I still felt a pounding between my legs from the music, though since I was sitting down to pee, it’s not like sex or being touched was on my mind.

That pounding feeling was from the music, right? 

Brandy turned to give me some privacy, but still, this made one more secret she was learning about me. 

I finished as she was touching up her lipstick in the mirror, and I dabbed between my legs with some toilet paper, then stood up to flush. I bent down to pull my tiny g-string back up, and right when I stood up, the door flew open. 

I was too shocked to move.

“Hey!” was all Brandy could muster. 

It was the large, drunk guy from earlier standing there in the doorway, swaying.

“Emergency,” he slurred, “hurry up…uh, ladies?”

He was staring between my legs. 

“You’re a….dude!” he slurred, and then wobbled to the sink, where he promptly vomited. 

Brandy made a disgusted face and jumped away from him, giving him the whole sink area to himself, as she shut the door so no one in the hall saw me finish getting dressed. 

I hurried to pull my panties up, fix my skirt, and get the hell out of the bathroom. 

This guy was wasted, and he barged in on us, and now he knew. 

He knew the truth. And I could see on the back of his shirt that he was a brother in Alpha Tau, and there’s no way this night was going to end well, because he was going to tell someone, anyone, and that could be the whole house. It could be all his friends, and that could mean...Will. 

“Follow me,” Brandy said, and she grabbed my hand, leaving him to retch into the sink by himself. 

Brandy led me down the hallway and back to the front of the house. There were a ton of people still coming in the front door. This party was getting more crowded, and would only get worse. 

“I think we need to go,” I said to her, feeling tears well up in my eyes again, like earlier. “That guy is going to rat me out. Plus I think I’m getting a blister from these shoes, and I can’t go back downstairs, and I can’t see Will again, and I don’t want to see that drunk guy, and he’s going to tell everyone, and this is over, Brandy. It has to be over, and we need to get out of here before it gets worse.”

Brandy shook her head and grabbed me by the shoulders again.  

“No,” she said. “Deep breath. Don’t let him scare you. He’s so drunk that no one is going to listen to him or believe him if he says anything.” 

“No,” I shook my head. “This was fun, but now it’s not. This is bad now.” 

“We will be fine, and we will figure this out. Keep taking deep breaths.” 

After a few deep breaths, I was calmer, but still panicking. 

“Oh!” she said, looking off behind me.

“What?” I asked, turning around. There was nothing there. 

“That’s the girl I danced with earlier. I need to get her number,” she said. “Stay here, I’ll be right back.”

“Don’t do this!” 

“It’ll just take a second. She went downstairs. If I hurry, I can grab her before she’s somewhere on the dance floor. Stay right here!” 

“And I need to leave, now!” I said, but she was already gone. 

And with that, I was by myself. 

Again.


CHAPTER 5


This was a repeat of the hockey party, where I stood around and probably looked like I wasn’t having any fun at all. 

This time felt more like me standing around the dorm parking lot during the fire drill, but still: by myself. 

And this was not a drill. The drunk guy had seen what I had between my legs, and while he probably threw up because of how much he had to drink, it still wasn’t fun to have someone see who you really are and then vomit. 

Who I really was. Did I just think that? 

Brandy was downstairs chasing a girl. Will was off fixing some kind of problem, and I was ready to go home and get away from someone who would threaten to tell everyone who the girl in the little black dress really was. I didn’t want to be around for that.

I needed to sneak out the back, and then Brandy could meet me by the street, and we could go home. I felt humiliated standing around by myself in full view of people still coming into the party, and I certainly didn’t feel like standing around the front hallway and looking at the house photos from 1953.

No, I was done, and I was leaving through the back door. 

Halfway to the back door, it hit me.

That drunk guy was not the only person to see what was between my legs.

Brandy saw too. She saw my size, and she made no comment about it. No jokes, no nothing. In fact, all she said were positive things about feeling sexy, or being turned on. What did she say? Oh, yeah: “You look like you want something to happen.” 

Well, something did happen. 

But she had said something else: “There you go, girl.” 

Girl. 

It was sudden, but she accepted me immediately. She accepted me in her dorm room, here on the dance floor, in the bathroom. The whole night, no questions asked. 

And Brandy was hardly the only open-minded person in the world. There would be others. Guys, girls, everyone. 

It was a successful outing, right? Of course it was.

I came out to my friend.

She was supportive, and dressed me up. I looked good, and even if some drunk frat guy saw that I wasn’t a real girl, it’s not like my night needed to end, right? No, maybe not. Maybe I could stay. Maybe I could–

“Hey, baby,” a voice behind me said. I turned around. 

“Oh, gross,” I heard myself say. It was the guy who vomited in the bathroom. He was in even rougher shape. 

I turned and walked faster towards the back door. 

“Hey, I just want to say, that you…you have a great body and I want to lick it, and I’m just curious, that’s all, right? Like, you got it going on, and I’m ready for anything, and my room is right upstairs, you know? So whaddaya say we go upstairs and I show you what’s between my legs?”

“Shane, go to bed,” came a familiar voice. 

It was Will. 

I spun around and Will was right behind me. Had he been outside?

“We’ve been looking everywhere for you, man,” he said. The guy who delivered the message to him earlier was right behind him. “Let's go. Up. So many people have complained about you, and you’ve got to go sleep this off. Party’s over.”

“It’s not over,” he slurred, and stumbled a little as Will took him by the arm. “I’m about to party with this chick.” 

“You’re not partying with her, and you’re not partying with anyone. You’ve been drunk since 3, you puked all over Desmond’s car, you’re out of control, and we’re taking you up.” 

Will turned to me. “Don’t leave, please. I need to talk to you, but only after we get him upstairs. If you follow me, you can sit and wait a second, out of the way.”

“I was on my way out,” I said. “And my friend–”

“5 minutes, please,” he said. “No more.” 

Then he stuck his bottom lip out, which was so unexpected that I laughed. 

“OK,” I said. “Fine. Five minutes.” 

He and his friend led the drunk guy up the stairs, and at the top of the stairs we got to a T. We all went to the right, and then we got to another T. He pointed to an open door on the left side.

“That’s my room. There’s a couch just inside the door. I’ll meet you there in a second. We need to have a little chat with Shane, but I’ll be right in.” 

His room was dark, but enough light came in from the hallway where I could see that it was the cleanest room in the house so far, not that that was worth a whole lot. There was a couch just inside the door to my right, a desk on the other side of that, and a loft bed above the desk. There was one window on the wall opposite the door.

I startled myself when I looked to my left, as there was a large mirror just inside the door and I wasn’t prepared for my reflection. Deeper into the room on that wall was a TV on a long, narrow table, and in the back corner was a beanbag chair. 

I sat on the couch, smoothing my dress beneath me, giving me plenty of time to look at myself in the mirror. 

Despite how chaotic the last few minutes were, despite the fact that my feet hurt, that my body was still pulsating, and despite the fact that I was on an emotional roller coaster, I still looked…well, I looked pretty. 

I could see my legs in the mirror, closed together. Up my legs was a secret, to quite a few people. I let them fall open a little, and you could almost see up my dress to what was hidden…

“I was hoping I could convince you to dance some more,” Will said suddenly, and I slammed my legs shut again.

“Oh,” I said. “I’m, uh, my friend was waiting for me, and we were going to go home.” 

He left the door open and came into his room, sitting between me and the door. But he left the door open.  

“I hope Shane didn’t make you uncomfortable,” he said. “He’s got a drinking problem, and we love him and want him to get help, but he’s stubborn and it’s pretty hard.”

“No,” I said. “I mean, yes, he did make some trouble when we were in the bathroom, but he didn’t like, touch me or anything.”  

“You know, he used to drink Fridays and Saturdays, and then he added Thursdays, and then he started drinking at noon, and we don’t like to leave a brother behind, but he’s failing his classes, and people complain about him when they come here, and I’m just…I’m sorry.” 

“I just didn’t want him telling…I mean, he walked in on us, and we didn’t know what he was doing…”

“He’s in bed now,” Will said. “He was barely making sense.”

Thank God for that, I thought. 

“But listen,” he said. “I was hoping we could maybe go dance a little more, if you weren’t too skeeved out. Or at least, could I get your number?”

What?

I must have looked as confused as I felt, because he kept talking to explain himself. 

“We sometimes have smaller parties, not just these big things, and I thought maybe you could come and be like, my, kind of…date.” 

He waited for me to say something. 

I looked down at my wrist. 

Will laughed.

“So, OK, let me explain that. Because I can tell you heard something, and it’s just not true. That’s a rumor that goes on around, and we don’t do much to prove it wrong.”

“So…it’s not true?”

“It’s all bullshit, really. Sometimes we mark for which door people come in because we only have three markers. Sometimes we use the same color. Sometimes it really is for over or under 21. But that fuckable thing started as a joke a few years ago. No, it’s not really true. Depending on who’s working the door, sometimes they like to mess with people by giving them one color and their friend another.”

So I wasn’t labeled fuckable, not that it should matter. It just meant that I was…here. Which I knew already. 

Did I need a mark for that? 

“It’s not true. I don’t know if that makes you feel better, but you know, you and your friend were doing that same thing while you were waiting for the keg.”

“What? How the heck did you–”

“Hey, don’t act shocked. It’s OK,” he said. “Really. My friend was behind you in line and overheard your conversation. She told me.” 

White Purse? White Purse was his friend? 

“I’m so embarrassed right now it’s not funny. It was all Brandy, she’s the one who–”

“It’s fine,” he laughed. “I’m glad you said something, really, because that was the reason she pointed you out to me, and that’s why I asked you to dance.”

“Because I said you were fuckable? Oh God, this is humiliating.”

“Well, no. It was more like, if I already knew you thought I was attractive, and if I thought you were attractive, then we got a lot of awkwardness out of the way before we even met, you know?”

“You thought I was attractive?”

“Of course I did,” he said. 

“Did…Shane say anything when you put him to bed?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, did he say anything about…me?”

Will sat up on the couch and looked at me. “He didn’t tell me anything I didn’t already know.” 

He reached for my hand. 

I let him. 

He moved closer to me on the couch, and I let him do that, too. 

He kicked the door shut with his foot, and I didn’t care. 

Then his lips were on mine, and I felt like I was never going to let him stop doing that. There was a softness against my lips, and a firmness as he gripped me by the shoulders in a way that Brandy did not, and I felt myself clench between my legs, and I was under some kind of spell, and I instantly relived every second of every dance that we had earlier, and I did not want to go home anymore. 

I was in his arms, and they were as strong as I thought they were, and everything was right. 

Then there were three knocks on the door, and we were motionless, and my lips wanted him back, and the pounding between my legs started back up again.


CHAPTER 6


My heart was beating loudly, and I thought of all the reasons someone could be knocking on the door, interrupting what needed to happen.

Was it Shane, back out of bed to make sure Will really knew the truth about me? Was it a fraternity brother, getting Will to help out with some other problem? Was it a different girl he was dancing with, wondering about a promise he had made that I didn’t know about? 

Was it his friend with the white purse, ready to share even more secrets about me, then they’d laugh at me and watch me walk away on my own while they professed their love for one another and had sex on this couch while I went home to Brandy’s room? 

My goodness, I was paranoid. All it had taken was one kiss. 

“Well fuck,” he said when we heard the knocks on the door again, and I felt him get up off the couch.

The door opened a crack, and the light of the hallway flooded back in. 

I could only see Will’s silhouette, but I could see who it was in the hallway. 

It was Brandy. 

She looked worried. 

“It’s OK,” I called from the room, and Will opened the door all the way. It was dark, but as I walked past him, the light of the hallway made sure I could see the bulge in his pants. 

“What are you doing?!” she hissed.

“Nothing,” I said.

“It’s dark in there. It doesn’t look like nothing.”

“Don’t let him hear you,” I said through gritted teeth. “Did you get her number?” 

“What? Oh. Yes. But then you were gone. Luckily someone saw you come up here, but that made me assume the worst.”

“It’s actually…fine,” I said.

“Just fine?”

“No, it’s…good. We kissed a little,” I said, “and…”

“And what?” she said, grinning. “You’re flushed. You’re getting lucky.”

“And, I don’t know. It’s not like anything else can happen.” 

“Don’t be so sure about that,” she said, and then she drew in close to whisper in my ear. “Check your purse.” 

I turned around and grabbed it from where I put it on the floor by the couch. I had been carrying that thing with me the whole night and never even thought to check what was in it. 

I swung the purse in front of me and unzipped it. 

Two condoms. A little squeeze bottle of lube. A bottle of Tylenol. A twenty dollar bill. A small switchblade. Three wet wipes. 

I looked up at her, wide-eyed. 

“Be prepared!” she said as she kissed me on the cheek, then turned away and walked down the hall. “Come by later,” she called. “I’ll be up for a while.” 

I stood in the doorway and watched her leave. 

What just happened? 

“Your friend has great timing,” Will said from behind me, running his hands through his hair and putting his cap back on. 

I shut the door behind me, and again the room was dark. I felt my way back to the couch, and knew I was close to my seat when I felt my hand on what turned out to be the inside of his thigh. And it was pretty far up the inside of his thigh.

“Here,” he laughed when I yanked my hand away. “This isn’t exactly Romantic, but it’s the best I can do.” I heard some noise off in front of me and then a line of Christmas lights turned on that went all around the room, and we had a little bit of light.

Which was plenty.  

He sank back into the couch, and asked “where were we?” 

We were with each other, and we got back there pretty quickly. 

I disappeared in his arms, and my dress hiked up more than I wanted it to when I sank into him. But his hands dropped to my bare thighs, and I was done objecting. His hand was all over the outside of my thigh, and then it was all over the inside of my thigh. And then it was farther up my legs, and then it was all the way up, and then I hoped he found what he was looking for, because it was all I had.

And it was enough. Or it was what he wanted, because he massaged between my legs with his fingers, and I let out a groan that I could not control, and I strained inside my panties. 

“I don’t have–” he started to say, but I stopped him by handing him my purse, and he took out the lube. 

Still kissing, he lifted me up off the couch and stood me up, facing the mirror. I could see him behind me, kissing my neck, my shoulder, and then back to my neck. 

And then I heard his pants fall to the floor, and my dress was lifted up, and then I felt the string of my panties tugged to the side. 

This was happening, I thought. And nothing could stop it. 

A slick softness nestled against my suddenly exposed opening, and I felt my crotch get wet with anticipation. 

And then he was inside me, and I couldn’t breathe, and there was only one room in the house, and nothing mattered outside of it. 

Will was behind me, one arm wrapped around my neck, the tip of his shaft buried inside me, just an inch.

And then it was two inches, and then three, and four, and it kept going, and going, and going…

I felt myself gush into my panties as he slid himself all the way inside, and then back out, and then in again. 

He reached with one hand down between my legs, lifted my dress the rest of the way up, over my hips, and exposed my little lace package that had been screaming to be let out.

I let him. 

God, I let him.

His hand traced around the little bulge, and I felt every luxurious inch of his motion. Around and around, lightly dragging his finger over and across the little surprise I had for him between my legs.

And I do mean little. The panties were so small that I couldn't get hard. The whole night I felt myself trying to get hard, but being unable to. 

I felt his teasing fingers and wanted something…else? Something more? It was agonizing to be so full from behind and so unfulfilled in the front, and I wanted…something. 

With one quick motion, before I could process what was happening, he yanked my panties aside and by the light of the Christmas lights in the mirror, saw my cock get released from the lace panties, and it stuck out as much as it could. 

Little. Hairless. 

I sucked in a breath, ready for…whatever was going to happen next. 

He reached down between my legs, and felt it. I felt someone else touching me. 

And he stayed. He touched it some more. He rubbed it with his thumb, and he rubbed it with his fingers, and it was hard, and staying hard.

Looking down at myself, I could see another drop of sticky fluid, glistening right on the tip. 

He slowed his pace, now letting every inch of him slide almost all the way out, before slamming himself in again, making me gasp.

It was glorious. I wanted to shut my eyes and let go, but I couldn’t take my eyes away from the scene in the mirror in front of me. It was…me. 

I could see him using a thumb and two fingers to jerk me off. But instead of it making me feel inadequate, I felt…feminine. 

The real Lily wanted more than two fingers, and was cruel when she didn’t get it. The new Lily felt two fingers and it was more than enough, 

It was small, and it was perfect, and he never let go. 

Because that’s what the mirror showed me. My skirt was bunched up at my waist, my panties were at my knees, and his hand was working itself over my flat, smooth chest. I could see my mouth open as he pumped me, and I could see his face, animal-like, as he played with all I had to offer. 

“This is so fucking hot,” he breathed into my ear, and I closed my eyes, wrapping both hands around his neck, losing myself in being taken from behind. 

My legs were giving out. 

I pushed back against him even harder. 

I stood up straighter, and felt his entire length, felt him fitting his entire length inside of me. 

If I had been any bigger, I wouldn’t have been able to wear this dress and walk around a party while being as turned on as I was; the bulge would have been unmistakable. And if I had been any bigger, I couldn’t have fit into the cute panties I wore.

The cute panties that were at my knees. 

I spread my legs to keep them from falling all the way to the floor, and I felt him pumping away behind me, about to lose control of myself because of what I was feeling with my whole body. 

I felt a growing pressure building inside of me with each thrust that matched what he was doing between my legs, and before I knew it, I reached the point of no return, and with a little yelp I started to cum. Shot after shot of cum hit the mirror, and he never stopped tugging, never stopped squeezing every drop out of me. 

It was the longest orgasm of my life, and I felt every spasm through my whole body. 

I put my arms straight out against the wall, bracing myself as he pumped harder, and I felt him growl, then felt him start to pulse inside of me. 

I felt it all: I felt his climax hit my insides, and I felt every spasm of his. I felt him stay hard at first, and I felt our bodies start to slow down together. 

Our chests still heaved, and then they heaved less, and then they started to calm. And as we stood there united against the wall, I felt him finally get soft enough where he slipped out, which was enough to cause the last of my orgasm to drip out of me, straight down into the panties still held between my legs. 

I could hear music from downstairs, but otherwise it was just our breathing. 

Just us, for a long time. 

“You should stick around for the after party,” he said, and kissed my shoulder. Then he ran his hands over my arms. 

“There’s more?” I asked.

“There can be,” he said.

And what do you know? There was.


TAKEN BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYER



TAKEN BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYER


Oh, schoolgirl skirts. Where have you been all my life? 

Well, I know where they’ve been, actually. Being worn by genuine girls, for starters. Then when I was old enough to know I wanted to wear them too, had money to buy them, and had places to hide them, they usually weren’t that far away. In fact, as I had packed my suitcases for my weekend away, I counted eight. I had been hiding eight schoolgirl skirts for years. 

And those were just the ones I hid, because I had bought 4 for Sarah. I bought them for her thinking that my schoolgirl fantasy could be satisfied a bit if she wore the outfit. But we acted it out a few times, and not only did I feel strange pretending to be a disappointed teacher or a horny football player, but I kept getting distracted by how Sarah simply wasn’t into it. She didn’t act like a hormonal student trying to use her obvious sexuality to get out of trouble. She didn’t act like she was hot and knew it and wanted to tease everyone nearby. She flaunted nothing. 

No, that’s not what you’re supposed to say! I would think when she’d try and talk her way out of detention with no sexual innuendo at all. 

Flip your skirt up when you turn around! I’d think to myself, imagining how things would be different if I were the one in the skirt and she was suggesting ways that we might avoid formal punishment for failing math, or losing homework, or whatever the excuse was that we were using to pretend, and no, Miss Sarah, I’ll do anything you want! Anything.

But one day, after I had laid out a new schoolgirl outfit on the bed, she held it up to her body with the most disappointed look on her face. That was the night she told me that she didn’t want to wear the skirts any more, that she found it weird and creepy to play our little games, and that I wasn’t masculine enough for her.

That’s not exactly what she said, but it’s what she meant. What she said was that she was glad I was taking care of myself, but I almost felt too thin. She was glad I took pride in my appearance, but the fact that I waxed my eyebrows made me seem more and more androgynous. I kept myself smooth and moisturized, hairless where it was possible, trimmed where it wasn’t. 

“Nate, I sometimes feel like I’m being hugged by a girl,” she said, looking down at the floor. 

It’s hard when too many things are true at once. I didn’t want to lose her, but mainly because she was all I had and all I ever knew; I had never dated anyone else, never hooked up with anyone else, and when I found a nice, quiet girl who wasn’t instantly disappointed in me, I got pretty attached. 

When Sam told us we were starting to look alike, I took it as a compliment; that was the opposite of what Sarah wanted. When I forced a fantasy on us that was more about what I wanted, I was trying to live through her, which wasn’t fair. 

Yet I couldn’t tell her what I wanted. Not after she dismissed the schoolgirl skirt thing; she found it weird, but it felt so right to me. Could I show her my wigs? My makeup? The lingerie that I had in the garage? Could I tell her about the toys I had been slowly buying and playing with? Could I tell her how, more than anything, I wanted her to come on to me? 

Of course not. Not after she told me she wanted to be grabbed by rough hands, not smooth hands. That she wanted to feel stubble scrape across her face. That she wanted me to ravish her sometimes. That she longed to be held by powerful arms and nestle against a broad chest. She wanted me to fix broken things in the townhouse and then compliment the meal she made me. She wanted me to sweep her off her feet. 

I was 5’7”. I was not hairy. I had no stubble. I couldn’t sweep her off her feet, but I could sweep. And I had no tools. In fact, the toolbox labeled “plumbing” in the garage was full of dildos, which I suppose helped with a kind of plumbing problem. 

We pretended things were OK for a few more weeks, but it wasn’t any use: she wanted me to be someone else, and I wanted to be someone else too. She wanted me to be… well, some other guy. I wanted to be, well, her. Or something like her, at least. Something different than both of us: less than me but more than her. 

One day I came home from work and she was in the middle of packing her car. 

We hugged. Then I helped her pack. 

For the first three or four weeks after she left, I didn’t dress at all. I finally had the freedom to do it, finally had the opportunity, and couldn’t do it. I was a little scared she’d come by unannounced, let herself in the front door, ready to apologize, and there I’d be, wearing a frilly pink French Maid outfit or a sexy lace romper. Hi, Sarah! How’ve you been? 

No, it wasn’t until she moved the last of her stuff out while I was at work and left her key on the table, no note, that I felt like I could relax in my own home. 

That was three months ago, almost four. Since then, I had met Trish (I’ll tell you about Trish in a minute), posted slutty pictures of myself online for horny strangers to see, and moved from my smallest dildo, to the second-smallest, to the middle-sized dildo. I couldn’t take the other two yet, but with enough practice, I knew I’d get there eventually. 

How long had it been since I looked forward to practicing something? For almost four months, I practiced. I could almost climax without touching myself, simply from using one of my dildos. I could almost walk in my highest heels. I could almost get ready, fully girled-up, in twenty minutes. 

And I could almost work up the courage to go outside dressed like one.  

That’s what brought me to a hotel room in Ithaca, New York, spinning around in schoolgirl skirts in front of a mirror so I could pick the perfect Halloween costume for the silent disco on the Commons later that night. 

In a little while, my friend Trish would stop by, and we would go together. Trish lived in Ithaca full-time, and she lived full-time as a she. She’s the one who told me about the silent disco. 

What’s a silent disco? Good question. 

Downtown Ithaca has a few blocks closed off to cars, and it’s called The Commons. Pedestrians can walk wherever they want as they shop, or walk to restaurants. It’s pretty cool, even if there are occasionally some sketchy people around. One part of the Commons has a stage, and a few nights per year, they do late-night silent discos. A DJ sets up on the stage, and instead of plugging into a speaker, they plug into some kind of wireless device. Don’t ask me how it works. But everyone pays a few bucks for some wireless headphones, and then you put them on and can hear the DJ. People can have a huge dance party right in the middle of downtown, and no neighbors can hear it, so they go pretty late. 

It was Trish’s idea to have that be my first real time outside as a girl. If I got clocked as being in a costume, it was fine, because it was Halloween; everyone was in a costume. 

I was pretty sure I wouldn’t get clocked. I was pretty sure Nate could get dressed as Natalie, and no one would know except me and Trish. Trish had taught me about makeup, about walking like a girl, about dancing. 

And I told you: I practiced. I had the townhouse to myself, and I had nothing to do every night except dress up and practice. And it was all leading up to a night out at a dance party, where I could finally get out and move the way I wanted to move, show off what I wanted to show off. 

Who knows? Someone was bound to notice, right?  

“I’m just warning you, I get hit on a lot when I go to these things,” she had said.

I pretended to be cautious, but the thought of getting hit on didn’t bother me. I had never been hit on before. Sarah didn’t really do it. Could I get dressed up in a girly Halloween costume, shake my little ass in public, and get a confidence boost from people wanting me? When was the last time someone wanted me?

“I’m in,” I had told her after pretending to think about it for a few days. 

We were maybe unlikely friends, but we were friends. She liked having a minion, I liked having a big sister, and it worked for us. 

“Ithaca’s got a lot of weirdos,” she said once. “I’ve slept with most of them.” 

I didn’t want to sleep with a weirdo, but since Sarah wasn’t a weirdo and she didn’t want to sleep with me, I figured I needed to get out and go where there were people who liked people like me. Bonus points if I could figure out what that “me” even was. 

Speaking of Trish, it sounded like she was knocking on my hotel room door, and a quick look in the peephole confirmed it. I let her in. 

“Oh my God,” she said, closing the door behind her. She took in my outfit. “You really are looking to get laid, aren’t you? You never had a college sorority phase, so you’re trying again at 24?” 

“25,” I said, “and no, I’m not a Sorority girl.”

“You little minx,” she said, flipping my skirt up and getting a quick flash of my white cotton panties. “You are really going all-in on this.” 

“I’m so horny it’s not even funny,” I said. 

“You and me both,” she said. That’s when I noticed she was in long-sleeved Army fatigues. 

“Is this your costume?” I asked. “You don’t look horny to me.” 

“I’m not doing slut this year,” she said. “I’m getting tired of being easy.” 

“I don’t remember learning that lesson,” I said, a little disappointed. I had envisioned the two of us going to the Commons and dancing, drawing attention because we were two hotties together. I suddenly felt very underdressed.

“I’ll be your bodyguard,” she said. “Eleventh Battalion, or whatever.” She reached inside her camo jacket and pulled out a pistol that had no barrel. It did, however, have a big black dildo where the barrel should have been. 

“Bang,” she said, pointing it at me, and the giant head of it nodded up and down. 

I made a show of covering my open mouth with one hand and covering myself up. “Don’t shoot, officer! I’m too young to die! I’ll do whatever you want!”

“Anything, huh?” Trish said, moving a little closer to me and giving the head of the dildo gun a little flick so it bounced again. “I’m not sure you can use this the way I intend to, little lady.”

I pulled the hem of my skirt down in playful defense. 

“No, but I’m getting better, I swear! I’ll work ever so hard!”

Trish blew against the head of the dildo barrel, clearing it of invisible smoke from a bullet she never pretended to fire, and put it back in her coat. 

“We’ll start with your lipstick, little lady,” she said, and started to apply some to my lips, which I puckered up for her.

“So are you like a Wild West Army soldier? I’m not sure where ‘little lady’ came from.” 

“I’m not sure I’m in a sexy mood,” she said.

“Yet you have a giant dildo in your pocket.” 

Trish shrugged. “When I first started dressing, I would get turned on. Like, every time.”

I knew the feeling; I had been horny for four straight months. 

“After a while, it just feels like getting dressed. It’s just underwear. They’re just shoes.”

“Listen to yourself. I’ll bet you’re wearing the tiniest thong you own.”

She flashed me the waistband of a pair of what looked like pink camo bikini briefs. 

“OK, so not a thong, but you’re still going with something pretty, meaning there’s a chance you think someone will see them and you don’t want to yank down some baggy gray panties when you get a guy alone.”

She laughed, but shook her head. 

“Maybe it’s because I’m old and washed up at 28,” she said, “or maybe I’m coming down with something. Or maybe I’m just tired. Who knows?” 

“I think once you get moving, you’ll be fine,” I said. “I know you. You’re not going to pass up a hookup. Not if he’s hot.” 

“Listen to you!” she said. “Not even out of your cage yet and ready to pounce.” 

“I’m not pouncing on anything,” I said. “I just feel…alive. That’s really it.”

“You said you were horny.”

“I am. But it’s more than that. I feel excited. I feel like it’s a good, no-stress way for me to walk around and feel alive. I don’t think I’ve ever felt noticed, you know?”

“You’re making up for lost time. I get it.” 

“No, it’s not that.”

“It is! I don’t mean to be your therapist, but I get it. So you were never a schoolgirl, right? I wasn’t either. You never had that. So you and I get to do pajama parties when we get together, and we never had those either, not when most girls get to have them. You get your skirts now. You get to let your sexuality out.” 

“I don’t know what my sexuality is,” I said.

“I didn’t either,” she said, getting out some mascara and touching up my eyes. “Not at first. Go like this,” and she blinked her eyes fast. 

“I just feel…ready. But I don’t know for what.”

“It’s easy to overdo it,” she said, putting her arms on my shoulders. “You’ll see. Your outfit isn’t exactly subtle. You’re sending a message, and it’ll be whatever message other people want to get. I know you’ve never gotten attention before, and you’re about to, and it might not be exactly what you want. Just be careful.”

“You have a gun. I’ve seen it, little lady.” 

“I’m serious,” she said. “And wear a coat for God’s sake. It’s 72 outside now, but it won’t be once the disco’s over, and you’re barely wearing anything.”

I grabbed a little sweater and threw it over my almost see-through white top. 

“I’ll be careful,” I said. 

I didn’t tell her the whole truth, though, which is why I felt almost impossibly horny. I had gone with white cotton panties because every other pair I brought down with me was silkier, and it was too much. It was all too much. 

The feeling against my hairless body, how it felt when I walked; I’d never make it in the disco if I felt that amount of stimulation between my legs. I had spent an hour wearing a satin pair earlier, and when I changed my skirt, I had a dime-sized wet spot, right in front, soaking through. 

No, it had to be cotton. I needed something sensible, even if the rest of my outfit…wasn’t. 

But by the time I slipped into my practical, blinding-white bikini briefs, it was too late, and I was over the edge. I felt a constant sexual hum between my legs, and I never felt farther from my quiet, polite sex life with Sarah. I knew that I needed to get out and dance, I knew that I needed to go out and be on display, if only for my own benefit. And I also knew that when I got back from the disco, I would be more than ready for the medium-sized dildo I brought with me. 

And the thought of what waited for me after the disco was making it even worse than it was, and it was already pretty bad. 

I could feel another wet spot start to form as I put my shoes on, took a deep breath, and followed Trish out the hotel room door. I could feel the elevator lurch when it descended three floors and stopped, as I took that roller-coaster feeling directly in the crotch, and it was glorious, and I already couldn’t wait to ride the elevator back up later that night. And even though I wasn’t the only girl in the lobby wearing a revealing Halloween costume, I got most of the looks as we walked outside on the way to the disco. 

My hotel was three or four blocks from the Commons, and it didn’t take long for us to walk it. Or maybe it did, and I was too excited to have any of it register. But before I knew it, we crunched our way through the fallen leaves on the sidewalk, her in her combat boots and me in my black pumps, crossed Green Street, and saw the entrance to the Commons up ahead. 

There were a lot of people around thanks to the holiday festivities that would be capped off by the disco. Trick-or-treating at stores. Food trucks. Tents of beer, ice cream, and cider. 

“Oh. I know some of these people. One of them’s Carson.”

“Which one?”

“The guy in the porkpie hat.”

“What is he supposed to be dressed as?”

“He’s…not in costume.”

“So he wears that hat on purpose?”

“Yep. And he’s a chaser. Just a head’s up.”

“Did…you have sex with him?”

“No. I mean… no.”

“Why do I get the sense that you said no twice and didn’t mean it either time?”

“No one penetrated anyone.”

“That’s reassuring.”

“Hey guys!” Trish said cheerfully, as we caught up to the small group of people. 

“Damn,” Carson said, as he tipped his hat up a little and looked me up and down. “Who’s your friend?” 

“Don’t touch,” Trish said. “Guys, this is Natalie. Natalie, this is everyone. Kitty, Steph, and Carson.”

Kitty was a short-haired fake blonde who was clearly a cisgirl, dressed as a cop with fuzzy pink handcuffs attached to her belt. Steph was not a cisgirl, but was dressed as some kind of video game character with blue hair, and I tried to make it seem like I didn’t clock her; I knew how badly it could ruin someone’s night. 

Carson and his hat moved closer to where Trish and I were standing, and he took his hand out of his pocket to shake my hand. He never made it. 

“Don’t make me shoot you, Carson,” Trish deadpanned, and pulled her dildo gun out.

He stared at the head of it, bobbing up and down inches away from his chest, then turned to me and said “that’s a little smaller than mine, so I’m not afraid of it. Trish doesn’t scare me.” 

Trish holstered her dildo. “He wishes,” she whispered as I slipped my arm into my Army bodyguard’s arm and we walked into the Commons. “I’m way bigger than he is.” 

It was the time of the evening where the crowd transitioned. Families were packing up their strollers, leaving the little playground behind, kids screaming that they didn’t want to go home. The Commons smelled like pizza, and fried dough, and soon it would smell more like pot smoke, vape smoke, and patchouli. Little kids in cute costumes left the toy store, which was closing, and over the next hour or so would be replaced by college kids in sexy costumes who had to supply their own tricks and treats.

We clacked through the Commons and I was getting a little attention; I could tell. I could almost feel it against my body. A few young men would stare, and I could tell they wanted to see higher up my skirt; if they only knew. Some girls looked me up and down, maybe comparing how revealing our outfits were; did they view me as competition? 

I was outside, dressed the way I so badly wanted to be dressed for years, and had a support group of people who looked even weirder than I did. Was Steph supposed to be a fish? Was Kitty going to put her under arrest? Did Carson laugh like that all the time? 

Who would have guessed that the first time I went out as a girl would be with a group of people who took most of the attention away from me? It did make it easier. 

The disco wasn’t completely set up when we got there, so we paid for our headphones and waited around for things to start. There was already a crowd forming when we got there. 

As the crowd grew, you could feel the anxious anticipation in the air. People wandered around, admiring one another’s costumes. A bee hugged a Zelda. A Playboy bunny high-fived a Ninja turtle. A young mother had four kids dressed as dogs, all on a leash, all being led behind her. 

Eventually DJ Robz got onstage to loud applause, and it was strange to think that was going to be the last sound for a while. In a few minutes, the whole Commons would be silent while a pulsing, primal party raged. 

I was already pulsing. 

I saw the back of Steph’s blue head walk away with someone dressed nearly identically, except with a pink wig. If Carson really was a chaser, that left me; he certainly wouldn’t try anything with Trish. 

I didn’t want Carson to try anything. Yes, I was worked up. Yes, I felt a sexual charge. But I didn’t want just anything to happen, did I? No, I wanted something amazing. Carson wasn’t amazing. Carson was–

“You look great, baby!” came a voice to my left, and someone grabbed my hand. 

It was a guy with short, curly hair, wearing a Buffalo Bills football uniform, carrying his helmet with his other hand. “Wanna dance?” 

Trish shot up from behind me within seconds.

“Are you in high school?” she asked, reaching for her dildo gun.

This football player may have had the confidence thing down, but the look on his face betrayed him, even if just for a flicker of a second. Yep, he was in high school, or close enough. 

“He was kind of cute,” I said to Trish as he walked away with another Bills player.

“He gets a good story out of this,” she said. “You get jail time. Doesn’t seem worth it, and I don’t care how badly you need to cum.” 

She took a deep breath and let it out slowly.

“You OK?” I asked, as everyone started to put on their headphones. 

“I’ll be fine,” she said.  

I adjusted the headphones while the instructions told us what to do, how to behave, and how to have fun. 

I was at a club, but I wasn’t. I was living in my head, which is where I spent a lot of time the last few years. The only difference was that now there were a lot more people in there with me. 

We were all dancing. We were all as one, moving to whatever DJ Robz was doing up there; I didn’t know any of the songs. Not a single one.  

I swayed my hips, and I imagined what it would look like if I were standing behind me. Was I flashing my panties? Was I shaking my hips enough where people could get a peek? I couldn’t help thinking about this; it’s what I thought about when I would post photos of myself online. Part of it felt real, but part of it felt almost like a performance. 

A performance I could actually do.

A couple songs later, I felt a tap on my shoulder, and turned, expecting to see Trish. 

Instead, it was another young man in a football costume, but it looked like it was from the Dollar Store. His breath had more alcohol than air in it. 

“Wanna dance, baby?” he slurred. He was at least older than the last guy, but still wasn’t worth making bad decisions with. 

I shook my head and didn’t take my headphones off. He moved his hand from my shoulder to my arm. I couldn’t read his lips, but he said something else that I hoped was charming. 

Where was a giant dildo gun when you needed it? 

“I’m fine!” I said loudly, though I couldn’t hear myself say it and knew he couldn’t hear me either. 

He said something else, and I realized that this would continue until someone blinked, and I wanted it to be him even though Trish had me practice a pretty good blink earlier; it wasn’t the vibe I wanted to give off, though. I took my headphones off and waited for him to do the same. He did it without taking his hand off my arm, which was not a trick I wanted to see him perform. 

“I’m good!” I said. “I’m waiting for my boyfriend!” 

He held his hands up in self-defense from an attack that was never going to come, and with his eyes mostly closed, he said “are you sure you don’t want to get out of detention? I can help.”

“I’m good!” I said as cheerfully as I could, and I watched the slits of his eyes look at my legs. 

Was he getting ideas? Where was he getting his ideas from?

I knew where he was getting them from, and this was what Trish meant when she warned me about how you can’t choose your attention, or who you get it from. I was getting a lot of attention from…who, exactly? Former football players who missed having chances with sexy schoolgirls? This guy didn’t look like he ever had a chance with a schoolgirl. He didn’t look like he played football, either. 

“He’ll be back soon!” I continued, happily. “He was a real football player, too!” 

I don’t know if he understood me, but at least he knew he had no chance to do whatever he was hoping would happen. 

He slurred something that sounded like he was accusing me of being a Jets fan, but if he meant it as an insult, it didn't land that way. I pouted anyway, and off he went.   

I watched him as he wobbled towards the stage, relaxed a little, then looked behind me for Trish.

She wasn’t there. How long had she been gone? And where did she go? 

I scanned around me for her, for the back of her head, but couldn’t find her. Did she blend in with the crowd? There was an Army camouflage joke in there somewhere. 

I finally spotted her, sitting by herself on one of the stone benches near the back of the dance area, sitting by herself, headphones off, head in her hands. 

“Hey,” I said, getting down in front of her. “You OK?”

“I don’t feel so good,” she said, glassy-eyed. 

“What do you need?” I asked. “You don’t look so good either.” 

“I’m really cold,” she said slowly. 

I had nothing to give her but my sweater, the sweater she made me bring. 

“Here,” I said, taking it off and instantly regretting it. She might need to be taken home, and my night might be over at the same time because I would freeze unless I danced much faster than I had been.. 

“She OK?” I heard behind me. I expected to see another football player, maybe drunk and maybe not. Instead it was a tall guy in a pirate costume with a stuffed bird on his shoulder that was missing a wing and a beak.

“She doesn’t feel well,” I said. “I got it, thanks.”

He looked at me. “It’s cool,” he said. “I’m Cody. This is Trish, my neighbor. I can take her home, we don’t live far. You good with that, Trish?” 

Trish looked up at him and she nodded at me. “It’s fine, Natalie. I wondered if this was going to happen. I felt off all afternoon. I’m sorry. I did want you to get laid, you know.” She stood up and Cody helped her off. 

She was gone, leaving me by myself, underdressed, starting to get chilly, holding a set of headphones in my hand while hundreds of people around me danced to music I couldn’t hear. While I was having fun a few minutes ago, it all felt comical now that I couldn’t hear the music any more. Did I look that stupid while I was dancing to nothing? 

Did I care?

I didn’t feel like putting the headphones back on and dancing by myself, and I didn't want to risk another person trying to dance with me, so I locked up. 

What the hell was I supposed to do? Go back to the hotel? Go home? Do I run after Trish and see that she gets home safely? Do I stay here on my own? 

I didn’t want to stand around by myself, and I had a perfectly good stone bench in front of me now that Trish wasn’t sitting on it anymore. I sat down on it and instantly regretted it; it was freezing cold, right on my mostly exposed ass. 

I immediately stood up, smoothed my skirt behind me, then sat back down again; even one layer of skirt cloth was better than nothing. 

OK, now what? I dangled my headphones in my hand and looked around. I knew nobody, at least nobody nearby. I was going to freeze to death in a matter of minutes. Or hours, whatever. It was cold. 

“Can I sit here?” a voice above me said. “Is this seat taken?”

Oh, goddammit, it was another football player. A big one. 

I didn’t say anything right away. He wasn’t leering. He wasn’t looking me up and down. Did…he just want to sit? 

“Are you going to ask what I’m in detention for?” I asked.

“Excuse me?”

“Or ask if I’m wearing white cotton panties?” 

“No, there’s just nowhere to sit and I need to get off my feet. These aren’t my shoes and they’re at least a size too small.”

I moved over a little so he could sit down. 

“I’m guessing you’ve had a rough night?” he asked.

I sighed.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Yes, some people have made this less than fun. I didn’t mean to take it out on you. But you’re like the third football player to make a pass at me.”

“If it makes you feel any better, I’m not really a football player,” he said. 

“Well you look like one,” I said.

“Never played,” he said. “I’m guessing you’re not a real schoolgirl?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Meaning, you and I are dressed as high schoolers and can’t pull it off. Well, you can pull your costume off better than I can pull mine off.”

“I’m not pulling my costume off.”

“That’s not what I meant!” he laughed. 

“I’m kidding,” I said. “And thanks, but I don’t think the costume was a good idea, because I’m getting a little chilly.” 

“Here,” he said, handing me a zippered hooded sweatshirt. 

“I couldn’t,” I said. “I couldn’t wear some random guy’s clothes.”

“You’re cold, I’m not wearing it. I’m Chris, by the way. Now I’m not random.” 

“My night was OK, actually. I’m not sure why I told you it wasn’t fun.”

“Mine was good until my friend disappeared. Haven’t seen anyone in a pirate costume, have you?”

“Parrot on the shoulder? No beak?”

“That’s the guy.” 

“Cody. He apparently lives next to my friend and is taking her home. She’s not feeling well. He should be back.” 

DJ Robz flailed onstage, spinning whatever he was spinning, only there was no music Chris and I could hear. Everyone around us danced, in perfect time, to complete silence. 

“Isn’t this creepy?” he said, holding the sweatshirt out for me. “It was fun while I was doing it, but once you stop, wow, it looks really weird.” 

“I kind of feel the same way,” I said. His sweatshirt was already warm from his body. It felt great, but it made me even more aware of how exposed my legs were. My skirt suddenly felt shorter than it was. 

“This is where you tell me your name,” he said, “seeing as how you’re wearing my clothes.” 

“Oh, sorry,” I said. “I’m Natalie.” 

Trish was the only other person on this planet who really knew me as Natalie. 

Well, a bunch of random horny guys on the Internet did too, though they had only seen my body and not my face. 

“So if your friend is gone, and my friend is gone, want to dance?” he asked, standing up and looking down at me. 

What was I going to do? I never got to know Steph. Trish was gone. I wasn’t going to dance with Carson. And Kitty was more man than I was, and I could see she was dancing with someone more woman than I was, too. 

Live a little, Natalie, I thought. Third football player’s the charm. 

“Sure,” I said, and he offered me his hand, which I took. 

With our headphones back on, it felt like a party again, though we couldn’t hear each other talk even if we wanted to. Which, I kind of wanted to. 

Instead we re-joined the silent disco in the middle of some song I did not know. It was upbeat, and kind of what I needed after going through the feelings of Trish leaving, then being left alone with the threat of my night ending prematurely, then moving from feeling threatened by Chris The Third Football Player To Hit On Me, to actually feeling comfortable with him. 

That he and I weren’t exactly the greatest dancers was fine. We were moving, and we were close, and he wasn’t wearing a porkpie hat, wasn’t in high school, and wasn’t drunk. 

That first song we faced each other and moved. His shoulder pads made him look massive. The second song we got a little closer, and he spun me around, and I even ground against his thigh. By the third song, he had rubbed his giant hands down my arms as we danced, and I realized I did not want him to stop. 

Except he stopped as soon as we heard the first few notes of the Macarena. 

“Nope!” he mouthed to me with a huge smile on his face, and he pointed to his feet. “I need to sit!” 

Before I knew what was happening, someone grabbed me by the shoulders. I spun around to see Kitty, who picked a hell of a time for a re-entrance. But she just wanted me to get in line next to her and her blonde friend, and before I knew it, I was trying to make it look like I knew all the moves to the Macarena. 

Hand on hips? One arm out at a time, palms up? Cross arms over my shoulders, spin around? Sway a skirt? I could sway a skirt. 

I liked when I faced Chris because he was cheering me on. He wasn’t looking at blondie next to me, or Kitty. He wasn’t looking at anyone else in the crowd. 

He was watching me.

He was smiling. 

I shook my skirt and spun. 

I could feel him still looking at me. I knew it even though I couldn’t see him. Kitty laughed, she pretended to lasso her friend, and I waited a few verses until the line spun all the way around again so I could face Chris once more. 

He had his headphones off, and he was rubbing his face. I could almost feel the scratch of his stubble from where I was standing, and I felt that rough, sweaty contact, and you know exactly where I felt it, because I felt so much there the last few hours that it was getting hard to stand.

Only the song wasn’t over, so I wasn’t standing. I was stomping one foot down at a time, feeling some energy move up my leg and stop up my skirt. I’d spin a quarter-turn and feel my skirt fly out in all directions, exposing who knows how many of my secrets to who knows how many people.  

I gyrated my hips towards him with my hands behind my head and he laughed, shaking his head. 

I felt electrified. The song ended and something else was starting, something I didn’t know and didn’t want to dance to by myself. I took off the headphones and walked towards him. I did a little curtsy as I got in front of him.

“That is way more fun to watch with no headphones on,” he said, smiling. 

“So it was just me shaking myself around with no soundtrack?” 

“It looks so crazy.”

“I’m a crazy dancer?”

“No, it’s hot, it’s just that it looks crazy to see you do it while I can’t hear anything. Have you ever done the Macarena by yourself, for no reason? That’s what it looked like to me.”

He said I looked hot. Or my dancing was hot. Something was hot, for the first time ever.

“Cody just texted me,” he said. “He said he’s getting her some cold medicine from his place and he’ll be back in a little while.” 

“Oh, good. She dropped quickly. She was freezing.” 

I was freezing too, and I’m sure it showed. Chris’ sweatshirt helped for a little while, and it helped that I was moving around, but wearing a short skirt outside isn’t a whole lot different than being outside in your underwear, and my underwear weren’t exactly covering much. 

Chris cocked his head at me. “You look cold. You probably don’t want to end up like your friend. It’s OK if you need to go.”

I didn’t want to go, yet I did want to go. I had fun. I was turned on. I was riding an edge of sexuality I didn’t know I had. 

But I also didn’t want to spend the rest of my weekend in a hotel bed with a cold. Or spend it in a hotel bed trying to get warm, because at that moment, I didn’t feel like my legs were ever going to be warm again. 

And speaking of my warm, hotel bed, there was a big dildo waiting for me in my suitcase, and I needed it. 

“Probably,” I said. 

“I’ll walk you,” he said. “That way you can keep the sweatshirt on longer. Where do you live?”

“Hotel, actually. I’m just visiting.” I pointed towards the hotel. 

“There’s only one over there,” he said, “and I know where it is. Let’s go.” 

We dropped our headphones off, one at a time, and walked over to the edge of the Commons. “We can cut through an alley up here by the coffee shop. It’ll take us to Green Street.” 

For the second time that day, I had an arm offered to me, and I slipped my arm into it. With Trish, she was my bodyguard, but it was a joke. With Chris, I really did feel like he would be my bodyguard if he had to, and I knew he didn’t have a dildo gun in his pocket. 

Partway through the alley, we knew we couldn’t go all the way through. There were big boxes piled up behind an open door. Someone was moving something big in or out, and their stuff got as far as a big pile by the door. 

“Well, shit,” he said. “Maybe we don’t cut through. Unless I can squeeze through this here…”

He couldn’t. I probably could, but he was too big. 

“Let me try,” I said, and I tried to flatten myself even flatter than I normally was, and I got most of the way down the alley wall before he laughed and held his hand out after me. 

“OK, Tiny,” he said. “Go down there and I can’t come after you. Come on back.” I took his hand and he pulled me out, and I caught my heel on something right by the first box, and I tripped toward him. 

And fell right into his arms. 

He held me for a second, and I could feel his hesitation. He wanted more. I wanted more, maybe, but I also had a date by myself in my hotel room, and didn’t need to prove Trish right. 

And then we were kissing. 

My God was he a good kisser. 

His lips were full, and even though he needed to lean down a bit, he was able to find my lips in the dark of the alley. As he held me pressed tightly against him, I could tell his hands meant business. 

And my legs were open for business. I wanted them spread, wide. I wanted his hands to explore, to keep going, to find whatever he was looking for. 

His hands fell to my waist and pressed me against him, hard. Every little peck on the cheek I ever gave Sarah, every little kiss in the dark, every time I held her for a moment and let her go, all of that came to me at once and I knew, again, why she wanted more. 

Sarah was not a guy. 

Chris was a guy. 

I was kissing a guy. 

I tensed up, and I think he felt it, because he pulled his head from mine and looked down at me. 

“I have to go,” I said. “I’m sorry.” 

“No, I’m sorry,” he said. “I shouldn’t have done that.” 

I walked past him, somehow able to see what he was seeing. In my head, I watched myself, skirt and all, swish past him and jog out the alley to the Commons. 

I wanted to run, but in heels that wasn’t smart. I jogged, and even that was too much. I didn’t want him catching up with me. I wasn’t ready for this. I was ready for a lot, but not this. 

I was two blocks from the hotel when someone casually stepped out in front of me and boomed in a deep voice. 

“Well hey, missy,” the voice said. “What’s your hurry? Party over? You look like you was probably dancing.” 

This guy was gross. He was big, but gross. His beard was scraggly, his sweatshirt was stained, and were his sneakers even tied? They didn’t look like they had laces in them. 

Could someone in big heels outrun a dirty guy in sneakers that had no laces? I had learned stranger things in the last few months; why not this?

How many people hit on me tonight? Three? Four? Trish was right; it wasn’t great. The people you want to hit on you never do, and the people who do can be gross. 

Chris wasn’t gross, but then again, he also didn’t hit on me. But this guy and I were in a staredown. I felt I could be sassy with the drunk guy at the dance. But this guy looked like he had a rusty knife in his pocket. My date with my warm bed felt far away, even though I could see my hotel from where I stood. 

Gross Guy rubbed his jaw. “You lookin’ fine, miss. Real fine. I got some bottles here if you want to party.” 

“Natalie, there you are; you ready?” came a voice from behind me. I knew like three voices in this town, and what were the odds I’d hear one of them behind me, right when I needed to? Whatever the odds, there we were. Chris came up behind me, looking his normal huge self, made even larger by his football pads. 

“Friend of yours?” Chris asked. 

Gross Guy knew there was no problem, so he shook his head. 

“Naw, man, we was just chatting. Pretty girl like this, of course she got a date waiting for her. You all have a good night. Happy Halloween, man.” 

Chris grabbed my hand, and I let him. We had a quick walk to the corner, and a quicker walk to the hotel. 

“I knew I shouldn't have let you walk away,” he said. 

“It’s OK, really,” I shivered, as we walked into the hotel together. Did I invite him in? It didn’t matter. 

I shivered in the elevator on the way up, and I chattered my teeth as we walked down the hall together to my room. I opened the door to my room and he followed me in. 

“OK,” he said. “I needed to make sure you got home safe.”

“I got home safe,” I said. “Thank you.” 

“I’m sorry, again, he said. About, well, everything.” 

“Don’t be,” I said. 

We stood facing one another, neither one knowing what to say. I could sense that he didn’t want to make another move. I thought for a second about the dildo in my suitcase. 

What the hell was I doing? I started the evening already horny. I couldn’t sit still or stand still. I was looking forward to my night out, which I had, but then I wanted to end it on my own? Did I let Trish spook me too much? She’d support me if I hooked up with someone who wasn’t a weirdo, right? 

I reached up and stroked Chris’ arm. 

He took it from there, and we kissed again, much slower this time. 

My heart pounded fast, and we barely moved. He again held me tight, and close, and only the sound of someone else walking down the hallway to their room broke our trance-like kiss. 

“I have to tell you something,” I whispered. 

“No, you don’t,” he said. 

“Yes, I do. I don’t exactly go to a girls’ school,” I said. 

“I know,” he said, taking my hands in his.  

“Then why are you still here?” 

He never answered me with his words. He answered instead by working his sweatshirt off of me, and letting it drop at my feet. I stepped out of my heels and dropped a few inches lower. He smiled and took off his shoes that didn’t fit, but didn’t seem to get any shorter. 

“When did you know?”

“During the Macarena,” he said. “Your skirt was riding up when you spun. I got a little show.”

“Oh, Jesus,” I said. Suddenly I felt insane for performing the way I did. “So did everyone else then.”

“It was a good show,” he said, and I was back in his arms again.  

We kissed. We kissed some more. He wasn’t just holding me; he was holding me up off the floor, as I was melting. 

But it certainly wasn’t from the heat. 

“It is fucking freezing in here,” he said, breaking our kiss after a minute. “You are never going to warm back up like this.” 

We both looked around for the thermostat. 

“It might be by the window,” he said, pointing. 

I speed-walked to the unit, turned the AC off and the heat on, and set the fan to high. As I did, the first gust of warm air blew my skirt up around my waist, and I flashed him. 

“That’s so hot,” he said, walking toward me. The light from the open curtains lit his front as he walked toward me. I finally noticed the bulge in his tight football pants. 

He caught me staring as he got close to the window. 

“How was your game today, Chris?” I asked, looking up at him. I bit my lip, trying to be playful. 

“How was my…what?” he started, before he caught himself. 

“Oh, it was really….hard,” he said, inching closer. 

“Oh? How hard?”

“Really hard,” he said, grabbing me by the waist. “I can’t wait to get out of this uniform.” 

“I was wondering how many sacks you had.”

“Four,” he said, and he squeezed my hips, making me gasp. 

“Four is a lot,” I said. 

“Is it?” he said, shaking his head. “I wanted five.”

“Five sacks.” 

“Yeah. I’ve gotten pretty good at it,” and he lifted me up off the floor. I wrapped my legs around him. 

“Is this a sack?” 

“We’re sacking,” he said, and he walked us toward the bed. “Here comes my fifth sack,” and he threw me down onto the bed. I lay back and looked up at him. “Leave the uniform on,” I whispered, and then he was on top of me. 

“How was your day at school?” he asked, sneaking his hands up my skirt and rubbing the outside of my thighs.

“Bad,” I said. “I got in so much trouble wondering about your game. I was daydreaming all day long.”

“Thinking about the game?” 

“Thinking about you playing. Thinking about you hitting all those other players. Thinking about–” I couldn’t finish my thought, not that I knew what it was. For someone who never actually played football before, he was damn strong, and he flipped me over, onto all fours. With one smooth motion he had one hand around my neck and the other hand between my legs, working in a slow, firm circle. 

I felt myself gush, and I knew he could feel it. Whatever squirted out of me at his touch had wanted out for hours, and I felt a sticky mess between my legs. 

I also knew this was going to be over before it started if it went on much longer. 

But I let it continue. I was losing myself being touched the way I never touched Sarah, the way she wanted to be touched. 

I knew exactly why she wanted it, and I knew why I could never do it, and I never wanted it to end. 

I felt myself start to swell under his fingers, and I knew he felt it too. I knew he felt me strain for him, strain for more. If I got any more, I was going to lose it. 

With one firm press and one final rub, he flipped me onto my back. I needed to back up on the bed to get a pillow under my neck, and he took that as his chance to get his football pants off. 

He peeled them off and they dropped to the floor, inside-out. He crawled his way up the bed, and now the light from the open curtains lit him from the back, and I could only make out his silhouette. 

The silhouette of a huge man wearing football pads, climbing up the bed to get at me, who he wanted. The silhouette of his giant arms. The silhouette of his massive cock between his legs. 

It was dark, but I could tell it was bigger than the medium dildo I had. Of course it was. Of course it would be huge. It stuck straight out, thick and throbbing, and at that moment, with me reclined on a bed, I wanted it inside of me. 

“Lube,” I pointed. “In the suitcase. I want you so bad.” 

He reached into the suitcase and pulled out the bottle of lube I brought. I didn’t even care if he found the dildos too; I had stopped thinking. Both of us had stopped thinking. He squirted some lube onto his hand as I took my panties off, and spread my legs for him. 

With the lube that was left on his fingers, he reached between my legs and rubbed it all over my opening. His rubbing me through my panties was torture, and that got me close to cumming. This was even more intense. If he kept doing it, I would ruin our night. I had one choice: get him inside of me, fast, and hope I lasted. 

I reached down and rubbed his slick head against me, pressing it into me, one millimeter at a time. 

One millimeter became two. Two became five, five became an inch, and there were a lot more inches, and eventually I was almost completely overwhelmed by a feeling of total surrender. There was enough pain to keep from going over the edge, but there was so much pleasure that I felt lost.

I felt full, and Chris was hanging over me, suspended on his powerful arms as he waited for me to get used to having him all the way in me.

Then I had no more time, as he started to work himself back out, slowly, and I again felt every millimeter of his size. 

I wrapped my arms around his waist as he slowly pumped away, and I felt his pace start to quicken. 

I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him down, and he let some of his body weight land on me. The air went out from my lungs, and I was pressed down into the bed. It wouldn’t be long now, but I wanted it to be long. I was suspended in feeling, unable to breathe, with an almost unimaginable pressure building inside of me as something that barely fit inside of me worked its way along every nerve in my body that could feel pleasure. 

His stubbly face kissed my neck, and I had almost no control over my body. I was completely at his mercy, and as he began to pump harder and breathe deeper, I tried to raise my body up into his. 

I lived a thousand hours in just a few seconds, and I could no longer hold back. I gasped as the first wave of climax hit me and my body shuddered against his. 

“You are so damn hot,” he breathed as he pumped harder and harder, and I felt spurt after spurt come out of me, and I helplessly let my orgasm take me wherever it was going. I felt him tense up, then as my climax started to go down, his began, and I felt something flex deep inside of me. He let out a deep groan as I felt pulse after pulse shake my whole lower body. 

Then it was over. We lay still, and all I heard was the heater still struggling to warm the room, though with a giant man on top of me, I no longer needed it. 

“That was…fast,” I breathed, stroking his cheek. I was still coming down and was too spent to be embarrassed at how quickly I came. 

“You’re a great tight end,” he said with a smile. 

I looked up at him and smiled. “How many downs are there in football?” 

“Four, I think,” he said.

I shook my head. “I’m not done with you, but I can’t go four downs. That would kill me. You’re huge.” 

“You’re not very good at football then,” he said.

I pulled him down on top of me, waiting to feel him go soft inside me. 

Instead I felt him start to swell and grow hard again. 

“It is a game of inches,” he grinned.


GO-GO ALL THE WAY



CHAPTER 1


“Dan, how many people are on a list of potential go-go dancers, and how far down is my name on that list?”

“Stef, I know this is weird.”

“Also, why is my name even on that list?”

It’s always strange to be in a restaurant or club during the day, when it’s not open. It’s even stranger to be there with an old family friend, someone who hired you for odd jobs now and then as a favor to your Dad, and this time was trying to hire you to be a…cage dancer?

By the way, I’m a dude. 

Or, I try to be. More on that later. 

We were sitting at the bar at Dan’s club, which was called Mouth. 

Cute, right? 

We were in the high-ceilinged club room, facing the stage, though no DJ was onstage. The house lights were all on. There were no dancers, and the cages were empty. All you could hear was Manny wheeling the mop bucket around, cleaning the floor. Who knows how clean he’d get it.

“I’m stuck, Stefan, please. You’re in the system already.”

“OK, but I haven’t worked here in a long time. And certainly never for that,” I said, waving at the empty cage dangling over the dance floor.

“But none of the regular girls feel safe doing it. You’re a rock climber.”

“Number one, I don’t dangle over a void. And two, I’m not a girl.”

“From twenty feet away you’d pull it off. Plus, I’ve seen you dance. And it’s more of a heights thing. No one wants to be that high.”

“I thought you called me here to give me another bartending shift. I could use the tips.”

“Quick, what’s in a Bootleg?” 

“I don’t know.”

“How about a Long Island Iced Tea?”

“I’d look it up and learn.” 

“I need bartenders who know this stuff without checking.”

“OK, but most drinks have the ingredients in the name. ‘Rum and Coke.’ ‘Cranberry and vodka.’ ‘Gin and tonic.’ Right? Last time I bartended, most of the drinks were like that.” 

“But not all of them. Anyway, I don’t need a bartender tonight. I do need someone to cage dance above the crowd.” 

“This is crazy.”

“We have one more week of Spring Break season, most local students are gone, including Rosie and Luisa, who normally do it. You said you need the tips, so that means you need money. This is money.” 

“This would be the craziest way I have ever earned…how much money are we talking about?”

“I’d give you $300. Cash.”

“Then what does it matter if I’m in the system?”

“Insurance.” 

This was nuts. 

This was the plot of a movie, and not a movie you’d see in the theater. A movie you’d watch on a Tube site, and it would be 20 minutes long, and there are only two people in the movie, a guy and a girl, and the acting would be terrible, and then the guy would nail the girl, who was a dancer. 

That’s all it was: a premise for nailing the dancer. 

“Who’s on tonight?”

“DJ Grok.”

“No, I mean, which girls?”

Please not Ariel, please not Ariel, please not Ariel. 

“Oh. I’d need to check them all, but it’s at least Therese, Ariel, and Scottie.” 

Well, fuck. The girl I had been trying to flirt with for two months. 

“I shouldn’t be thinking about this,” I said, putting my head in my hands. It was pretty clear that I was thinking about this. 

“Attaboy,” Dan said, patting me on the back. “I told you that you’d meet girls here, right? I told you that you would get laid.”

“Dan, I have never gotten laid from a girl I met here.”

“Not even Phoebe? I could swear you hooked up with her.”

“Phoebe was so drunk when I took her home that she vomited as soon as we got to my apartment. I needed to buy a new couch after that night.” 

“So that’s a no. What about that blonde girl a few months ago? The one with the butterfly tattoo on her chest?”

“There’s no way that was with me. I have no memory of that.”

“This will work, though. You get close to some hot girls, they wiggle their asses in front of you, you see them in their undies, something maybe comes from it, you know? Not with Ariel, though. She likes chicks. But Therese or Scottie maybe. Who knows?”

Oh, shit. This got a little embarrassing. Had I been flirting with a lesbian without realizing it? 

“Ariel’s a lesbian?”

“Oh yeah. Had a fling with a bartender a few months ago. Julia. Real mess.” 

This was getting better and better. 

“Just do it. Your parents don’t have to know. We sneak you in, some hot girls doll you up, no one recognizes you, then you wake up tomorrow $300 richer and you move on with your life.”

“$350 richer.”

“Oh for Christ’s sake.” 

“You’re stuck or you’re not. Now it’s $400.” 

“Jesus. Stop. OK. You tell the other girls that you’re the highest paid cage dancer and I‘ll kill you.” 

“I haven’t said yes yet.” 

Dan stared at me. 

There was no more information to be had. Nothing more to think about other than what we already talked about. 

And what was that? $400 for a night of work? $400 for a few hours dancing in a cage? What was I afraid of? My masculinity being damaged? How on earth would this set me back from where I already was? I had no girlfriend, no prospects whatsoever, hadn’t gotten laid, well, ever, and wasn’t exactly having luck with the types of girls who worked at Mouth. 

I didn’t have luck with the types of girls who went to Mouth, either. So what harm was there if I was a girl who worked at Mouth? At least for a night? 

It’s not like anyone would be groping me: I'd be in a cage suspended above the dance floor. It’s not like I’d be hit on. Ariel was naturally pretty; it’s why I liked her. But she was off limits now and there was nothing I could do about it; no wonder I couldn’t flirt with her. She didn’t want to be flirted with, at least not by me. 

But Therese and Scottie both wore a lot of makeup when they worked and looked nothing like themselves when they went to class. I’m sure they could work some kind of magic on me. 

Maybe Dan was right. I wouldn’t look anything like myself and this would just be a few awkward hours, ending with a paycheck.

Fine. Whatever. 

“What do I need to do, exactly?”

“There we go. So you get dressed up in something clubby, you go in the cage. It’ll move along the track. You’ve been here before; you know it’s the clock. It’s our thing. It’s my thing. You start the night at that wall, the track moves, you end up over there at closing time. It’s got a plexiglass floor so you can move around like normal. From below, no one can see it. It’ll look like you’re dancing on the bars.” 

And they’ll see up my skirt, assuming I wear a skirt.

“I cannot believe I’m doing this.”

“I can.” 

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“You need money. You’re a smart kid. You’re athletic. You mostly dance by yourself here anyway. This will be easy for you.”

I don’t know what it was about that comment, but it hit me square in the chest. I mostly dance by myself. In that one moment, I had a flash of every time I went to Mouth and asked someone to dance, only to be turned down. I had a flash where I was disembodied, watching myself stand on my own, my friends somewhere on the dance floor, partnered up. 

I could see myself nervously sipping my drink, looking around for someone to dance with. 

Or dance near. 

Then I saw myself bumble my way through bartending. Then I saw myself at that moment, sadness dominating my face.

Mouth was the location of failure, of humiliation. I had failed there, I had always failed there, and the joke had been on me. Dan was taking pity on me, yes, but it was a joke. I had spent valuable time lusting after someone whose sexuality didn’t line up with mine. I had hooked up with a girl who was too drunk to know what was happening, and who didn’t really choose me anyway. I had spent time thinking I could do a job that I couldn’t. And now I had a job to be a girl, something I wasn’t. 

Except I was going to be the best damn girl I could be.


CHAPTER 2


Ihad plenty of time to change my mind. I could have changed it while I nervously paced around my apartment. My apartment didn’t have an ocean view since it faced West, but it did have a view of the Halifax River. I’d often go out on the balcony to think, and I loved feeling the breeze, so much so that I never closed the sliding glass door from my apartment to my balcony. 

I could have changed it while walking up Shore Road; I didn’t. 

I could have changed it when I cut over the river on the footbridge, and passed the two giggling girls in orange bikinis. 

In fact, the whole walk I saw nothing but girls. Very few guys, but there were girls everywhere. Girls who had partied on the beach all day and were headed back to wherever they were staying to change and go out, get drunk, get laid. 

Maybe they’d be going to Mouth. Maybe they’d be going to a different club. But most of these girls were in town for one reason: to party. To let it all go. To dance, to drink too much, to fuck strange men, and to go back to college like nothing happened. 

They’d kiss their mothers with those mouths, but they wouldn’t kiss me. I was in town all the time, was in a place where people go to Spring Break on purpose, and nothing happened to me almost every weekend. 

All around me, people were having experiences and having fun, and I was having to psych myself up for a night of pretending to be something I’m not. All for $400. 

By the time I passed my thousandth full-breasted, hot, tanned girl in a bikini, I was overwhelmed by the urge to run my hand across someone’s flat stomach, to feel taut muscles and a hard, eager body.

The only stomach around was mine, and so the last quarter mile was spent with me absent-mindedly rubbing my own hand on my stomach beneath my shirt.

It wasn’t the same, but it wasn’t nothing. Some day, someone would touch me like that, on purpose. It wasn’t Phoebe. It certainly wasn’t going to be Ariel. But someone. 

Mouth’s front entrance was a pair of double doors, surrounded by a cartoonish pair of full, red lips. You’d literally walk into a sexy mouth when you walked in that way.

I did not walk in that way. I instead went around the back to the rear entrance. I expected Therese or Scottie to open it, but instead it was a big, burly black guy in a tight-fitting black t-shirt that showed off his muscles. He was wearing sunglasses even though it was dark behind him. He looked a little older than an Acosta College student. 

“Uh, hi,” I said. “I’m here to get ready.” 

“Ready for what?” he said, looking at me suspiciously. 

“Ready for tonight,” I said. I was not about to tell him that I needed to put on a skirt. 

“You’re not on the list,” he said.

“I haven’t given you my name.” 

“Yes, but it doesn’t matter what you tell me, because there’s no list.” 

“Tyrell, it’s OK,” I heard Dan’s voice from inside. “Stef’s good.”

“Sorry, man,” Tyrell said as he opened the door to let me into the darkness. “I’m a bouncer. I bounce.” 

He held his fist out for me to bump it, and my God, this guy was huge. I suddenly felt ridiculous in my t-shirt and jeans. He wore his t-shirt and athletic shorts better than I would. Each of his thighs looked as big around as my waist. What would I have been able to do if Dan wasn’t in his office? I wasn’t imposing or threatening at all. 

Hi, I’m Stef. I’m here to wear a skirt. Please step aside and let me in.

That would have gone over well. 

Tyrell walked me down the dark hallway that was the backstage and office area of Mouth. I felt eclipsed. He blocked the whole hallway and I was in shadow. 

When we got to Dan’s little office, he stood up from his desk and shook my hand. 

“You didn’t happen to find a girl in the last few hours who’s not afraid of heights, did you?” I said.

“No such luck,” he laughed. “Tyrell, Stef’s in the cage tonight. We’re being a little creative since we’re short-handed. Check in every once in a while, will you?”

“Sure thing,” Tyrell said, and he slid his sunglasses so they sat on top of his shaved head. With them on, he looked menacing, but his eyes actually looked quite kind once you could see them. “Life is full of all kinds of shit, huh?”

I flopped into the easy chair along the wall in Dan’s office, but he shook his head almost as soon as I hit the cushion. “Doors open at nine,” he said, “and I’m not sure how long this will take. Therese and Scottie are already here, let’s get this moving along,” he said. Tyrell reached his hand down and yanked me off the chair in one motion. 

Two doors down from Dan’s office was a changing room. It was small, with a few metal chairs, a few card tables used for makeup, and racks of clothing just sitting in the middle of the room. Therese and Scottie were already in there, and looked back at us as Tyrell opened the door. It looked like Scottie dyed her hair blonde, or blonde-ish. At least now I could tell them apart, since Therese was a brunette. 

“What’s up, girlfriend?” Therese beamed from her desk. “I heard we have a project.”

Scottie just glared at me. Did she know I was getting paid more than her? 

“This is important, ladies,” Dan said. Tyrell had flipped his shades down again and looked like Dan’s bodyguard. “Stef needs to be in the cage tonight, and he needs to look good. Make him look like the two of you, please, and that’s all we ask.” 

Dan shook my hand. He didn’t say “good luck,” but the little nod he gave me sort of implied it.

Did he not think we could pull this off? Did he not have confidence in Therese and Scottie, or did he not have faith in me? 

“I’ll need a few minutes here,” Therese said, “but you can get started by shaving.”

“Shaving?”

This was more real than I had thought. 

Therese handed me a little pink plastic razor and a bottle of shaving cream. 

“But I’m going to be way above everyone,” I said. “Do I really have to look the part if people can’t see me?”

“It’ll be pretty bad if someone notices that you’re a dude in a dress,” she said.

“Assuming we even have a dress that fits,” Scottie said through applying lipstick. 

“You’re telling me. But it’ll be dark. No one will be looking at me,” I said.

“Exactly. We want them to not look at you. If I had hair, would you stare?”

“I guess so.”

She put them into my hands. 

“This is Florida, and it’s going to be beach season in like two weeks,” I said.

“It’ll grow back,” Scottie said flatly from her chair. I heard her put something down on the table. “We shave all the time. You’ll do it once. You’ll survive.”

She was not amused. Did she know how much I was being paid? Why was she so sulky?

I took the razor and went into the staff bathroom. I dropped my pants and went to work on the area between my knees and where I thought the skirt would end.

Or was it going to be shorter? Should I assume it’ll be shorter? I hadn’t actually seen the skirt I was supposed to wear, assuming it would fit. 

And what if it didn’t fit? What did the dancers normally wear here, anyway? I remember one night, one of the girls wore a bikini and thigh-high boots. Another night it was a strappy outfit that was just that: straps. There was almost no coverage. Would I have to wear something like that? I knew I wasn’t big, nothing like Tyrell, but they had to have some kind of stripper outfit in that changing room that would work for someone my size without resorting to nothing but straps, right?

In the end, I shaved all the way up my legs, which was easier than I thought since I didn’t have a ton of hair to begin with. I certainly didn’t need to shave my chest; there was already nothing there. 

And Lord help me, but I did my bikini line. The whole thing, actually. Leaving me with a perfectly shaved bump, where before I had…

…well, I had a bump with hair. 

The little backstage staff bathroom was filled with the scent of cherries from the shaving cream, and as I wiped off my legs with wet paper towels and felt around for stray hairs, I had to admit, it looked pretty smooth and felt kind of amazing. 

I felt…delicate? But then I pulled my jeans back up and the feeling went away. 

Back in the changing room, the girls were done with their makeup and they sat me in front of a mirror. Facing me was a mannequin head wearing a dark brown wig. I didn’t have to ask; I knew I’d be wearing it later. 

“You’re lucky we can call you Stef after I’m done with you,” Therese said. “You’re not going to recognize yourself!”


CHAPTER 3


Ihad to close my eyes for much of the next twenty minutes or so. Therese was concentrating on me, and Scottie would occasionally chime in, but not in a friendly way, and not in a supportive way. 

“You take to this really well,” Therese said as she brushed out my eyelashes. 

“Thanks?” I said, and Scottie snickered. 

Ariel wasn’t there yet. Not that it mattered anymore. She could see me like this. I risked nothing but my manhood. And who knew if I even had that. 

Although maybe she’d only notice me if I were dressed like this? If I were dressed in a…what was I going to be wearing? Nothing was laid out. I turned to look to see if something was behind me.

“Hold still!” Therese hissed. “Do you want cheekbones, or not?”

“I…don't know,” I said. “You tell me.” 

“You do,” Scottie said, without looking over. 

“If you say so,” I said. “I don’t know how to be a girl. I’ve never paid attention to this stuff.”

“I’m so glad we go through all the effort,” Scottie said. “You know, for men. Not for you, but for men.” 

“Scottie, come on,” Therese said. “Be nice.” She squeezed my arm and whispered “you’re doing great” into my ear. 

Well, wonderful. I was getting pity encouragement from Therese about how great of a girl I was.

“Doesn’t she look great, Scottie?” Therese stepped back.

She?

Scottie looked over at me. “Shake your money maker, baby,” she said without expression. 

Therese shrugged. “Well I think you look great. You tell me.”

I looked like a clown. Well, a feminine clown. My eyes were big and dark, my lips were full and painted, I had much higher cheekbones than normal, but that was my haircut on top of my head, and my t-shirt and jeans. I looked–and felt–incomplete. 

“Try this,” she said, lowering the wig onto my head. 

Suddenly, I didn’t look like a dude with makeup on. I looked completely different. I didn’t recognize myself at all, and had a tiny part of me, maybe the tiniest part that remained, think that maybe, possibly, potentially…this might actually work. . 

“We have to start your outfit with the shoes,” she said. “You’re not big, but you still have much bigger feet than the rest of us. We only have a few options that might fit you.”

By “only a few options,” she really meant “only one option.” Because nothing fit. Nothing…

...except for the go-go boots. The tall, silvery-white, high-heeled, chunky, knee-high, go-go boots. 

“That makes things complicated,” Scottie said. 

“Why?” 

Did I want to know? 

“They don’t match anything here,” Therese said. “You’ll probably have to wear…oh, no.”

“What?”

“The skirt is ripped.” 

“Luisa was the last person to wear it,” Scottie said.

“Which means she probably stretched out the beach cover-up, too.” Therese held it up to my body. “Yeah, you’d swim in this. It wouldn’t look right.”

We heard the club music start to play. 

“I wish I had better news, Stef.”

“I’m not doing this naked.”

“No,” she said. “This might be your only option.” She held up a hanger with a silver metallic skirt on it, and in her other hand was a hanger that only had straps.

“I can’t help but notice there’s no shirt,” I said.

She shook the straps. “This is a sling bikini. It’ll stretch. It has more coverage than you think. It’s more of a strappy one-piece bathing suit. With the skirt, it’ll be fine.”

“What is a sling bikini?” I asked.

“Covers up the naughty bits, leaves little to the imagination.” 

“There’s no way I can wear this.”

“You will if you want to get paid, and you will if you want to dance for four hours without sweating your ass off.” 

Scottie was in go-go boots as well, and her skirt was longer than mine. But she had a tube top on, made easier because of the cleavage that she had and I didn’t. So tube tops were out. 

Therese had on a dress with no back. It also had a long slit up the side that showed off her whole thigh, waist, and even a little of her side. There’s no way she had on underwear, and while I wanted to ask if she did, I didn’t. I couldn’t wear something like that, either. 

None of us would be wearing much. Which I knew, deep down, as I had been here before, had checked out Ariel numerous times when she danced, and was well aware of what the other girls wore.

It was an attraction.

Now I was an attraction. 

I held the strappy sling bikini in my hand and tried to figure out how it worked. There was simultaneously not much here, but also too many places for arms and legs to go. But eventually, we had it sorted out. 

Which left me to try and squeeze into it. 

The staff bathroom was locked and someone was in it (Ariel? Hadn’t seen her yet) and the girls left me in the changing room by myself. We could hear the club speakers pretty clearly from back here, and that at least got me into the headspace I needed to be in: once I got into this strappy outfit, I had to actually dance in it. 

I looked at myself in the mirror. The girl who looked back at me looked pretty hot in it, until I thought about what was tucked between her legs. My legs. Because a guy shouldn’t be able to wear a little revealing bathing suit and get away with it. Except here I was, getting away with it. 

There was no evidence I had a secret. None. I looked like every girl I had passed on the way to the club. All of them with smooth legs, tight asses, no massive schlongs between their legs.

And no massive schlong between mine. 

The strappy thing was pretty high-cut on the hips, and even though the skirt was short, it at least made me feel more covered from the waist down.

Well, not all the way down. From the waist to about six inches below the waist. So it meant that people wouldn’t be staring at the fine details of my ass, but would be staring at the general roundness of it in the skirt. 

Perfect? 

$400, $400, I told myself as I opened the door. 

“You look hot,” Therese said after I let her in the room. Scottie just nodded. 

I may have looked hot, but I also needed to go to the bathroom, and the staff bathroom was still locked. Which meant I needed to use the general club bathrooms.

Which meant my first time in a girls’ room, because even I knew not to go to the men’s room. 

While I tried tiptoeing to the bathroom, my boots did not comply. I tip-clomped. 

Luckily, no one was in there, and I picked the stall all the way at the end of the row. It was a much cleaner bathroom than the men’s room was, maybe because no one sprayed drunken piss everywhere yet. 

How would girls do that? 

Oh, shit, I thought. I was in the last stall in the bathroom, standing in my go-go boots. As in, anyone in the bathroom would wonder who the hell was peeing standing up in the ladies’ room. 

I sat. I dropped my skirt, I untucked myself from my confining stretchy outfit, and I sat. 

I was almost all the way through when I heard the door open, and two loud girls came in. I think it was two. They were definitely loud. I could see their feet. They went straight for the mirror. 

“This week was the bomb,” one said. “I am really hoping to go out with a bang tonight.”

“You want to get banged, huh?”

“For real. I want to do nothing, baby. Not like Tuesday. I did all the work Tuesday. That guy was a dud.”

“You don’t want to do the work? I get off better that way.” 

“Girl, sometimes you need to lie there and get fucked. Like, pumped into another dimension.” 

“Ooooh, I do like that. Like, take control, and make me forget my own body.”

“Like with…Raul, maybe?”

“Girl, Raul is hung like an ant.”

“Oh no!” 

“He couldn’t even hit my g-spot. I was lucky I had fingers that night.” 

The sink ran. Someone got a paper towel out, then crinkled it up. 

“Well then maybe Tyrell? He looks like he keeps a fucking telephone pole in his pants!”

They laughed, the door opened, and they were gone. 

I sat there with my skirt at my ankles, my sling bikini pulled to the side, and my little useless nub between my legs. 

I didn’t often get to hear girls talk. Therese and Scottie weren’t really talking back where we were getting changed. They seemed guarded around me, or Scottie did. 

But in here, I got unfiltered, raw, truth. Or it felt like it. 

Did all girls want that? Did they want to let go and be fucked to another dimension? That wasn’t really my style. Did I give off that vibe? Is that why I wasn’t going to any dimensions other than my own? 

I looked down between my legs and tucked my little dicklet between my legs, then squeezed my thighs together. 

This. This is what it looked like. I was in approximately twelve threads’ worth of clothing, wearing boots that made me clench my ass tight, I was made up to look like a hot doll, I was peeing like a girl, and about to go earn $400 by exuding as much sex appeal as I could muster, all because I met some ridiculous set of qualities that let Dan staff his company for less money.

And I was doing it. 

I had no boundaries, I had no standards, I was attracted to a lesbian, and I was imagining myself without a dick, which was surprisingly easy to do. 

I flushed, stood up, tucked myself back into the tight crotch of the outfit, and smoothed my skirt down. 

At that moment, I felt less like a man than I ever did.

It was time to go earn money like a girl.


CHAPTER 4


Istepped out of the bathroom to see a hallway full of people. They were waiting for the club room to open. I stood, frozen, instantly feeling examined. 

“There you are, baby,” I heard a deep voice say. It was Tyrell. He held out his hand, and I took it. “Time for you to get in the cage.”

All the girls in the hallway went “woooo!” all at once. Were any of those girls the ones I heard talking about sex in the bathroom?

He helped me past everyone with his hand held to the small of my back. He was a bouncer. He bounced. He cleared the way. 

I felt his eyes on my ass. Behind his sunglasses, no one would ever know. Somehow, I knew. 

And somehow, I knew he wasn’t going to be the only one. He led me down the hallway, past girls who looked at me funny, and past guys who were clearly trying not to stare at me as I walked past because they didn’t want their girlfriends to see them. 

A few didn’t care. 

“Let her through, hands off,” I heard Tyrell say to someone, and then I was in the club room and he was holding my hand as I ducked into the cage.

Hands off? What was happening behind me that I couldn’t see? Why was someone touching me, or trying to? 

DJ Grok got on stage, a young man in giant red sunglasses and a top hat with a long coat, like a circus ringleader. He raised his arms, spoke indistinctly into the microphone, and got the crowd moving. 

Seriously, what the hell did he just say? Everyone cheered, so it must have made sense. With a jolt, my cage began its slow journey up the wall, over the crowd, and down the other wall. It would take me four hours. 

For $100 per hour, I could put up with this. 

The music was all the same, but that was kind of the point. At a wedding, there were fast songs, there were slow songs, there were country songs, there were dance songs. But here there was one goal: keep the energy up the whole night. Keep people moving, keep me moving.

At least I didn’t need to know too many dance moves, and it took a few songs before I remembered to use the bars the way some of the girls did. I watched Ariel and Scottie and Therese up front, and sort of used them for permission. They’d grab a bar and slowly lower themselves, they’d shake their skirt, they’d twerk with one hand on a bar.

I was twerking?

I was twerking. 

It took 30 minutes to get up the wall. This meant it would probably take 30 minutes to go down the opposite wall, which meant I had three hours up above the room.

It was an easy view to get used to, but almost right away I had to get used to the idea that I was the view. For a big part of the room, suddenly they now had a clear-bottomed cage above them with a slutty-looking dancer in it. Oh, and they could see up her skirt.

And they looked. Even when I was looking below me at some people, they had no shame. They looked right up my legs. 

I saw people shift their position so they could get a better view. As I moved from the wall towards the center of the room, I could see them moving around, pointing, craning their necks.

It was obvious. It was obvious when I was a guest and would see people doing it, but this was different; I knew what was between my legs, and they didn’t. Or they thought they did.

If my bikini disappeared at that moment, they would have gotten a surprise. 

Part of the problem was that I was a bit surprised at what I was feeling. Because as much as I knew that I was squeezed into the crotch of the outfit, and as much as I knew I wasn’t bulging out visibly, I knew that I wasn’t nearly as soft or as small as I was earlier.

Something about this was turning me on. 

Something about this was making me strain against what little clothing I had down there. 

Was it the smoothness of my body?

Was it the smoothness of the outfit?

Was it the way I was on display for everyone to see?

Because loads of people were looking, still. I reached the midpoint of the ceiling and locked eyes with DJ Grok. He pointed at me as he worked, getting the attention of the crowd. I turned to face him and shook my ass, which got a good roar from everyone, more “woooo!” from a lot of the girls below me. He made some spanking motions with his hands, and Therese and Scottie began laughing in their cages. 

Then he moved on, but quite a few people beneath me did not. 

Guys and girls. I didn’t know any of them, as they were all Spring Breakers from other schools. But they were definitely looking up at me.

I could assume why. I had seen the videos online. Club girls in short skirts–club girls like I was at that moment–who weren’t wearing any panties, and as they danced, they’d flash anyone who was looking at that moment. 

I felt exposed, yes, but I also felt like I could see everything. I could see the whole dance floor, and could watch people staring at Therese and Scottie and Ariel. I could see the girls up front in their short skirts, trying to get the DJ’s attention. I could see a girl off to my left, grinding her ass into the front of a guy who had his phone out, recording it all.

And I saw a little brunette off to the right, standing in the crowd with her skirt hiked up…and the guy behind her was definitely fucking her.

There was no mistaking this. The way they were standing, right by a column, hid them from one side. On the other side, toward the wall, they were shielded by other dancers. But as I slowly made my way in the cage over the dance floor, I was in prime viewing area to see him pumping her from behind, in time with the music. Her skirt was hiked up over her hips. 

I strained even harder against the crotch of my outfit. 

Tyrell was right by the bar, looking up at me. He was not looking away.

He pointed at me and gave me a thumb’s up.

Do I let him know about the couple fucking by the wall? Does he kick people out over that? The whole room was charged with sex; who cares if someone lets themselves go? Hell, I was feeling closer to letting myself go. I was full of energy, my crotch was sweaty, pulsing with my heartbeat, which was almost in time with the bass of the music. I felt a pounding all through my body as I swayed in the cage.

Tyrell still had his thumb up, looking like he wanted a reply.

Let them fuck.

I gave him a thumb’s up back, and turned back around to watch the show. 

That couple fucked for another few minutes. I saw a girl clearly giving someone a handjob beneath me, and I stared into the eyes of the guy when he looked up at me. 

Oops. Did he think I was interested? Did he think I wanted to watch? I was morbidly curious what she had her hand on, sure, but I wasn’t so interested I needed to stare. 

It was getting late in the night. The cage hit the wall with another jolt, and then it started its descent. I looked back over the room, and saw people leaving already, too drunk to stand on their own. I couldn’t see Tyrell anymore, but this was about the time of night bouncers would have to remove people, so I figured that’s where he was. 

A girl in the third row was giving a blowjob. That guy’s dick was thick.

A girl with braids and tattoos looked like someone was going down on her, but I couldn’t see who. 

So. Much. Sex. 

So much grinding, so many people getting felt up, so many people making out. 

And that never happened to me, in any form, however many times I had been here.

Less than 30 minutes. 

My thighs were starting to burn. I’d often rock climb for a few hours, but not continuously; this was a lot of work, and I needed to be in good shape for it. I had no clue that the girls in the cages worked this hard. I thought it was going to be an easy $400, but I had to earn every cent of it. 

My feet were at eye level with some of the dancers on the far wall, so I had about 5 feet of descent left. 

From this spot I could no longer see the whole floor, and a few of the sexually adventurous couples couldn’t be seen any more, but I had a great view of a girl in a green skirt shoved up against the wall so she couldn’t move, arms spread out, hips gyrating as a girl in a black bodystocking was fingering her.

Part of me wanted…that? Something like that? I heard that girl’s voice from the bathroom at the moment, about wanting to do nothing, to get pumped to another dimension. 

That girl in the green skirt had her eyes closed and was being taken to another dimension. 

I felt tingly all throughout my body. I saw more sex in the room than I had seen in my entire life. I was contained, but barely. 

And when the cage hit the landing with one final jolt, I felt something squeeze out of me. A single, lone drop of something. 

Good God, I was turned on.

By some of this, or all of this. My journey for the night was over, and it was a journey of discovery, and what I discovered was that something about this got me going, and I’d have a long walk home to try to figure out what, and I was afraid to know. 

Tyrell was there to grab my hand and help me as I ducked out the door on the side of the cage and stood on solid ground again. It had been a few hours, and it felt a little like it did when I went on my Uncle’s boat as a kid; my feet were stable, but my body felt like it was swaying. With one hand in Tyrell’s, I felt myself start to go; the heels didn’t help, but he grabbed me and held me up. 

“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll be alright.” 

“Rosie does the same thing,” he said, grinning. “I knew what to look for.” 

I walked backstage and high-fived Therese. Ariel gave me a once-over and shook her head with a smile. 

“If you’re not careful, DJ Grok is going to track you down,” laughed Scottie. She laughed. That was the most I saw out of her the whole night.

“That got away from me,” I said. 

“I’ll say,” Ariel grinned, and swatted me on the ass.

Is this what it took? Dress up like a girl and get more action in 30 seconds than I have in my entire life? 

I mean, Ariel touched me. And the vibrations on my ass traveled through my body, and I felt her hand the whole walk down the hallway, and felt the tremors in my skirt. 

I may not have wanted the night to start, but I’m not sure that I wanted it to end. Not if stuff like this could happen. 

We opened the door to the changing room and I went inside to grab my clothes so I could get home.

I looked at the chair where I left my stuff.

Everything was gone.


CHAPTER 5


“Shirt, pants, wallet, shoes, everything,” I said. 

Dan stood in the doorway as the girls and I tore through the room one last time. 

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s all gone.” 

“I can check with everyone,” Dan said. “I don’t remember anyone back here who shouldn’t have been here.”

“Nothing in the dumpster,” Tyrell said, appearing behind him. “Not here, or the one next door. I can go look at a few other places if we want.”

“Anyone else missing anything?” Dan asked the girls. 

“My wallet’s here, but there’s no cash in it,” said Ariel. 

“Same,” said Therese. 

“My whole bag is gone,” Scottie said. 

“But my clothes are the only ones missing?” I said. 

“My panties are gone,” Ariel said. 

“Same,” said Therese again. 

“OK,” said Dan. “Something fucked up happened. We’ll get to the bottom of this, and you all know I’ll take care of you. We can’t get the police involved, because they’re looking for any excuse on the planet to go after these clubs. But I will take care of you, got it? All of you. We’ll figure this out, and it won’t happen again. Stef, we’ll start with you.” 

He turned and walked down the hall.

Was I supposed to follow him? 

Tyrell nodded. 

I walked, still in my Club Slut outfit, and followed Dan. I could still feel Tyrell’s eyes on me, but at that point, did it matter? Everyone else's eyes were on me, so what’s another pair? 

“I couldn’t do this in there,” he said, as he reached into his desk and pulled out some money. “I didn’t want them to see you get more. Though it also looked like you earned it.” 

“My thighs are burning and I need to go do nothing for the rest of the weekend,” I said. 

He laughed. “What are you missing?”

“Everything,” I said. “Phone, wallet, license, debit card. All of it.” 

“If you come back tomorrow, I can give you more cash. Put a price on everything you lost, and I’ll send someone to the bank in the morning. But in the meantime, you’re in the only clothes you own, and I’m going to ask Tyrell to walk you home.”

“I’ll be fine,” I said.”

“You’re fine when you walk home at night as yourself. Dressed like that? You’re about to discover who’s out this late at night. He’ll walk you home. Take the money, come back tomorrow after ten, we’ll figure the rest out then. OK?”

I took the four hundred dollars and realized I had no pockets. 

“Thanks, Dan.” 

“Let’s roll,” Tyrell said from behind me. 

He and I walked side by side out the back door until he got to the door, which he held for me. 

It was much cooler outside than it was inside, where the rooms were heated by a few hundred heaving bodies. 

The cool air, combined with how little I was wearing, made my nipples stick out. I looked down at my chest. He still had his sunglasses on, but I had to think he saw what I was doing.

“I’m sure you’ve gone home with girls wearing less appropriate outfits than this,” I said. 

“Maybe,” he said. He held his arm out to stop me from moving as a guy in the next building came out to smoke a cigarette. 

When it looked like he would mind his business, we kept going. 

People were filing out of Mouth, along with all the other clubs on this part of the street. There was a lot of laughter, a lot of yelling, and more than a few girls had their shoes off and were staggering around barefoot.

“I had no idea this is how people looked after clubbing,” I said.

“It’s why I don’t drink,” he said. “I’ve seen too much.” 

“Hey baby!” we heard from the other side of the street. “Looking for a good time?” 

Whoever it was sounded like they were slurring their words. 

“People think that shit works,” Tyrell said. “It doesn't work.” 

“Correct,” I said. “I am not looking for a good time with him.” 

By the end of the block, we had another heckler. “Go ride the soul pole, sister!” we heard.

“Soul pole?” I asked.

“He means my dick,” Tyrell deadpanned. We got a crossing signal, so we crossed. A couple of drunk girls were walking towards us, one in a skirt shorter than mine, the other in a white string bikini.

“That’s right, girlfriend,” Short Skirt said. “You have a great night.” 

“Whoa,” White Bikini said as she looked Tyrell up and down. “Damn, girl,” she muttered as she walked past me. 

We walked over the river on the footbridge.

It was chilly over the water. He unzipped his sweatshirt and wrapped it around me. I felt his warmth.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Here,” he said, and we stopped in the middle of the bridge. “Make a wish.”

He handed me the $400. 

“Wait, what? Are you throwing that–”

He laughed. “I’m just kidding.” He reached in his pockets and came out with a couple coins. “I’ll go first,” and he tossed his coin into the river. Then he parked his sunglasses on top of his head and looked at me. 

Then he was looking behind me. “Here, hold up,” he said.

A couple was walking over the footbridge, and he got between me and the couple. 

“‘Sup,” he said to the guy.”

I heard the girl say “Mmmmhhhmmm,” under her breath. 

“OK, now make a wish,” he said. 

This man was protecting me. He was between me and strange men. He was taking his job very seriously. 

Too seriously? Well, I took my job seriously that night. Pride in work? 

“I’m not sure what to wish for,” I said.

“Plenty of bridge left,” he said. “You’ll think of something.” 

“I bet I know what a few of these girls would wish for,” I said. “You’re getting a lot of looks.”

“You think people are looking at me?” he said. “They’re looking at the cute girl in a short skirt.” 

I shook my head. “They’re after you,” I said. “They want–”

“And just what do you think they want?” he laughed. 

“Well, I was in the bathroom and overheard a girl talking about you,” I said.

“I bet I can guess what she said.”

“Yeah. She said she bet you had a–”

He held his hand up. “I get it a lot. People think I’m some kind of thrill for them. They think I have a tree trunk in my pants and they want to climb on.”

“Telephone pole.”

“‘Scuse me?”

“She said telephone pole, not tree trunk. But yeah, she seemed to think she had a chance.” 

“I just moved here from California. Tree trunks are way bigger than telephone poles there. I’ll stick with the tree trunk.” 

We walked towards the shore.

“Which girl?” he said.

“I never saw,” I said. “Sorry.” 

“It’s OK,” he said. 

“If it helps, one of the girls said she slept with someone named Raul, and he was hung like an ant.” 

I thought of how easily I could tuck myself between my legs as I sat on the girls’ toilet. I thought of how it seemed like all girls wanted huge cocks. About how all the girls who walked past us tonight seemed to imply that, right? 

That’s not what I had. 

We got to the end of the bridge. 

I thought of a wish, and threw my coin.

“I was with someone who was hung like an ant,” he said. “It was still fun.” 

What. The. Fuck. 

“I dated a femboy back in California,” he said. “Two, actually. Only one was hung like an ant, though. The other…what was it that girl said? A telephone pole?”  

“Yeah.”

“Yeah, I dated someone who carried that in her pants.” 

“That had to have been weird.”

“For her it was.”

“For her?”

“Well, she wanted one smaller.”

“What?” I snapped. “Why?” 

“One reason she was happy with me was that I made her feel small. It happens. She was petite and dainty every way but that way.”  

“I would kill for that.”

“People always want something other than what they’ve got.” 

We got to my building. I stopped right where I was.

“Fuck,” I said.

He looked at me by the light of the parking lot lamp and lowered his shades. 

“My keys were taken too.” How did I make it the whole way home and never thought about my keys? 

“At the club?”

“Yeah. The thief took everything, even my keys.” 

How the hell was I going to get into my apartment? How the hell was I going to get in and move on with my life? To get out of this outfit, to not look back, to not go back to Mouth, and to masturbate furiously until the poisons were gone? 

“Can you buzz for someone?”

“It’s after two in the morning.”

“You got a landlord?”

“Phone number’s in my apartment. Also I have no phone to call him on.” 

The building was dark. 

“You sure you can get in?” he asked.

“I think I can,” I said. “Let’s go around to the front.” 

“This isn’t the front?” he said behind me as I speed-walked away. Front? Back? Whatever it was, it faced the river and had all the balconies on it. I stood below, hearing the ocean breeze, feeling it tussle my hair. Tyrell stood next to me and looked at the wall of balconies. 

“Which one’s yours?” he said.

“That one,” I said, pointing to the one with a red towel hanging over the railing. “422.” 

There was an immediate problem, though, which is that all of the apartment lights were off, except for 322, the one directly below mine. I did not know whoever was in 322. Never met them. Even if I looked like myself, there’s no way they’d know I was telling the truth and no reason for them to let me in. 

“Don’t,” he said. “I know what you’re thinking.”

“I’m a rock climber,” I said. “It’s why Dan hired me. Not afraid of heights and all that. I can’t climb like this, though.” 

I shimmied out of my skirt, gave him back his sweatshirt, and stood there in my slinky one-piece. I felt his eyes on my bulge, which had been larger than normal ever since I was up in the cage and perved on the club sex everyone else seemed to be having but me. 

Now that I knew he was maybe into little bulges, I was slightly self-conscious about it. 

“I was with someone who was hung like an ant. It was fun.”

I handed him the skirt. 

“Can you boost me up to the railing, right over there?” I pointed. 

“Sure can,” he said. 

“Be a gentleman,” I said. 

He cradled his hands and I stepped my booted foot into it. Then I heard him grunt as he lifted me up like a cheerleader. It was almost effortless, and at full extension I could just grab the balcony. I hung there, feeling almost naked, in a pair of giant boots. 

“You good?” he called from below.

“I think so,” I said. I saw a flash.

“Did…you just take a photo of me?” I called down. 

“It’ll be funny,” he said. “You’ll see.” 

I saw another. 

Time to move. 

I pulled myself up, and was able to swing my leg onto the concrete. 

My leg burned. I worked them pretty hard in the cage, and now I had to use them some more. I barely had the energy. 

That was the second floor. I inched my way around some strange person’s balcony. God, I hoped no one was awake and saw a strange young man looking like he was trying to break into their apartment.

I mean, a strange young woman. I looked like a girl. 

I edged myself over as far as I could go, and stood on top of the railing. It was metal, and was very thin, but I could wedge it where my heel started and it was surprisingly stable. I looked down at Tyrell. 

All I could do was wave. 

I could just reach the balcony above me, and I pulled myself up. My arms were starting to burn as badly as my legs. I had to go one more floor since the balcony next to me was 322, and had its lights on and I needed to go around them. 

Again, I wedged my heels on the railing, then pulled myself up. It was the middle of the night, I was tired, and I needed to keep doing this just a little longer. I walked to the edge of the balcony, then positioned myself so I could stretch from one to the other. 

I needed to do something like a split. 

With someone below me. 

And I was wearing something that left absolutely nothing to the imagination.

With a push, I had one foot on one balcony and the other on mine. I made it. Again, Tyrell was below me. There was enough light on this side of the building where I was sure I was giving him a show. For the second time that night, someone was below me, looking up at me, seeing right up my legs. 

Everyone at the club thought they were seeing a girl’s underwear, though. Tyrell, on the other hand, knew exactly what he was seeing. 

And he was looking. I threw myself from one balcony to the next, and with both arms, held on to my railing. I threw one leg over the railing, then the other, and stood in a very revealing outfit, displayed for anyone to see. 

Except it was just Tyrell. He was the only one who could see. And he was clapping. 

I blanked. I wasn’t sure what to do.

So I curtsied. 

“Damn, girl,” he called up. “That was impressive. OK, be right up.” 

Wait. He was coming up?

I didn’t need that. 

Oh, he still had my money. 

That I needed.


CHAPTER 6


Islid my sliding door open and walked through my dark apartment, turning lights on as I went. I felt like I was trespassing. I didn’t feel like me. I felt like a visitor. It all looked different. 

My buzzer sounded, and I pressed it to let Tyrell in. 

My legs ached. I had walked to Mouth from here, danced for four hours, walked home, and then climbed four floors of balconies to get home. My thighs were burning. Part of me understood exactly why those girls were talking about how they just wanted to lay back and get fucked, not wanting to do any work. 

I didn’t want to think too much about which part of me understood. But I got it. If I were a real girl and spent a night like that? Dancing, working it? And then someone picked me up and wanted me to do all the work? 

Yeah, I got it. 

I opened my front door a crack, and collapsed on my couch. 

I got it. 

I couldn’t move. I was done. I was ready to…wait, did he say “damn girl”?

Girl? 

He should know better than–

He walked into my apartment, and gently shut the door behind him. He looked over at me, sprawled on the couch in my revealing, strappy, barely-there outfit. 

My arms were over my head. 

My legs were spread. 

I looked down at my crotch. There was a wet spot, right in the middle of my very noticeable bulge.

I snapped my legs closed. There’s no way he missed that. 

“Well, here’s your skirt,” he set it down on my kitchen counter, right by the door. “And here’s your $400.” He set that down on top of the skirt. 

I was spent. The day was rough, the night was rough, and even though Dan was going to give me money for what was stolen, I’d still need to figure out how to get a new phone, driver’s license, and debit card. 

“See you around, Stef,” he said. 

“Hey, wait,” I said, as Tyrell opened my door to leave. “Didn’t you take photos of me? Hanging on the balcony?”

“Oh yeah!” he said, grinning. He shut the door and came over to the couch. 

He showed the two pics. Both were of me, hanging from a balcony with extended arms. 

Wearing practically nothing. 

With a very firm ass. 

“You got a cute butt, right? Did you see yourself at all tonight?”

“A little,” I said. “When they got me ready.” 

“You got a butt better than most girls,” he said. 

“Are you going to…keep those?” 

“I don’t have to,” he said. “I thought it would be funny.” 

“Ha ha,” I said. “More people checked me out tonight than in my whole life.”

“There’s a reason for that,” he said. 

Then it sounded like the middle of the night. No sounds in the building. No sounds outside. Complete, awkward silence. Nothing to hear. I slept through that sound most nights, but not tonight. 

“Tell me about California.”

Why did I want to know about California?

“What about?”

“...How you met femboys.”

“I bounced for a club called Sir,” he said, sitting back on the couch and putting his feet up. “It was fun. Brought all kinds of people in. People into everything. Met a lot of really cool people there.”

“Including two people you dated.”

“Including them.” 

“And you were into them.”

“I was.” 

“I would not have guessed that about you.” 

“Like I said, I saw lots of things.”

More silence. 

“And what are you seeing now?”

“Lots of things.”  

He slowly reached between my legs, and I let him. With only his thumb, he pressed into me, and I felt like he pushed some button that I had always carried around with me and never thought to push. 

Why was I letting him do that?

Because it felt wrong. It felt naughty, deranged. It felt…good.

I could only think of the girl in the club, pinned to the wall, gyrating her hips as she was fingered. She was oblivious to her surroundings and had nothing close to a huge cock even near her. It was some other girl’s fingers, and that was more than enough. 

I felt myself swell. 

Which I was oddly OK with. Why wouldn’t it be OK? Somehow knowing that people were into all kinds of things made it somehow…invisible. Normal. 

This was normal, despite it not being normal twelve hours earlier. 

But it was normal now. 

That girl in the club had dainty girl fingers pressed into her. I had a giant thumb, slowly working in circles around the soft mound between my legs.

A soft mound that wanted to be hard.  

I pressed against his thumb, and felt another drop come out of me. The wet spot got bigger. 

“That’s not exactly a telephone pole in there,” I breathed. 

“No one needs a telephone pole,” he said. “I can prove it.”

More silence. A slight breeze. 

“Then prove it,” I whispered. 

He made eye contact with me, and slowly tugged the crotch of my outfit to the side, letting my little cock breathe for the first time all night. He grabbed it with his thumb and two fingers, and gave it a squeeze. I watched a thick, clear drop form at the tip, and he gathered it with a finger. 

He reached between my legs and I jumped when I felt what he was doing: he flicked his fingertip, slick with my own lube, right up against my opening. 

I steadied myself with both arms as he worked his finger tip inside of me, and I felt him hit my button from the other side.

He worked it in, slowly, and then started to curl his finger, and my legs, already burning, went slack.  

This was one finger, but it was everything. This was what that girl against the wall felt? She could go to another dimension, but the girl in the bathroom couldn’t? What was wrong with people?

Nothing was wrong with this, and I felt his pace quicken. I felt a pressure starting to build, right where he was touching, like I needed to empty myself, but like I never knew it was full before. I braced myself with both arms and realized my breath was getting quicker, which only made him go faster. In and out, up and down, up and down. 

It felt like he was telling me to “come here,” and I was, and I wanted to, and I’d go anywhere if this was there, and then there was more “come here,” and it got more urgent, and I felt myself start to lose it.

And then I lost it. It was gone. I couldn’t hold it in any more, and I sprayed a thick rope, all in one blast, straight up in the air. It hung as if in slow motion, and I watched it fall to my belly. Then another, straight back onto my chest, and another that didn’t go nearly as far. 

Then I began to get soft, still unloading right into my belly button. 

My eyes were closed for the last few pulses as my orgasm ended. I couldn’t move. 

“Told you I could prove it,” he said.

“What else can you prove?” I whispered. “That was…unbelievable.” 

He sat up on the couch and dropped the waistband of his shorts. 

A giant, jet-black shaft came out. He was already hard. Rock hard, and he leaned over me. 

I looked tiny by comparison. I had nothing there. What I did have just gave me the most indescribable pleasure I had ever felt, and it was still pulsing between my legs, but he really did have a tree trunk. 

And he slapped me with it. 

He smacked me, right on the cock, with what he was carrying. 

And I immediately stopped getting soft, and started getting hard again. I was still oozing cum onto myself, and he grabbed his thick shaft with one hand and thwacked me with it, where it landed on me with a wet, hard, thud. 

He smacked me on the shaft, and I got harder. 

He smacked me on the balls, and I jumped, getting harder still. I was swollen, I was sore, and I wasn’t done. Not even close. He did it again, and again, and I was unable to think anymore. He was beating me with it, and I was losing my mind. There was nothing for me to grab, so I was still, suspended with my mouth open, gasping for air that wasn’t there. 

Slap.

Slap. 

Slap.

I was instantly on the verge of cumming again. How many ways could you get to another dimension? At least two.

And he had a third way in mind. He reached down and picked up my cum, letting it dangle and drip off his fingers, spreading it all over his cock. He rubbed himself in the pool of cum that was collected in my belly button, and I felt his warm manhood dragged across my body. 

And when his cock was covered in my cum, covered in every squirt that he had coaxed out of me, he pressed the tip of his dick to my hole, and I spread my legs wider, and it went in.

Oh God, it went in. The gasp from my lips could have woken my whole building, and I couldn’t move, and I needed to move around. I flailed my arms to catch my balance, but I wasn’t falling; there was nothing to balance. 

I tried breathing but couldn’t.

I tried moving but was held in place. 

And his strokes were firm, and slow, and long, and deep, and I had no power over a single thing in the world. I was powerless, pinned to the couch, aching deep inside as I felt my body stop being mine. 

And with each stroke, he came almost all the way out before going back in, and my body was unable to resist. 

My erection was sticking straight up towards the ceiling, the biggest it had ever been, the most needy it had ever been, and he wouldn’t touch it. He dragged his rough, massive hands up and down my inner thighs, what everyone in the club was trying to see all night, and my little hard dick bounced back and forth and I squeezed to get it harder. I had to make it harder, but couldn’t, and I was trying desperately to fuck the air above me, and somehow he was stroking the same button inside of me that he was stroking earlier, and then it was too much.

And I came, again. I burst. I felt my whole stomach rise up, and then I was spraying as he stroked, and it wouldn’t stop.

It went, and went some more. I filled the crater of my belly button, and there were lines of cum up my chest, and one hit me in the bare neck, and that whimper I heard was me. 

And then he went faster, and everything left me. I flopped around helplessly, and he raised my feet over his shoulders, and I was just a thing. For stroke after stroke after stroke, I was just a thing, and when he groaned I knew what was coming.

He pulled out and hit me on the chest with a percussive splat. And his next shot hit me in the face, and then he aimed onto my belly, and before long I was covered in cum. 

Completely covered. 

The room was silent again. His hands were on my knees, and I was seeing stars. I brought my fingers to my face to wipe away his cum, and he laughed. 

“I ruined your makeup,” he said. 

Somehow I knew there would be other chances. 

Other outfits, other dances, other clubs. 

Other nights, other days, other dimensions. 

By the way, back on the bridge? When Tyrell and I walked back from Mouth and I made my wish? 

My wish was for a huge cock. 

I got it.


BOOTY CALL



BOOTY CALL


“If you’re not careful, you’ll catch a cold,” my mother said. “You can’t stay in that awful room all Winter.”

She was crunching her cereal, looking at me over her newspaper. It was 7:30 in the morning and I was already wrapped in baggy sweatpants, socks, and an oversized sweater. Under my sweater was a 5’4”, 120 pound body that was built for…not much. But I kept it hidden beneath baggy clothing much of the time with her. 

“Jamie, did you hear me?” 

She was the last person in America who read an actual, physical newspaper. I think. I’ve never studied this, but it seemed to me that she was. 

“I hear you,” I said, pouring myself a cup of coffee from the French press on the table, and she went back to the paper. 

She never subscribed to the paper. My grandmother did, and after she passed away last year and we moved into the house, we never canceled the subscription. It never stopped coming. 

Since we don’t get a bill, my mother said that she might as well read it. I read the comics, and make a monthly drive to the recycling center. 

“Do you have any classes today?”

“Two,” I said. 

“So you’ll be there all day, then stay up all night?”

“I just like the light in there,” I said.

“At night?”

“Well, no, but if the computer is in there, and I go online or watch a movie or something at night, I can't move the whole computer.”

My mother got the newspaper, and I got my grandmother’s computer. It was a huge, heavy tower PC with a CRT monitor that she only used to send email to family members. She didn’t do it that often, and so it was mostly unused. I would have preferred a laptop, but at least I replaced the CRT monitor with two big flatscreens. 

We had only been in my grandmother’s house for three months or so, and she gave me a hard time about how much time I spent in the room we used to call the Sewing Room, since my grandmother had kept her sewing machine in there. 

But it was her fault, really. The house had three bedrooms, and my mother refused to take the room that was her mother’s bedroom, instead taking the one at the front of the house. Next to it was the third, much smaller bedroom, with a single window that looked out over the street. So my choices were a small room with one window, or my grandmother’s bedroom.

It wasn’t much of a choice. 

The Sewing Room was really a second-floor porch off of the bedroom, and it had one wall of windows that looked out onto the backyard. Beyond that I could see the backs of the houses on 63rd Street the next block over.

It was well-lit. It was also private thanks to the line of oak and maple trees between 62nd and 63rd, and it was also thrilling. It was the room I could hide in and, well, dress like a girl. 

I dressed like a girl a lot. When I was by myself. I could sneak it. I wore baggy clothing most of the time, because it hid my hairless body. It would cover what I wore beneath it. As my mother read the free paper and I sipped my coffee, my baggy clothing was covering up my painted toenails, my black thigh high stockings, my pink cotton thong, and my sports bra.  

It wasn’t a real outfit, but I slept in it. Even though it was starting to get cold at night, I still loved sleeping in tight, gauzy, barely-there clothing. It made me feel sexy. It made me feel something. It made me escape from the normal daily grind of attending online community college, cleaning up after my mother, and hearing her complain about how even with a free house we still struggle to make ends meet. 

All my mother’s extra money went to my classes. 

All of my money went to secret clothing orders that were delivered while she was at work. Everything would then get stuffed or hung in one of the three garment bags that hung at the back of my closet. Leggings, sports bras, cotton underwear, lace panties, skirts, stockings, makeup; you name it, I was hiding it from my mother. 

Since she never went into my room–her mother’s room–this was easy. I knew that I would move out eventually, and then I wouldn’t have to hide. 

When I was moving out was a different story. I didn’t seem motivated to do much of anything. My classes were boring. My major was Liberal Arts. What was I going to do with that?

Most days I’d dress up, walk around the house, play with my dildo, and do some girly laundry so I’d always have something to wear. In a way, I didn’t want that to end. Who would? Who would walk away from a fantasy life that someone else was paying for? But I couldn’t stay in community college forever. I’d need to graduate and move on.

Move on to what, I wasn’t sure. Move on to something. A one bedroom apartment where I could be a girl all day if I wanted. A job I could work remotely, with no one knowing who I really was. A steady paycheck where I could buy prettier dresses, nicer skirts, better-fitting clothing. 

A bigger dildo…

I shut the fridge and felt my little shaved penis start to come to life at the thought of my dildo. It was normal-sized, realistic, and I’d had a lot of fun with it since we moved into the house. I’d suction it to the window and get down on my knees, sucking it off and taking it all the way into my throat; I even came once like that, without ever touching myself. Or I’d stick it to the wooden chair in the Sewing Room and ride it. I’d never cum from that without touching myself, but I came close once. I may not have academic goals, but did have goals…

Would there be enough time to take care of myself that morning? 

My classes that morning were Intro to Psychology and Intro to Statistics, both large enough classes where I could leave my camera off during the lecture. Of course this meant that I’d be Jamie The Girl for my classes, and no one would know. With a camera off and no one looking, I could be anyone. 

“What’s tomorrow, Jamie?”

“Thursday.”

Again, she looked at me over the paper. There was a trick. I was missing something. 

“The 23rd?”

“What happens on Thursdays?”

“Oh,” I said. “Trash day.” 

“Please rake the leaves in the back, bag them up, and leave the bags at the curb.” 

Some man of the house I was. I needed my mother to remind me of the work I needed to do, and I was probably going to be wearing panties while I did it. 

“Is your first class at ten?”

“Yes. Then again at twelve.”

“Then you should have plenty of time to clean up the kitchen and rake the yard before class starts,” she said, getting up from the table and setting her cereal bowl in the sink. 

“I’m not sure I can do the leaves this morning,” I said.

“It’s going to rain later,” she said, sucking something off of her finger. “If you wait, you get wet.” 

Well, great. I’m sure I looked defeated. I was, and she let me. 

“I’ll call you from work,” she said. “I might go out to dinner with Cathy Mangold tonight, so you might be on your own.”

Now that she was back in her childhood home, she was reconnecting with all her old high school friends. 

Meanwhile, all of my old high school friends were hours away. I wasn’t reconnecting with anyone. I wasn’t connecting with anyone for the first time, either. Hard to do that over a computer that stays in one room with the camera off. 

“Have fun,” I said. She gave me a side hug as she grabbed her purse, then she left the kitchen, I heard her clomp down the side stairs, heard the door open to the driveway, and then she was gone. 

Leaving me to do her dishes. 

It looked like she ate a bowl of cereal only after a failed attempt to make oatmeal, and I had to wash the gluey mess out of the pot. I had to clean up the coffee grounds all over the counter. I had to wipe down the stovetop where the oatmeal must have boiled over.

As I scrubbed, my whole body swayed. I stopped, reached into my pants, let myself out of my thong, and kept cleaning. I felt my little girldick flop around like a propeller in my huge sweatpants. I could be horny doing anything. I was horny doing anything. 

I dropped to my knees in front of the oven, spreading my legs wide. I could see my reflection in the oven glass, and I took in the view.

My mother said nothing when I got my ears pierced. She said nothing when I grew out my hair. Most days I let my hair go wild. 

“Why did you grow your hair out if you’re not going to take care of it?” she had asked.

I did take care of it, and I did play with it, just not when she was around.

I imagined myself sucking off my dildo in the kitchen, bobbing my head back and forth against where it was suctioned to the flat oven. 

I imagined wearing lingerie, feeling smooth, sexy, and wanted. Again, I felt myself starting to purr between my legs. 

I stood up, hearing both knees crack as I did. 

It was easy to turn everything into a sexual adventure when I was by myself, but I also did not want to get too distracted by it. I knew it was mostly loneliness. I still texted with a few friends from back home, but otherwise all I had was porn. 

Porn was research. I watched real girls getting railed by huge cocks. I watched slim, sexy femboys sucking people off. I watched girls getting bent over and taken from behind. I watched sissies in schoolgirl outfits, maid costumes, cosplay outfits from shows I didn’t know: they all would get fucked on camera by young men carrying more in their pants than I was.

I stole outfit ideas from most of them. I stole fantasies from all of them. 

Fantasies helped get me through my reality, and my reality at that moment was to get changed into clothes I didn’t want to wear, go outside to do work I didn’t want to do, and then take classes I didn’t want to take so I could get a job I didn’t want and be the man I knew I wasn’t.

Life was grand. It was no wonder I stayed in the Sewing Room and played with myself. 

I felt ridiculous changing into a flannel shirt. It was scratchy. Itchy. It bothered my skin. 

I put on a new pair of pink lace panties, just so I could feel good while I did yard work. I imagined bending over and letting my thong peek above my waist. Who would I flash? Who would want to see that? I’m sure there was someone out there who wanted to. Someone who sat at their computer and watched what I was watching, imagining themselves making me feel good. 

There were people like that in the world, I was sure of it. I just needed to meet them.

I just needed to meet anyone. 

But at the moment I was doing a terrible lumberjack impression, stuffing my hair into a wool hat for warmth. 

My jeans were new. My work boots had never been worn; I had to peel the sticker off the sole before I went outside. I had searched the garage for the rake, then the only work gloves I could find were my mother’s, and they were pink.

So there I was, not quite a man, staring down at the gentle slope of the backyard, ready to do as I was told.

The yard looked like an ocean of leaves all the way down to the property line. At ground level, the house behind us was visible; from the Sewing Room, it was blocked by branches and leaves. But their yard was flat, also full of leaves, and had a nice patio off the back door. Mom didn’t know her, but she was another middle-aged single woman. I figured they’d make fast friends, but it never happened. And come to think of it, I hadn’t seen her for a while. 

I got to work, raking downhill to the property line. I didn’t know much about this kind of work, but I knew enough to let gravity help me when it could. 

Before long, I had raked most of the leaves down the slope, and I was standing knee-deep in leaves, trying to open a giant paper bag so I could somehow fill it. I swore under my breath as I tried to get the bag open all the way; it was just too deep for me to fit my arm inside it to fully open it, so I had to wave it around like an idiot and hope it flew open.

I swore over my breath as I set the bag down on the ground and used my rake to sweep leaves toward it…

…only to have most of them go under the bag. Or to either side of the bag. But definitely not in the bag. 

I may have been a Liberal Arts major, but I could do the math for how long this would take if I was only getting a dozen leaves in the bag at a time. 

“Fucking leaves,” I said out loud. 

“This might go faster if we hold the bags for each other,” I heard a deep voice say behind me.

I jumped. 

“Sorry,” the voice said. It belonged to a young man in his early twenties. He was dressed in a flannel jacket, leather work gloves, work boots, and worn jeans. Even though he was standing below me at the bottom of the slope, he was still taller than me. He had the “handsome, scruffy lumberjack” look down. 

“Didn’t mean to scare you,” he said. “I just meant, I’ll hold the bag open for you, you rake the leaves into it, then you do the same for me. It’s hard to rake into the bags otherwise. You just push them around.”

“Oh,” I said, “yeah. You’re right. OK.” 

“I’m Garrett,” he said, holding out a giant gloved hand. 

“Jamie,” I said, and I shook his hand with my stupid pink gloves. 

“Nice to meet you, Jamie. Nice gloves.” 

“All I could find were my mother’s gloves,” I said sheepishly. 

“These might be too big,” he said, looking at his gloves. “Or I’d let you use them. Did you say those were your sister’s gloves?”

“No, my mother’s.”

“Huh,” he said. “They’re really small. I figured them for a sister, not a mother.” 

Great, a size joke. Not that he did it on purpose, I know. But still. 

“You new in town?” he asked, holding my bag open. 

“Yeah,” I said. “Or no, not really. Kind of.” I was already out of breath from raking and it was hard to think.

“Here, we can swap,” he said, walking past me up the slope into my yard. “My rake is bigger. This will go faster that way.” 

He was bigger. His rake was bigger. Somehow a thought forced its way into my brain of what else of his was bigger. I shivered, but not because of the cold. 

“It was my Grandmother’s house,” I said, down on my knees and holding the bag open for him. “My mother and I have been here for a few months.”

“Just you two?” he said, stopping his raking and looking at me. The bag was already half full. 

“Just us,” I said. “What about you?”

“I’m here to help my mother while she gets over her ankle surgery,” he said. “She’s not mobile right now.”

“Sorry to hear that,” I said, “but good for you to help out.” 

“Yeah,” he said, grabbing the bag that was now full, handing me an empty one. This was definitely going faster. 

It took a while, but soon we could see the grass of our lawn again, and we had a bunch of leaf bags all standing next to one another, lined up against the side of our garage. We moved to his yard and filled all of his bags. He may have asked to share the work, but all I did was get down on my knees and hold bags open for him. He did all the raking.

By the time we were onto what was the final bag, he had worked up a sweat, and had needed to open his shirt and roll up his sleeves.

He was hot because he was working. I was cold because I wasn’t doing anything but kneeling.

Even more of a reminder that I wasn’t strong, had no muscles, and had been out of breath an hour earlier.

Plus, I was wearing tiny lace panties. He probably had a giant lumberjack cock in leather underwear, or whatever lumberjacks wore. 

“Well, that definitely went faster,” he said, snapping me out of a daydream about him wearing leather underwear. 

Yeah, because you worked twice as fast as me, I thought. 

Instead I just said “yeah, it did. Thanks.” 

He handed me the rake. “It’s just the two of you in the house?” he asked. “You don’t have a cleaning lady or something?”

“No,” I said. “I’m the cleaning lady.” I felt myself flush as he stared at me. “That came out wrong,” I stammered. “I just meant I do the cleaning.”

“Huh,” he said, wiping sweat off of his forehead with his arm. “I could swear…well, now you can do whatever it is you need to do.” He motioned at the two clean, leafless yards. 

“Oh, shit,” I said, looking at my phone. “Yeah, I have class in a minute. I have to go.” 

My hands instinctively went to my back to make sure I wouldn’t flash my panties as I walked away from him. I was safe. 

“Thanks for your help, Garrett,” I said, and he held out his hand for a fist bump, which managed to knock me off my feet a little bit. I pretended it didn’t, and I hurriedly dragged the leaf bags out to the curb, one by one. It took about ten trips, and thankfully they weighed so little that even I could do it.

Garrett, meanwhile, had carried cinder blocks two at a time from the bed of a pickup truck to the side of his garage. He got up on giant ladders to clean his mother’s gutters. He swung an axe and took out a dead bush by the back door. And the whole time I could still smell him. Smell the leaves. The sweat. The vaguely smoky smell that came from him as I knelt downwind of him and held a bag open for him like a hero. 

Or heroine, depending on your point of view. 

I ran up the stairs and jiggled the mouse in the Sewing Room with about a minute to spare before class started, and I had to delay my plans to get girled up for school. 

I had to sit Indian-style in my chair as the monotone Professor Langdon droned on and on about the ego and the id. I felt my little bulge between my legs the whole time, and when class finally ended and I closed out of the video call, I needed to girl myself up in a bad way. I was overdue. 

I rummaged through the garment bags at the back of my closet and decided to go for the schoolgirl look, especially as I had class. Why not be a schoolgirl for real?

Soon enough I was stripped down to my lace thong, then slipped into my white thigh high stockings, my red plaid skirt, my black buckle platform heels, a white blouse, a sexy blue vest, and I put on a pair of thick-rimmed glasses. I looked the part, and definitely felt the part.

Garrett was a handsome young man, and I was OK admitting that. Professor Skubal, my statistics professor, was very handsome. I did not feel OK admitting that, although I still remember the filthy things I thought the last time I was girled up for one of his lectures. It was on central tendency, and I kept feeling my own tendencies in my center as he talked; as soon as class ended, I got down on my knees and needed my dildo in my mouth. That was the day I climaxed just by sucking the dildo off. As I came down, feeling the warm cum in my crotch and feeling my heartbeat slow, I felt a mix of shame, pride, accomplishment, and fear. 

Someone could walk in at that moment and see me, unable to hide what just happened, and unable to hide what it meant.

There was no question it turned me on, because I had the evidence. The evidence was there when I slipped my fingers into my panties and pulled out long strands of sticky cum. The evidence was there when I brought my fingers to my lips and sucked every last drop from my fingers. The evidence was there when I went back for more, until it was gone. The evidence was there when I put those same panties back on that night and ground against a pillow until I filled them a second time. 

It was hard to stay quiet as I came that second time, and I licked everything out of the panties, then fell asleep hugging a pillow with all my might. 

There’s no going back after that. 

My second class was going to start in fifteen minutes, my mother would be gone all day and possibly most of the evening, and I was buzzing with want and it wasn’t even lunchtime yet. 

I finished my makeup with minutes to spare before stats started. Not enough time to take care of myself, and not enough time to fully get myself under control. 

I sat at my desk in quickly-tied pigtails, sexy oversized glasses, a studious-yet-sexy schoolgirl uniform, and tried to command my body to be academic. To be curious about numbers, not the man explaining them. To face the computer, and not Garrett. To sit like a lady, not like a tramp. 

For that hour of class, it almost worked. 

Almost. 

Because somewhere behind me, Garrett was running a chainsaw. Garrett was manning up his life, taking care of his mother with good grace, fixing whatever he was fixing, manhandling whatever he was manhandling, and I was barely able to follow a lecture on confidence intervals because I was too distracted by a pulsing feeling that started in my panties and by the time I closed the video link, had radiate to my whole body. 

I was so lonely I was fantasizing about men. 

Or about a particular man. Maybe Professor Skubal. Maybe Garrett. Maybe just the faceless men from the videos I knew by heart. 

Men.

Did I want men? Or a man? 

How do you act straight wearing what I was wearing? How do you slurp up your own cum and keep yourself shaved, lotioned, and smooth, all while begging to feel someone’s stubble scrape across your smoothness while you empty yourself into your underwear? 

All I could picture was an afternoon of orgasms. My orgasms. Class was over, my chores were over, the kitchen was clean, and I had hours to myself. I pictured the porn I would watch, the stack of outfits I would wear, the pleasure I would feel. 

I swiveled around in my chair, crossed my legs to keep myself behaved, and looked out the back windows. Even on an overcast day the windows let in a lot of light. It was a cheerful room, even if it was chilly outside. 

With most of the leaves on the ground, you could see clear to the back of Garrett’s mother’s house. You could even see into the second-floor windows, above her back porch. You could even see the glow of a computer screen lighting up the side of Garrett’s handsome, stubbly face. 

Oh, shit. 

No, no, no, no, no. If I could see into his room from here, then he could see into mine from there. 

Last time I looked back there, there were too many leaves in the way. Although when was the last time I did that? 

Suddenly the whole conversation that morning made sense. He was asking about a sister because he saw a girl. He saw me. As a girl. Then when there was no sister, he asked about a cleaning lady. 

What did he see? Did he see me sitting there by myself? Did he see me walking around? 

Was it worse than that? It was probably worse than that. 

Did he see me sucking on my dildo? Or riding it? Did he see me playing with myself? 

Suddenly I felt stupid. Exposed. Found out. It’s one thing having a secret; it’s another thing to realize you only acted like it was a secret and someone else out there knew everything about you. They knew more about you than your own mother did. 

Garrett was suddenly the person on this planet who knew the most about me. And we had only spoken once, for an hour, mostly about leaves. 

I had gone from feeling motivated, sexy, and pretty, to studious and determined, to feeling exposed and humiliated, all in an hour. 

In one quick motion, I wheeled my chair to the doorway, out of view of Garrett’s room, and I jumped up. 

For ten minutes I paced across the floor of my bedroom. It was after one o’clock, my responsibilities were gone, I could do anything at all, and I suddenly had no privacy at all. 

Not only did I have no privacy now, I may have lost that privacy a long time ago and didn’t know it.

This was bad. This was potentially devastating. 

No, this was actually devastating. This was someone I didn’t know who had discovered something about me. He could tell his mother, who could tell my mother. Or he could tell my mother directly. 

I was suddenly not horny. Or I was, but I knew I had a new problem. An unsexy problem. I needed a plan. 

I could pretend like nothing happened, right? I had gone a long time without seeing Garrett, and so who is to say I’d see him anytime soon? Maybe this was no big deal. 

But then I’d need to do something about being exposed to him. Hmm. 

No, that’s easily fixable. I’d move rooms. I’d take the little room with the one window. I had all day, and Mom would even be gone for dinner, and by the time she’d get back, I’d have everything moved to the little room and act like I just changed my mind, and then no one would see into my room any more. That little room even had curtains on its one window. 

Ooooh, curtains. 

I could get dressed in Boy Clothes, I could take whatever money I found in the house, and I could go buy curtains. That way I could stay in the same room; I didn’t feel like moving rooms anyway. 

Except that was a stupid choice. After 30 minutes of searching for money while wearing a slutty schoolgirl uniform, I only came up with twenty bucks, which wasn’t enough for one curtain let alone five sets of curtains. Plus, I needed a car to get to the store, and then who the hell was going to hang the curtains? Me? Mom?

I’d need someone like Garrett to do it for me, and I couldn’t ask him to do it; I was trying to hide from him.  

It was later now, closer to mid-afternoon, and maybe things weren’t as bad as I thought they were. I tiptoed back up the stairs and crept back into the Sewing Room. 

But no, it was exactly as bad as it was before. Maybe even worse, as there were new leaves in our yards, freshly fallen. 

There were fat drops of rain starting to hit the windows, and I heard them hitting the roof above me. 

From the doorway that connected my bedroom to the Sewing Room, I could see that he wasn’t at his computer anymore. 

But I could also see that, in his window, right where he was sitting earlier, was a piece of paper. I could see that it had letters on it, but I could not make out what it read. 

I went downstairs, got the binoculars from my grandfather’s old bookshelf, and ran back upstairs. The schoolgirl shoes didn’t look like someone could run in them, but somehow I was pulling it off.  

I snuck into the room like a spy, careful not to stay near a window. I dropped to my knees, crawled to the window, and positioned my swivel chair right next to my head, hopefully providing a little bit of cover. 

From that spot crouched on the floor, I could focus the binoculars on his window and slowly the writing on the paper became clearer. 

How was class? It read. 

Wait a minute. 

Wait just a minute. 

I read it again. 

How was class?

It was the same. 

It was…friendly? 

Was he communicating with the Jamie from the leaf raking? Or the Jamie that was…wearing this outfit? 

Did I ignore this? I didn’t need to play along, but I did need to know his tone. If he knew about me, was he an ally? 

I needed to write back, and I knew how to. I’d use the big monitors. 

On one of my monitors, I typed, in big letters: Can you read this, Garrett? 

I don’t know what I expected. I don’t know that I expected anything. I suppose I expected a reply, seeing as how he had already written one message. But what would that reply be? Something I’d want to read? 

It didn’t take long for me to get that reply. It took long enough to take a warm bath that turned into a cold bath. I tried to shock myself out of my confused, horny, humiliated state. A bath helped a bit, but as I lotioned up my hairless, smooth body, I did reignite what got me into trouble in the first place. 

So I picked the roughest washcloth I could, and scrubbed myself clean. 

I still had hours to myself when I got out of the tub, and confirmed it when I saw I had a missed call from my mother, followed by a text message that read Home late. Going out with some girls. I’ll bring you some leftovers! Don’t use the stove, please. 

She did not trust me at all. Don’t use the stove? What was I, her small child? I shivered back to my bedroom and I put on a pair of cheeky black panties, a pair of cozy leggings, and another one of my oversized sweatshirts. I could be half-girly while I got my life under control. 

Speaking of, I was afraid to check the Sewing Room for a reply. I knew I would have to check eventually. I knew I would have to go in there, if for no other reason than to go to my classes tomorrow, and the next day, and next week. 

Then I could talk to my mother about curtains, and she wouldn’t need to know the reason. 

It did occur to me that if my grandmother were still alive, she’d sew me some curtains. 

But I no longer felt sexy the way I did during and after class. I felt scrubbed, I felt like I had misbehaved, and I felt like I was hiding again. I felt girly, but bad. Like I was being punished. Like I stepped out of line and was learning where the line was. 

The line was partly in the doorway between the two rooms, and I stepped over it, getting back into position to secretly read the sign through my binoculars. 

He had written back. Above me, on the monitor, was my message: Can you read this, Garrett? 

I had named him. 

He didn’t name me in his reply, but he may as well have: 

Sure can, cutie, it read. 

I dropped to the floor. There was no mistaking things now. There was only one way to read this. He knew who he was talking to. He knew it was Girl Jamie, he did it once and went back for more, and he knew it was me. 

I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what to think. 

No. No, that was ridiculous. I did know what to think. He said it himself: cutie. 

He knew who he was talking to, and he chose his words, and his mother wasn’t sending me messages because she wasn’t mobile, and that was it. That was the whole thing: this was him, this was the scruffy, strong guy I met that morning, this was the guy who invaded my thoughts throughout the day, this was the guy who was partially responsible for me being a horny mess for a few hours, and this was the guy who knew my secret and didn’t seem to care.

In fact, he seemed to want it. He started this whole thing, after all. He’s the one who sent me the first message. 

And there I was in the frumpiest sweatshirt I owned. 

I didn’t feel like a sexy young woman. I felt like a housebound weirdo. Like I was hiding, but forgot to pick a good hiding spot. 

I knew to make my choice, I needed to be in the right frame of mind. And hiding in my clothes wasn’t it. I went back to my closet, stripped down to my panties, and slipped into a black babydoll that made me feel like I was about to seduce someone. 

Was I? 

What was I doing? What was I doing with my life? I wasn’t doing much of anything. 

You could wait for something to happen. Sometimes that worked out. Or you could make something happen. Sometimes that didn’t work out. 

What was the difference? Choice. 

I needed to choose this. I needed to choose Garrett. Whether I got it or not, whether I got him or not, didn’t matter. I needed to choose this. 

It was pouring rain. I knew if I walked to his house, I’d get soaked. I knew his Mother wouldn’t answer the door; how could she, with a bum ankle? But I knew we couldn’t talk. Not there.

Here? What would we talk about? 

I’d figure it out. So would he. 

Maybe we wouldn’t even talk at all. He called me cute. He possibly saw me be sexual. He at least saw me wearing girly clothes, and it did not matter to him.

It did not matter to him. 

I had nobody in my life that I mattered to. This was the closest I had come in a long time. Months. How could I let this go? How could I drag this out? 

I had to get him here. 

After a few minutes, I had it. I knew how to communicate everything to him. I sat with perfect posture in my chair, feeling the draft from outside. It made my nipples hard in my negligee, it made my legs crawl with goosebumps, and it made the back of my neck feel vulnerable. Like someone could nibble it. 

But after a quick Internet search and a little more typing, I had my signal to him worked out. 

On one monitor was a photo of a trans girl in a schoolgirl outfit, on her knees, her mouth stretched open as she tried to take a huge cock in it. Her little limp cock dangled between her legs. 

On the other monitor I left a note, in big letters: Wish this was me tonight between 6pm and 8pm. 

There was no confusing this message. It was pretty clear. Hopefully Garrett got it. 

I turned the brightness on the monitors up, turned the lights off, and stood in the glow of the room for a minute, my heart pounding. 

There was no going back now, and all I could do was wait for the sun to go down, and wait to see if he got the message.

It was more than enough time to work myself up into another horny mess. It was also more than enough time to imagine him scowling in his room, thinking I was gross, and deciding to let me suffer over here with a throbbing between my legs that needed attention. 

I couldn’t eat. I couldn’t drink. I couldn’t do anything. I opened and closed the fridge for more than an hour. I walked up and down the stairs until my calves hurt. I went into the basement and examined all my grandmother’s empty jelly cars, lined up on a shelf. I watched myself breathe in the downstairs bathroom mirror. 

Then I did it in the upstairs bathroom mirror. 

And the whole time, I felt a powerful throb between my legs. 

I turned the TV on but then got paranoid that I wouldn’t be able to hear if someone knocked. 

Then I got paranoid that I wouldn’t be able to hear anything if my Mother didn’t knock and she’d come home early to find me slutted out on the living room couch. 

Then I got paranoid that, since it was dark outside, the TV would light me in the living room and someone on the street would see me through the curtains. 

Then I turned the TV off and had nothing to do but feel myself hum with a horniness that I didn’t want to name. 

What next? 

If I went back upstairs, then I would be in a room with no curtains, and not only would I be unable to hear the door as easily, but then if Garrett did come by and then go home after I didn’t answer the door, he’d sit at his window, see that I was home and know I was dodging him, then he’d hate me forever…

I took a deep breath. 

I took another deep breath.

I never took a third deep breath, because there was a knock at the door. 

I was in lingerie. I had a cavernous longing inside of me that lasted all day, that made me feel empty and needed me to take care of it. 

I knew how it could be taken care of, and I made some choices to get me there, and if everything went according to plan, I’d be taken care of.

If I opened the door. 

If I kept making choices that got me where I wanted to go. That got me anywhere. 

I padded across the living room rug and stopped by the side door. I slowly opened it and peeked down the stairs.

A half set of stairs went down to a landing at the side door of our house. The basement steps were to the right, just out of view. 

But from the top of the steps, I could see the silhouette of someone outside, lit by the motion light that faced the driveway. It looked like Garrett. Through the curtains on the door I could see he had no hat. No umbrella. 

It was pouring. If I made him wait out there any longer, he’d get even more soaked than he already was. He’d catch a cold. He’d sneeze on the way home. He’d catch pneumonia. His mother would miss him, she’d need another helper, he’d blame me, I’d deserve it, and I’d never go in the Sewing Room again. I’d feel so guilty I’d never have another orgasm again.  

Answer the fucking door, Jamie. You did this, so keep doing it. 

I opened the door to the side stairwell, walked down each step, and put my hand on the doorknob. As soon as I did, it rattled, and I could see Garrett’s head perk up through the curtain. He knew I was there. 

Let him out of the rain, you fool, I thought. 

I opened the door a crack, and looked outside. Garrett looked at me, water dripping off his nose. 

“Hi,” he said, rubbing his face. “I got your note.” 

“I don’t know what to say,” I said.

“You could say ‘hey, Garrett; come on in,’” he said. 

I laughed nervously; he laughed for real. And in one motion that made it impossible to go back, I opened the door to the outside, allowed him to see me dressed in the prettiest, sexiest thing in my closet, and then he was past me, the door was shut, and he had me in his giant arms. 

Even in heels, he towered over me. He no longer smelled like leaves, but he still smelled vaguely smoky, which wasn’t from smoking because his lips were on mine and I could taste him, and taste his toothpaste, and taste his fresh, woody cologne, and I smelled the rain on him, and my whole body started to fail as he held me up and we kissed. 

My eyes were closed, and I was aware he had pulled away. I slowly opened my eyes, and he was smiling at me. 

“It’s almost six,” he said with a smirk. “After you,” and he motioned up the little half staircase to the house. 

I walked in front of him, and felt two hands on my backside as I did. 

There was a man with rough, working hands behind me, massaging my ass cheeks, as I walked up the stairs in front of him, and there was nothing wrong with it. 

We got to the hallway, shut the side door, and there was still nothing wrong with it, because we were kissing again, and his hand worked its way down my neck, stopping at my nipple. 

My flat chest. 

My chest that wasn’t there. 

My A-cup. My lowercase-a cup. 

And he didn’t care, because he was rubbing my nipple between his thumb and finger, and I felt my whole body come alive, and it didn’t matter that I didn’t need a bra, because he didn’t seem to need it to know what to do. 

And he did it. The whole way up the stairs, as I backed my way up and he followed me, working his hands all over my body. And in the hallway, when he didn’t know which direction to turn, and I showed him, and we backed into my bedroom still joined at the lips, and he laid me down on the bed, and took off his wet jacket, and I heard it hit the floor, and then the weight of his want pressed down on me, and my legs were open more than they had ever been open, and I wrapped around him tightly. 

I could feel his hardness through his pants, and it was hard because of me. 

My own hardness couldn’t do anything because it was crushed by the weight of a powerful man, and I wanted that feeling more than anything else, that feeling of being pinned down, unable to move, unable to get hard, stand up, roll over, or make sense of my thoughts. 

But then that feeling ended, and I wanted it back right away. 

He pulled himself up, unbuckled his pants, let them drop to the floor next to his jacket, and I saw the silhouette of his giant lumberjack cock lit from the hallway light. I grabbed it and needed two hands. 

I needed three hands, but I did my best with two. My girldick pulsed as I stroked him, and I could feel our breathing get faster, in tandem. He reached into his shirt pocket and I heard a click, then my hands were slick with lube. 

He thought of everything. He knew what he was doing, and he wanted it. He wanted me. 

He was in charge. I worked the lube all over his massive head, along the whole shaft. I ran my slick fingers over his balls, tickling everything I touched. I felt him squirm above me. I wanted to pull him back on top of me, wanted him to press down on me, but I did not want to pull him by his cock. 

He read my mind, because he nudged me back more on the bed, spread my legs open, dragged his fingers across the bulge in my underwear, then pulled them aside to let my little cock free.

Even just from the light of the hallway I could see the size difference. He was huge. I was small. I was smaller than small. I could be fully erect and I wasn’t anything close to him in length or girth, and as he leaned down to kiss me, I could feel myself get as long and as hard as I could, and it was nothing compared to what I just had in my hands. 

And then he was back on top of me, and my girldick was pointing straight up at me, and it was crushed beneath his weight, and his slick cock found my asshole, and it poked against it with a warm softness that I had never felt before, not with my dildo, which now felt hilariously fake compared to this. 

Soon there was something pressing against me, and then it was in me, and I gasped, and it was in me a little more, and then I felt full, and I couldn’t concentrate, and under the weight of a giant man I gave up. I wrapped my arms around his neck, and he began slowly working himself in and out of me, and I couldn’t move, and the rain came down harder. 

There was a lifetime in those few minutes, as I had never had anything that large inside of me before, and had no idea that my body could crave that and allow it to happen. 

I was pressed flat to my bed and could feel my own erection struggle to move, begging to be touched and stroked and sucked, and as he worked his length, fucking me, I squeezed so I would be tighter for him, and he groaned just as I felt a single spurt come out of me. 

His pace quickened, and soon I felt smothered, overwhelmed, and helpless. I felt my entire body tense up, and then I felt it get stronger, and stronger still, and I could not open my eyes or breathe like a normal person, and it didn’t matter.

It didn’t matter because he was inside of me and I was losing it, and I could feel myself get close to the edge, and he must have felt it too because he went faster, and I was on the verge of not being able to take it anymore. 

There was tension, and more tension, and even more, and then there was nothing. There was a whole-body relaxation as I felt myself give way to something magical that shook me harder than my own hands had ever been able to. 

I couldn’t let go of him, and I held on as my body rocked and shuddered, and I felt my little trapped dick spurt and spurt on myself, pressed flat to my body, and then he kissed me full on the mouth as I felt him start to climax, filling me with blast after blast of his cum. 

The last of our spasms were in tune with one another, and it wasn’t clear to me where my body ended and his began, and it was one orgasm we both got to share in.  

Our mouths were pressed forcefully together. He eased off my mouth a little, then a little more. And then we were still and his lips were barely grazing mine. 

He rolled over.

I felt a draft from the Sewing Room flicker across the wet cum on my belly. 

“Oh, man,” he groaned. 

I assumed the worst. Regret. Shame. 

“What is it?” I whispered, almost not wanting to know. 

“We never did your picture,” he whispered.

My signal to him. On the computer. The girl on her knees. 

I laughed. 

“Some other time,” I said. “I’ll send you a note.” 


FILL ‘ER UP



FILL ‘ER UP


There was something about the girl at pump four. 

On the one hand, she was just a girl, like hundreds if not thousands of other girls in Ithaca. Long blonde hair. Black leggings, white sneakers kept brand-new. Pink sports bra. Slender, long-legged, ponytail pulled through the back of a baseball cap. Could have been the kind of girl who went to Cornell. Or she could have gone to Ithaca College. She could have been a townie, too. Loads of girls looked like her. 

I could have matched with loads of girls just like her on dating apps. Perky blondes in workout clothes, glowing brunettes in club wear, a redhead in a bridesmaid’s dress with no visible panty line. 

The girl at pump four could have had a dating profile that looked like any of those other girls. Photos of the girl near the Commons. Photos of the girl at one of the gorges by the lake. Photos of the girl in a bikini at the lake. Photos of the girl at some exotic vacation spot I could never take her back to. 

On the other hand, there was something different about her, and it was hard for me to say exactly what that was. Was it the way she walked? She almost looked sad, even from behind. Like she didn’t belong. Like she didn’t feel like she should be there, like she was sneaking around. 

Or was it nervousness? She was rubbing her arms, rubbing her belly. It wasn’t cold, so what was she doing? Then I caught her rubbing her thighs, playing with her hair, tucking it behind her ear. Nervous energy, probably. 

But nervous about what?  

Was she hurrying? Maybe that was it. It was midnight, not peak gym time, so why was she in that outfit? Did she go jogging at midnight? Did her team have a game? If so, could I watch? 

She stood out partly because she shouldn’t have stood out. She got out of her little blue car and walked tentatively around it, like she had never pumped gas before. 

It was late, so maybe she was nervous. Maybe she was worried someone was watching her. I mean, there was, right? I was watching her.

Except I was only watching her because it was the first night of Arlo’s new security system. One where you could actually see detail in the images. No more blurry license plates, no more generic descriptions given to the police, no more wondering if the young woman at pump four had a nice ass or not. The images were high-resolution, the screen I was looking at was brand-new. 

The young woman at pump four definitely had a nice ass. 

She probably came with a boyfriend. Girls like her always came with boyfriends. Some lucky guy, probably a Cornell grad student in political science or something, wanted to touch that body, and she’d let him. Some guy who grew up with everything and had a father who bankrolled his life got to date hot girls like that. 

Me? I got to watch them do it. I got to go to community college and get a job at a gas station. I was tall enough to get attention from women on dating apps, but as soon as they asked what I did, I’d get ghosted. 

Oh, you’re over 6 feet tall? Tell me more.

Oh, you’ve got a big ol’ eggplant in your shorts? Keep going.

Oh. You work the night shift at the Quick N’ Go? Well, see you around. 

Every time. Every damn time. 

The blonde girl pushed buttons at the pump. I couldn’t hear them on the camera, couldn’t even hear them through the door, but I had heard them often enough to know what they sounded like. She took her receipt, and hurried around the car to get back in. Like I said, she had a nice, tight ass. She got in the car, a light blue Subaru Legacy, license plate ABY 112, and drove off. 

I’ll call her Abby. Thanks for coming, Abby. I enjoyed it. Hope your boyfriend enjoys it too. 
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The following Saturday, she came in again. At first I didn’t think it was her, because she was a brunette and not a blonde. 

But it was the same car: ABY 112. Same routine: hurry out of the car, pump gas, touch herself all over her body, get her receipt, dash off. 

And while it might have been different hair, it was the same outfit. 

“Welcome back, Abby,” I caught myself saying under my breath. I was glad no one else was in the store to hear. 

The overnight shift usually had long stretches of very little traffic. People would come in and out to pump gas all night long, of course, but there were usually a few waves of people who came in: drunk college students up late, drunk townies up really late, and people up early who wanted coffee and a bagel. In between those three shifts, not a whole lot happened except I could clean the store and watch people pump gas. Most were forgettable. Not Abby. 

Abby pumped gas in one of those areas of dead time, two weeks in a row. Which gave me plenty of time to watch her again.

This time it was slightly different, though. I could see her wiggle her hips a bit as she swayed while holding on to the gas pump. She was still playing with her hair, but it wasn’t as frantic this time; she wasn’t twisting her hair as aggressively, and seemed more at ease. She leaned against the car and cocked her hips, giving me a great view of her tight, toned ass. 

I had another frustrating week of what felt like using a dating app by myself; another week, zero matches. Well, I take that back. There was one match, but it felt like a scam right away, as they wanted my credit card number to make a dinner reservation that would blow me away.

I’m sure it would, girly. I’m sure it would. 

But this girl leaning against the car could ask for my credit card and I’d give her my debit card too. 

This time I noticed she was tall for a girl. I liked taller girls. I’m a tall guy and don’t like to stoop. I know a lot of tiny girls want huge boyfriends, but it’s not always fun. I had no idea if this girl was fun, but on an overnight shift at a gas station, there ain’t a whole lot to think about. So I thought about her.

By the time my shift ended and the sun came up, I knew how I’d work up the courage to go talk to her, or at least see if she looked like the girl in my dreams. 

I’d go throw out some trash. To do that, I’d have to walk right past her. 
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“Daniel, this is Flower.”

“Hi Flower,” I said to the short, slightly thick Latina hanging on Ben’s arm. She had a ton of cleavage, and caught me staring at it. Ben loved girls with some padding on them. I did not. Her shorts left very little to the imagination since I couldn’t see a panty line and she had a pronounced camel toe in front.  

“Dan might come with us to the lake this weekend,” he said to her.

“Oh, fun,” she said, lighting up. “I just got a new paddleboard.” 

“Might,” I said. “Only if I can get someone to cover my shift here.”

“Can’t your boss do it?” Ben asked, paying for his chips and cigarettes. Flower took the cigarettes. 

“I can’t have Arlo cover overnight shifts,” I said. “It happened once. He made it clear there wouldn’t be a second time.”

“But there are other nights you don’t work, right? Is Gary still here?”

“Gary is still here,” I said, stealing a glance at the security monitors to see if the car that drove in was Abby.

It was not. 

“He’s still here, but barely. He doesn’t answer my calls or reply to my texts because he knows the only reason I ever contact him. So unless I see him randomly, he’s not going to pick up an extra shift. I’ll figure it out.” 

“Hopefully you can make it, man,” he said. “Me and Flower, Greg and Allison, Zorro and his girlfriend, and Alex and Emmie.”

Great. Four couples and me. 

“I’ll do what I can,” I said. “Rent doesn’t pay itself.” 

And because it didn’t pay itself, because Gary wouldn’t reply to my texts, and because Arlo wasn’t going to work an overnight for me at his own gas station, I wasn’t able to go to the lake in the end. 

To tease me, the guys sent me photos of the girls in their bathing suits. Zorro’s girlfriend was named Radley apparently, and she was the only one in a one-piece. Flower’s bikini looked two sizes too small. Allison’s was three sizes too small. Emmie’s top looked the right size, but her breasts were ludicrously oversized. There was a time in my life I found voluptuous women desirable, but as I scrolled through the photos of the drinking games that had gone on at the lake that evening and that night, I found myself thinking of a very different body. 
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It took weeks before Abby came back. I didn’t realize how much it bothered me to not be able to execute my “throw out the trash to meet a girl” plan until I found myself tempted to go through the security footage for the time I wasn’t working, just to see if she had gotten gas then. 

Or was she cheating on the Quick N’ Go with another station? Getting gas closer to work, or home? Were other gas station cashiers getting to see her?

Then I felt creepy. For as much as I was drawn to her, I knew I was mostly drawn to the idea of her, and knew that the real her most likely wasn’t named Abby and probably wouldn’t be too pleased knowing someone who couldn’t get a date was fantasizing about her all week. 

And the next week. 

But there was no mistaking it when she did come back. It was her, 1:21 in the morning, light blue car, license plate ABY 112. I expected to see her swing the same body in black leggings out of the car, sway around to pump gas, and do the same self-touching routine that I found kind of charming. 

I was not prepared for what she was wearing when she came out of the car. 

It was a full-on schoolgirl outfit. Like, short plaid skirt, tied-up little black blouse, knee-high stockings, black heels, and pigtails. 

Pigtails. 

I nearly came in my chair. 

I had imagined this girl wearing all kinds of things over the last few weeks. I swiped and swiped in my apps, both hoping to see she had a profile, but also not wanting to risk swiping yes while knowing she swiped no. I had pictured her wearing lingerie, short skirts, tight dresses, even nothing. 

I imagined her letting me run my hands on her flat tummy, lingering as I worked my way up her chest. I imagined that she liked to have her nipples tugged and pinched. I imagined her in a bikini, on my arm, going to the lake with Ben and Greg and everyone. I imagined her turning heads because she was hot and modest and confident, and Flower was trashy and angry. 

And now I didn’t have to imagine her wearing something sexy. It was right there. She walked around the car, lifted the pump, and started rubbing one leg against the other as she waited. 

Good God, her legs looked great. I could see her ass cheeks peeking below the hem of her skirt on one of the cameras. She looked scorching hot in that outfit, and who cares why she’s out in the middle of the night wearing it? 

She was pumping gas in her tiny little outfit that screamed sex and I was inside, staring at it from behind a counter.

Time to get busy. 

I grabbed the little bag of trash from under the register, tied it off, and got ready to walk out to the dumpster. 

The front doors slid open to let me out, and I instantly watched her jump, hiding behind her car. 

Dammit, I spooked her. 

“It’s OK,” I said, holding up the small bag. “Just taking out the trash.”

Jesus, what an opening line. What a great way to pick someone up. 

Weren’t you taught that? The best places to meet women? Bars, clubs, the grocery store, church, and taking out the trash. In that order. 

I lifted the lid of the dumpster and tossed the bag in, letting the lid slam shut. 

I turned around half-expecting to see her looking nervous at the loud nose again, but instead, she was…gone. 

The pump was still sticking out of the car, but she wasn’t next to it. Was she hiding in her car? Did I make her too nervous? Was she hoping to get away without talking to anyone while wearing her schoolgirl outfit? Was her boyfriend the only one who was supposed to see that? 

As I walked past the pumps, I could see that her trunk was open, so she hadn’t disappeared after all. No, she was behind her car, leaning into her trunk.

Dear God, no she was not leaning into it. She was bent over and reaching into it. For what, I have no idea. But there she was, bent over in a short skirt, showing off even more leg than before. Showing off even more ass than before. Giving me a view of the little pink panties she was wearing. The tiny pink panties that didn’t cover much of her ass, and made me realize that my daydreams of her didn’t do her enough justice. Thin, tight, a lacy pink triangle of cloth that disappeared between her cheeks. I wanted to work my hands up underneath it and cup her cheeks. I wanted to snap her waistband with my teeth. 

I wanted this girl. 

“Um, do you need a hand?” I said as I walked by.

“No,” she called from the trunk. “Almost got it.”

Another great pickup line. Daniel Morris is 0-for-2 on the night. But I slowed my walk so I could watch her finish getting whatever she was getting. Her ass wagged a little. Unlike with Flower, there was mystery with this girl. Some people could show you everything and it wouldn’t tempt you. Some people could show you a little and it would be plenty. 

The sound of the pump shutting off startled us both. She stood up out of the trunk and looked right at me. A lot of red lipstick, a lot of eyeliner, a lot of eye shadow. Her eyes were alive. She tucked a few stray dark brown hairs behind her ears and smiled. She was gorgeous. 

“All set!” she said, and she slammed her trunk, causing a little puff of air to lift her skirt a little. 

In what seemed like one motion, her skirt flew out in all directions as she turned to the pump, she hung the handle back up, dashed to the driver’s side, opened her door, smoothed her skirt beneath her while looking me right in the eye, sat down behind the wheel, blew me a kiss as she shut the door, and sped off, leaving her receipt flapping behind her. 

I watched her turn out of the exit without coming to a stop and wondered if maybe I should go into the security footage.

My God, what a view. I wanted to remember it like that forever. Nothing like that had ever happened at work before. 

Maybe she would be pleased knowing someone who couldn’t get a date was fantasizing about her all week. 

[image: ]



I had thought of plenty of cooler things to say over the rest of my shift, and over the next few days.

“Late for school?”

“You just getting out of detention?” 

Those would have been good. Play up the schoolgirl thing. 

“Full service?” I could have said, and then started to wash her windshield. 

No, that would have been stupid. A gas station worker getting his charm out? Can a gas station worker even be charming? If I didn’t smell like gas, I smelled like hot dogs. If I didn’t smell like hot dogs, it was old coffee. Who knows what it was after that, but I probably didn’t notice it. 

So what would I expect would happen if I asked her if she wanted full service? “Oh yes,” she’d say. “And I have a lot more that needs to be serviced.” 

Of course that wouldn’t happen. 

I had taken the obvious hint and stopped swiping on my dating apps. No one in town wanted to date someone like me, and I took a break. But I also didn’t want to wallow in pity, so I wasn’t spending my time watching crazy porn, which is what I did during my last dry spell. 

I had no sexual outlet except my memory bank of previous girlfriends and lovers. Claire, Dana, Crissy. Tattooed Wanda, Tiny Ginger with the huge boobs, Tami with the giant clit. I badly needed some new memories. 

The only recent entry in my memory bank was Abby’s ass, displayed in full view, ready to be grabbed, caressed, licked, and stared at as I ravished her the way I had wanted to since I first saw her a few weeks earlier. I hadn’t exactly charmed her, but at the same time, she was undeniably flirty as she ran off. 

She ran off while I stood there like an idiot. Would she even come back? 
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She did. The next day, in fact. 

I had started to go through the security footage so I could figure out how to see her in that skirt again, but it looked like the system logged any activity and I didn’t feel like explaining myself to Arlo, so I stopped. 

Which meant I had to keep that memory for as long as I could. 

I kept it for half a shift, then added a better one. 

Around 2 in the morning I had to take out the trash for real. I had just swept the store again, the overnight bread guy had just left after restocking the shelves, and he filled the trash cans beneath the coffee and slushee area with plastic wrap. I had two giant trash bags that weighed nothing, and I took them outside. 

I made it most of the way to the dumpster before I knew my life had changed. 

“Hey,” came a voice to the right of me.

It was Abby. She was in a white tank top, slim, tapered jeans, and sandals. Her toenails were painted red. 

At least I didn’t smell like hot dogs, and the trash I had wasn’t repulsive. 

“Hi there,” I said. “Don’t have school tonight?”

That got a laugh out of her. Maybe I wasn’t a lost cause after all. 

“So, yeah,” she said. “About that.” 

I threw out the trash so I wouldn’t stand there like an idiot. I had done that a lot already. 

“I don’t know what came over me,” she said. “I was feeling adventurous.” 

“Adventures are good,” I said. 

“The safe ones are,” she said. “I’ve made better decisions.”

“Seemed fine from my end,” I said. “But let me guess. Your boyfriend wasn’t OK with it?”

“My boyfriend? What makes you think I have a boyfriend?”

“Because I’m on every dating app out there, and have never seen you on any of them. So I figured you’re taken.” 

“You…might need to change your settings.” 

“Do you not live here?”

“No, I live a few blocks from here. I just mean…here, I can do it for you.”

I handed her my phone. My credit and debit cards stayed in my pocket. She tapped a few times and I caught her smiling at something. 

Then she handed it back. 

There she was. Brandi Kammen. 24, Ithaca. 

“I was expecting your name to be Abby.”

“Why?”

“Your license plate. Forget it. Brandi’s a nice name. That’s a lot of flags on your profile.”

“There’s a lot out there to like.” 

We locked eyes. I swiped. A moment later there was a ding in her pocket. 

“Isn’t it strange that people meet this way?” she said, getting her phone out of her pocket and unlocking it.

“I don’t meet many people this way,” I said. “Anyway, aren’t we talking for real? You don’t seem to need an app. You’re hot.”

“I’m hot?” she said, stopping what she was doing on her phone and looking at me with an eyebrow raised.

“You cannot be serious,” I said. “Of course you’re hot. And I don’t just mean the schoolgirl thing. Although that was nice.” 

“Sometimes I don’t feel hot,” she said. Then my phone dinged. “I don’t get many matches on this thing either.”

“You said ‘many.’ You’re doing better than I am. I don’t get any. Oh, no, that’s not true. There was the scammer who wanted my credit card. She seemed great.”

“I usually get people who only want one thing,” she said, scraping her sandal into the parking lot.

“So what was your adventure tonight?”

“Just…go out in this outfit.”

“That doesn’t sound like an adventure.” 

“That’s usually what they are. Try on new clothes, see how they feel. See how I feel.”

“Isn’t that what dressing rooms are for?”

“It’s…complicated,” she said.

Silence. Some cars drove by. They didn’t need gas. She wiped her hands on her thighs. 

“Well, I think you look great,” I said.

She perked up, blushed, and then curtsied. 

“There was something about the schoolgirl getup, though,” I said. “Can’t quite put my finger on it.” 

She laughed, then snuck a look at her phone. 

“Well listen, Brandi. You ever want a second opinion on some new shorts or a bathing suit, you know where to find me. If you’re ever free, maybe we could grab some coffee sometime.” 

“You here every night?”

“Most of them.”

“How about tomorrow?”

I nodded. 

She got into her car, only this time it was without eye contact, and without blowing me a kiss. Instead, she backed out of her spot, drove right in front of me, and put it park right at my feet. 

She lowered her window and tapped her fingers on the steering wheel. Same color as her toes. 

“I wonder if we can get the awkward part out of the way first,” she said. 

“What do you mean?”

“You know. If we’re going to go out sometime, we’ll be thinking about whether we’re going to have a first kiss or not. And so maybe we should just do that now, and that way it won’t be awkward when we do get together.”

“What, here?” 

“Why not?”

I squatted down next to the car and looked at her. She played with her hair a little bit and then she rubbed along her forearm. 

Her nervous sign? I remembered it from that first night. 

“That sounds nice, Brandi,” I said. 

She turned her head and leaned forward, and our lips met. 

It had been a while. It had been a long time, in fact. I closed my eyes, reflex more than anything, and took in the smell of her, of her car, of everything. Her lips were soft, inviting, and yet timid. It was a romantic kiss with no romance. But it promised something more. 

I pulled away after a few seconds, and looked at her. 

Her eyes stayed closed longer than mine. 

“That was nice, Daniel,” she said as she slowly opened them back up. 

She put the car in gear and said “maybe I’ll see you tomorrow” as she drove off. 
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It was 5:45 in the morning, mere hours since she stopped by to match with me on the app. I had looked at her profile dozens of times since then, and been over each of her photos, trying to pick a favorite.

While loads of girls had dating profile photos taken in different locations, Brandi’s were all in her apartment. So by the time she started sending me new photos, I had seen the view of her bed already, seen the plant already, and seen the pinup girl poster over her bed, both the right way and reversed. 

Her photos were all selfie mirror shots. 

One in the workout getup I had already seen. One in her jeans. One in a black cocktail dress and dangly, hoop earrings. One in a little workout romper that showed her ass, and one in a denim miniskirt and a tribal-looking t-shirt. 

But then there was the one that gave it away. 

Suddenly I knew why she had flags on her profile, why she treated a night out in a new outfit as an adventure. I knew why she had a dating profile set up with no photos of her out in the world. The photo was of her in a bikini. 

Her hair was long and brown. The triangle top was hot pink, and the string bikini rode high on her hips. 

Her eyebrows were raised, her mouth was open in an exaggerated “O” shape, and she was covering her mouth with one hand in mock embarrassment, as if she had just said “oopsie!” 

Her other hand was pointing to her crotch.

Where there was an unmistakable bulge in her bikini. 

I was in trouble. 

She was trans. 

She was hot, and she was trans.

I had never kissed a trans girl before, and I had liked it.

What did that mean? It could have meant nothing, or it could have meant everything. 

Was this relationship over before it had even started? 

I had a lot of thinking time after I discovered that photo. I remembered some crime show rerun when I was a kid, something about a guy who went on vacation to let the heat die down after he killed a guy, and while he was there he fell in love with a girl at the same hotel. They had fun, she was playful, flirty, and by the end she had given him a blowjob, though it wasn’t shown onscreen. 

The big reveal, of course, was that the girl was the dead guy’s brother, there to get revenge for the killing. And when the main character found out that it was a guy who sucked his dick, he ran offscreen and threw up in the bathroom. 

I don’t know why I remembered that, but that’s not how I felt at all. There was no nausea. There was no feeling of “Oh my God!” The show kind of made the whole thing into a shocking joke. 

This was not a shocking joke. 

This was a person. I wasn’t repulsed by it. By her. 

Brandi was a nice kisser. It was…nice. It really was. I couldn’t go back after the fact and label the kiss something else; it was a good first kiss. It was soft, it was meaningful, it was welcoming. She made it happen, too, so there was no pressure on me at all. It was her adventure, her terms. 

And to be fair, while she didn’t exactly say “by the way, I’m trans” in the parking lot, she matched with me. And I did see the flags. I mean, it’s Ithaca. This isn’t exactly shocking. 

On the other hand…now what? We were matched. Do I change my mind? Could I do that without being a horrible person?

I daydreamed about this girl for weeks. I stared at her. I looked forward to her visits. I looked up her skirt and got turned on by her little pink panties. 

Did it matter what was in her little pink panties? 

She had the kind of body I liked, too. Slender, tall, athletic. She had a tiny bit of cleavage in the bikini photo, but not a ton. Which was fine. It’s not like I found Flower or Radley or the rest of them appealing.

No, the body I liked just happened to be on a trans girl. 

And it’s not like I had much luck with anyone the last few months. Actually, since none of my relationships lasted long, did I ever have luck? Would I even want luck involved at all? 

I was busy with the beginning of the coffee-and-bagel crowd for the last 15 minutes of my shift, which at least got me out of my own head until Nancy and Raul showed up for the start of the day shift. 

I went home hiding a semi-erection in my pants and I didn’t know where it came from. 
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My usual routine was to work from 10 until 6, go home, eat whatever food I had around, wait until the kids in the neighborhood got on the bus around 8, and then sleep until 2 or 3 in the afternoon. If I was really tired, sometimes I’d sleep until 4. Then I’d get up, work out, take a shower, make coffee, have dinner, and have a few hours to myself before work. 

It was a completely bizarre schedule that always made people laugh. 

You set your alarm for 3 pm?

You make coffee before dinner?

You eat dinner after you wake up but don’t eat breakfast in the morning? 

Well, yes. I have to. My days are all backwards. 

What I didn’t do was talk to people. Who would I talk to? No one in my building was awake yet, and if they were, they were getting their kids ready for school. None of my friends were up when I’d get home from work, and the few who were awake were busy starting their workdays, not ending them. My brother Jacob was in California and was still asleep. I usually had no girlfriend. I usually had no plans. 

And so when I got home the morning after my encounter with Brandi, it was very unusual for my phone to ding while I waited for the bus to arrive so I could go to bed. 

Somehow I knew it was her. Somehow I knew she had messaged me. 

I reheated some pasta and listened to the kids outside my open window. 

Are you off work? she had written. 

I stared at my app for a little while, trying to think of what to do. It wasn’t fair to ignore her, it wasn’t fair to change my mind. And yet, I did not know what I wanted.

I wanted a hot girl who was into me. Someone thin, funny, who didn’t care that the economy was so fucked that someone like me would work at a gas station. 

Isn’t that what I had? Or was about to have? 

In three of her profile pictures, she was a blonde. In the rest, she was a brunette, though one of them looked like it might have been black hair. 

She was a brunette in the “oopsie” bikini photo. 

I swiped to it again and stared. 

It was cute, I’ll give her that. She looked a lot like the pinup girl in the poster that hung over her bed. It was a playful face. It was sexy and charming. Her little bulge was just that: little. Also cute.

Tami was three or four hookups ago, and she had a pretty big clit. It didn’t bother me then. In fact, it was fun. She was pretty easy to get off, and it’s not like a huge clit was a turnoff. 

Did I already think about Brandi as having a huge clit, rather than a little dick?

At least, it looked little in the photo. 

And I kind of wanted to see it. 

Just got home, I wrote back. 

This was happening. This was really happening. 

Getting ready for work, was her reply. Then she sent a photo. She was still a brunette, and wearing a blue and white striped sundress. It’s a sundress day! 

Where do you work? I wrote.

The Montessori School, she wrote back. I have to leave in a minute. Just wanted to say good morning! Or good night. Not sure which. 

Either is fine, I wrote. When do you get off?

You tell me, she wrote back almost immediately. 

I stared at my phone and tried to process it. She was quick. 

Too soon? she wrote when I didn’t reply right away.

No, I wrote. Just tired. Your “A” material is going to be wasted on me. 

But that wasn’t totally true. I was pretty amped up, my mind was racing, and I wasn’t sure how I was going to be able to sleep. 

Well rest up, she said. I need your opinion on what to wear tonight when you come over. 

She was horny.

I was horny.

There shouldn’t be a problem. 

[image: ]


“I’m so glad I can finally be myself,” she said, sitting on my couch. She shook her hair down with four or five head tosses and threw her hair tie to the side. “It’s so good to get out of the heat.” 

Brandi leaned back on the sofa and started tugging on the front of her tank top, revealing more cleavage. She crossed and uncrossed her legs, as if she couldn’t decide which leg should be on top of the other.

“How was work?” I said. 

“Awful,” she pouted. “Perfectly awful.” She hiked her skirt up over her hips and revealed that she was wearing white cotton panties, with a throbbing, full crotch. 

“Are you afraid of me?” she asked, rubbing herself. 

“Not at all,” I said. “A little curious, but not afraid.”

“Curious is good,” she purred. “I’m curious about a lot of things. Did you know I can cum without touching anything?”

“I…did not.” 

“Sometimes I cum two or three times before I get home from work. My panties get so full. It’s simply awful.” 

I watched as she tugged her panties to the side and a cock sprang out that must have been a foot long. I was well-endowed, but Brandi’s cock put mine to shame. 

“Are you intimidated by this, Daniel?”

“Not at all.”

But of course I was. It was mesmerizing. It had a huge, swollen pink head, it was already glistening in the light of the room, and it was visibly pulsing.

“All we need to do is make eye contact and I can cum. And I really, really want to cum,” she said, sitting forward. “Will you help me cum?” she whined.

“Sure,” I said. I wanted to know how this turned out. 

She sat forward and we stared at one another, and I could tell that she was breathing heavier. She had her hands on her thighs and she was gyrating her hips in circles as she sat on the couch, and I looked down to see her cock at full attention.

“Up here,” she said between breaths. “It only works if you look at me.”

But something told me to look between her legs. Something told me I needed to do that. 

“Daniel, please,” she whined, “look at me, the me up here, or I can’t do it,” and yet I simply could not take my eyes off of her stiff cock. I reached out with my hand.

“No touching,” she breathed, “it has to be like this.”

But I reached out anyway and tried to grab it. It stood up straight in front of me, throbbing, pulsing. It was hypnotic. I wanted to touch it, to feel its warmth. I wanted to watch Brandi squirm as I got her off.

I sat forward and when I went to wrap my hand around the shaft, nothing was there.
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I woke up just before 4 o’clock to the sounds of a schoolbus braking in front of my place. I had slept the whole day. I had a dream about Brandi’s throbbing cock, and I had one of my own down under the sheets. 

I rubbed sleep out of my eyes and checked my phone. Not only did it say I missed my alarm, but I had five notifications.

One was a text from my brother asking when our cousin’s birthday was. 

Man, I don’t know.

One was from a dating app where a trans girl had messaged me. Her name was Clarissa Hunt. Brandi must have set it so that my dating preferences included trans girls. This new girl, Clarissa, was smoking hot and had nothing but photos of her in anime cosplay outfits. She had no bulge showing in any of her photos.

Why did my eyes go directly to her crotch? 

The other three notifications were from Brandi, in the same dating app. 

Photo one was of her pouting in a bathroom mirror at work. I’m bored, it read.

Photo two was of her a few hours later, lifting her sundress up so I could see her small purple thong and very visible bulge. I have more just like this, it read. 

Photo three was out of this world. It was of her in that same bathroom, lifting the hem of her dress, and she was doing the “oopsie” thing with her face and hand, and it was very apparent from the photo that there was a little wet spot in the front of her panties. 

Wakey wakey, the caption with the photo read. 

It was from 15 minutes earlier.  

She had gone a full day at work, getting hornier and hornier, and I slept through all of it. 

Morning, Sunshine, I wrote. 

Was that charming? I had no idea. 

Was I trying to be charming? I had no idea about that, too. 

The erection in my underwear told me otherwise. My body knew what it wanted. I had just gotten done dreaming about what Brandi was packing. In my dream, she was way bigger than Tami. Tami had a huge clit. And honestly, it was a little bit fun; she loved having it tugged, so in a way, I had already kind of jerked a girl off. It wasn’t like a cock, but it had been in my mouth. 

And I will say that, out of all the girls I had been with, Tami was the easiest to make cum, and it wasn’t even close. Sometimes you couldn’t even tell if the girl was enjoying herself. 

Not so with Tami. 

She was proud of what she had between her legs. She got herself off once by mounting the arm of the couch where I was sitting, and she ground into it until she came. 

She was overjoyed when she found out I could roll my tongue into a little tunnel, because she made me do it and hold my head still, then she fucked my tongue tunnel with her huge clit. 

I kind of missed Tami. She moved to Oregon after school. 

I made my afternoon coffee to get my mind off of Tami and of my dream of Brandi, and instead I thought about what Brandi had sent me. 

She was horny. I was beyond horny, borderline desperate. She was already comfortable sending me intimate photos and being flirtatious. Or was that even flirtatious? Isn’t flirting supposed to be subtle? What was subtle about a photo of a girl cock in purple panties? 

As I drank my coffee and tried not to think about going back to the gas station, I sent another message to her. I think I had a dream about you, it read. 

I didn’t really want to tell her about the dream. I didn’t want to tell her how hard I was when I woke up, or how many of my thoughts were taken over by her.  

Oh, that’s sweet, came the reply a few minutes later. Getting ready to go to my other job.

Wait. What?

You have another job? I wrote. I had half-expected to get together with her, or have her try to arrange something. But now whatever was going to happen would be hours away. Or was she not kidding when she said she’d stop by the gas station with a new outfit? Is that even what she said? 

Were you expecting a date? Lol, she had written. 

Well, yeah. Kind of. I mean, you don’t send a picture of your dripping cock to a strange man unless you want something to happen. 

You’ve got competition, I wrote. I got a message from someone named Clarissa Hunt since you changed my app settings.

That bitch, came the reply. She doesn’t want you. She wants you to bring two friends. 

In that case, I wrote, be back in a bit. I’ve got some phone calls to make…

Silence. 

Did my joke land? Was this even flirty? I was out of practice, sure, but I could still be fun, right? I was under the impression she wanted fun. 

But the lack of a response was hard to interpret. How do you interpret silence? You don’t. You assume something’s wrong.

I also couldn’t immediately apologize, as that would be desperate. 

So now what?

Luckily I didn’t have to figure it out. 

Don’t you dare, she finally wrote. I just wrote Clarissa and told her to keep her hands off you.

Doesn’t that suggest that someone’s hands are on me? 

More silence. I hoped that was working. There was something about this girl before I knew who she was. There was something about her after I knew who she was, too. In just one night I was ready to rethink, well, everything. 

I was ready for anything, too.

Well, almost everything. She sent me two photos in response. Both of her in her apartment, and she was wearing a white dress shirt, tight black pants, and a black bowtie. She had her pants lowered in both photos. In one, she was showing me the front of her hot pink thong. 

In the second, she was bent over, showing me her ass. I could see her little girl balls peeking out of her thong as she was bent over. 

I had never had anyone do this before, and it was wild. Exhilarating. 

I work at the Dresden Club tonight, she wrote. 6-9. Meet me around 9:30. Then she sent me her location. Her apartment was four blocks from me. 

I have to be at work at ten, I wrote. 

Then there’s no time for talk, she wrote. 

Then she sent me a bikini emoji, an eggplant emoji, and a kiss emoji. 

Then I had a few agonizing hours to myself. 
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I had gotten good at wasting hours. Some nights at the gas station when I had to kill time, I could live in my head. I would relive things from my past, sure. I would think about girls, or I would try and figure out how to get a better job. I’d come up with towns I could live in, or ways I could make money that didn’t involve working. 

So it was easy for me to kill the next few hours. 

I could guess what she would be wearing. I pictured her answering her door in just the pink thong from her photos.

I pictured her in that schoolgirl outfit, ready for whatever detention I had planned. 

Then I planned a detention, in case I needed it. 

I thought about Tami again, and about caressing what was between someone’s legs. 

I thought about how I ended up where I was, pacing around my apartment, waiting for my booty call with a trans girl. 

About how I hadn’t had any luck with girls for what felt like years, but finally did, only it wasn’t with the kind of girl I had dreamt of. 

And then I had dreamt about her. All of her. Especially what she kept hidden in those little panties of hers all day, except I woke up before I could dream about what I’d do to it. 

What would I do to it? 

Why was I turned on by it? Because she wanted me? 

Well, who else in this town wanted me? 

Nobody. 

Brandi did. 

Well, Brandi could have me. 

And at 9:15, I started my four block walk to her apartment, jangling the gas station key ring in my pocket the whole time. It felt strange to be in my neighborhood, but on unfamiliar streets. It felt strange to leave for work but not go to work. 

Instead, I found myself standing in front of a narrow white house with three cars in the driveway, one of them a light blue one with familiar plates. 

There was a door on the front porch labeled “A,” and she said that the staircase to “B” was in the back. I went to the back door and looked up at the windows. One of those windows was her bedroom that I had seen from photos. 

She was up there, waiting. 

Had she changed? How much of my daydream about tonight would be true?

Only one way to find out. 

I walked up the stairs, and when I got to the landing I found a weathered door that was painted red. “B” was on the door. Could be Apartment B, could be Brandi. 

B also could have stood for “bra,” as that was all she was wearing when she answered her door. The same pink sports bra from the first few times she was at the gas station. And nothing below the waist but a small, soft, hairless little cock. 

Before I knew what was happening, her lips were on mine and she pulled me into her apartment. 

Our mouths were all over each other, her hands were around my neck, and I had a handful of her hair as we smashed our faces into one another. 

I slid my hands down onto her waist, where I held her, knowing what was down there, and what I was close to. 

Soon the kiss wasn’t as aggressive, and it was slow. Sensual. She stuck her tongue into my mouth. 

“Wait, wait,” I said. “Isn’t this sudden?”

“Isn’t sudden good?” she said, dragging her finger along my bottom lip.

“I…think so?” I said. “I’ve just never moved this fast before.”

She looked up at me with a mixture of sadness and want. “I’m sorry,” she said, “I just–”

“No, it’s fine,” I said, steadying myself against her now closed doorway with one hand. I wanted to take in her whole body, to see what I had been kissing. I wanted to see what I had been dreaming about and thinking about and seeing how dream and reality compared. 

“I’ve never had someone find me hot without knowing who I was before,” she said. And she leaned in for a tentative kiss. 

I made the kiss less tentative. 

I opened my eyes and could see that we were in a living room that was small, intimate, with a white couch and red LED lights strung up along the perimeter of the wall. The kitchen was off to the left, and to the right was a small hallway. I could just make out the pinup girl poster above her bed. I knew what that room looked like from her photos, and I started walking us down the hall to the bedroom. 

By the time we crossed into her bedroom, she was working my belt buckle off and my pants dropped to my feet, jangling as the key ring hit the floor. I kicked my way out of my shoes and stood there as she worked my shirt over my head. 

We looked deeply into each other’s eyes and I tried getting out of my socks without touching them. 

“That was a great second kiss,” she said. 

“Let’s have a third,” I said, pushing her towards the bed. She stopped us halfway and dropped to her knees once we got to the area rug that her bed sat on. She ran her hands up my boxer briefs and her fingers poked out above the waist, then she looked up at me and slowly dragged them down my legs. 

“Jesus,” she whispered as my cock sprang up. She grabbed it with both hands and brought it to her lips. 

I looked down at her and watched as she spread her legs, revealing her still soft little dick. It was larger than Tami’s clit, but not as large as what I saw in my dream. 

She ran her tongue along my shaft and flicked her tongue on my head, squeezing the base as she worked. I could feel my heartbeat in my entire body. 

And her own little dick was bouncing in time with each bob of her head, as she worked as much of me into her mouth as she could. She was getting me nice and wet, stopping her work to give me a few strokes with her hands.

“My God,” I moaned as she tightened her grip on me. “I am not going to last long if you keep doing that.”

“Oh no?” she said with a smile on her lips. “We do have to hurry.”

“Not that fast,” I breathed, not sure how much time had passed but hoping we had a while. 

She stroked me as she stood up. “Then you’d better fuck me,” she said, and she turned around, bending over and bracing herself on her bed. 

I followed the spine of her back from the sports bra, to the top of the crack of her ass, down the whole crack, and I could once again see her balls from behind as she wagged herself in front of me. 

There was a bottle of lube on her night table.

I decided it could wait, and it was my turn to drop to my knees on the carpet.

I parted her ass cheeks and revealed her perfect little butthole, hairless and clean and begging to be worked over. I felt her shudder as I dragged my wet tongue over it, and I felt her push back against my face.

“Oh God,” she panted as I began slowly working my tongue in circles around the edge. “Oh God, don’t stop.”

I felt her arching her back more, raising herself up on her tiptoes as I licked her more and more forcefully, never increasing my speed. I grabbed her hips and buried my face back there, lost in how her little yelps of pleasure were making my cock bounce. 

“You need to fuck me now,” she breathed, and pulled my head away from her. I reached for the pump bottle of lube, gave myself three pumps, worked it all over my head and shaft until I was slick, and pushed the head of my cock right up against her opening.

“Gently,” she whispered as my head pressed against her. I heard her gasp as the tip of the head went in, and she tensed up. I felt her relax as my whole head went inside of her, and by the time half of my shaft was buried inside her, she was whimpering. I grabbed her by the hips, and started gently retreating. 

She was tight. This was tighter than her grip when she was stroking me. I knew I was big, and I didn’t want to hurt her, and so I only went halfway in before backing out again.

She put an end to that after two or three half-strokes by ramming herself all the way back, making me completely disappear inside of her. 

It was a sudden, violent stroke that almost made me explode. 

It made her howl, and she began to shake. 

I couldn’t see her face, but it felt like she was gone. She was in another world, holding up one hand as she shook, shuddered, and shivered beneath me. I kept myself firmly pressed inside her, and ran my hands all over her naked lower back. 

There was a second wave for her, and she had both hands tightly grabbing her sheets as she rode it out, gasping as I felt her clench and unclench herself around me. 

After a moment, she raised herself off the bed, turned her torso toward me, and without me slipping outside of her we were able to kiss as I slowly fucked her from behind. 

She was whimpering into my mouth as I moved, and I felt her relax. I felt her start to give in. After a few minutes, I had to hold her up as she was going limp in my arms. 

I turned her so she faced the mirror that was at the end of her bed, the mirror that she took selfies in from her photos. I could see her cock, still not hard, between her legs, pulsing with each of my thrusts. Even from ten feet away I could see the thick drop of clear fluid starting to drip out of her and make its way to the floor. 

Then another. 

Her eyes were closed as she dripped, and I felt one of the drips hit me on the inner thigh as she was leaking everywhere. 

“I’m going to cum,” she panted. “I’m going to cum all over.”

I grabbed her by the hips, flung her to the bed, and stood over her, looking down at the mess she was starting to make between her legs. I grabbed her by the waist and started pumping her harder and harder, feeling the bed start to move across the floor. 

“Oh God,” she breathed, reaching for something to steady herself and finding nothing.

The bed moved a foot from the wall. 

“Oh don’t stop,” she gasped, and I felt myself start to tingle; I was getting close. 

I had never been with someone who got off just from sex. I had never been with a girl who would cum just from me pounding her. 

I had never been with a girl like Brandi. 

And as I squeezed her waist harder, and as I felt the bed move another foot across the floor, she raised her back off the bed and she let out an “aaaaaiiiieeeeee” sound that made me feel like a God, because it happened as her soft little dick started letting out streams of thick cum, all over. She sprayed herself, and it went everywhere: on her belly, on her chest, on her bed, on my belly. 

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she gasped in time with each spurt. Soon, nothing more came out of her. 

Just as her orgasm started to slow down, I felt myself lose it, and my own climax started to build. I grunted and felt myself start to unload inside her. She felt it instantly, and grabbed my hips, holding me tight inside her.

Pulse after pulse, I couldn’t remember a longer orgasm in my life. I wanted them to all be like this. 

Soon it felt like I had filled her and emptied myself, like my last few spasms didn’t shoot anything. 

My arms started to shake as I held myself up above her, and I needed to come down. I slid out of her with a wet flop, then collapsed on my back next to her. 

I was sweaty. She was sweaty. 

Our breathing was heavy, in tandem, and then it started to slow. 

Soon we were in time with one another, and closer to catching our breath. 

“I…kind of need to do that again,” she whispered.

“I do too,” I said. That was ten times hotter than doing it with Tami. 

“What’s stopping us?” she said, leaning over me and playing with my chest hair, and then she played with the few drops of her cum that had landed on me. 

“It’s ten o’clock,” I said. “I need to be at work in about 5 seconds, and Gary will be texting or calling any minute so he can go home.”

On cue, my phone buzzed from somewhere in the room. Where were my pants, anyway?

“Ignore it,” she said, and she kissed me, running her hand slowly down my abdomen as she did it. She got to my spent cock and played with it for a few seconds. “How long until you can go again?”

“Ten minutes,” I said. “That took a lot out of me.”

“I know,” she giggled. “I can feel it inside of me.”

She climbed on top of me and sat up. 

“I’ve never cum like that before,” she said. “I think you can be ten minutes late to see what happens if we try again.”

My phone buzzed twice in a row. 

That had to be Gary, and he could cover for me for a few minutes.

I had more important things to do. 


WORK OF ART



CHAPTER 1


“Oh, sorry. Didn’t see you there.”

Of course not. No one ever saw me. I didn’t want to rub my shoulder where the big guy bumped into me, but it did hurt a little. 

All the young men in the hallway outside the classrooms were at least a foot taller than me, maybe more. Hell, some of the girls were taller than me, and not just the basketball and volleyball players. 

Yes, I was in college. Yes, I had good grades. Yes, I was 19 years old. No, I was not a little kid, even if I sometimes felt like one. 

The big dude in front of me didn’t hold the door for me as we left Flagler Hall. Everyone was moving a little faster than usual because it looked like it was going to rain, but we still had to slow down to let all the students empty out of the McManus Lecture Hall and merge onto the main pathway back to the dorms. One girl got all the way down the steps of McManus, then stopped short right in front of me to light her cigarette. 

“Excuse me?” she said after I bumped into her. She blew smoke in my face. “Watch where you’re going, shortie.”

Shortie. 5-foot-5-inches gets you the nickname shortie. 

At least she called me something. A lot of the time, I am invisible.  

When I’m not invisible, I get made fun of for my size, or my shyness. Or how I don’t look like a guy and look more like a girl. 

There’s just one problem: it kind of turns me on.

Like, a lot. 

And that feeling was usually centered in my underwear, which was most often a pair of black briefs. That day, however, was different, as it was the first day I was walking around on campus wearing a pair of silky women’s underwear. 

Panties. 

A thong, to be precise. It was a secret I carried with me, under my clothes, and it was thrilling. I was the only person to know about it.

Or was I? Did anyone see it in class? I sat in the second-to-last row, so someone in the back row could have seen the pink satin thong peek above my sweatpants if I leaned forward in class.

Did I lean forward in class? 

Or did someone see a panty line the way I could sometimes see when I walked behind girls? 

The thought of someone discovering my secret was strangely thrilling, and it made me aware of how compressed my already-little cock was in the narrow crotch of the thong. I had been in a near-constant state of being turned-on since I left my room that morning, and I had no idea what Professor Algren even covered the last 30 minutes of class. My mind was elsewhere. It was centered on what I was going to be doing once I got back to my dorm. 

My dorm. Meister Hall. It was still ahead of me, and I still had what felt like miles to go before I got back. It was 2:45 pm on a Thursday, and I was done with classes for the week. I had no plans to go out, no plans to even eat. I avoided the dining halls because they were expensive, and I had already spent most of my money for the semester. I was rationing macaroni and cheese, ramen, instant coffee, and raisins. All because I blew my budget on panties, skirts, makeup, and worse. 

But when you have a single room and you want to dress like a girl, what do you do?  

Before I left for college, Dr. Woo wanted to prescribe me some pills for anxiety, but I didn’t want to take them. I whined to my parents that I needed to be clear-headed if I was going to keep my scholarship, and after a while, they agreed. They argued with Dr. Woo, he eventually changed his mind, and instead signed a letter saying I needed a single room. I had had a single ever since, and I had avoided buying a huge wardrobe for two years. But for some reason, the Winter of my Junior Year was the hardest, and when the weather started to get warmer, I spent about ten straight days signing for packages in the mail room. The result was a wardrobe that was mostly sexy, mostly slutty, and something that I spent most of my nights and weekends wearing. 

Ahead of me, I could see flashes of lightning in the distance, just behind the dorms. The tower dorm, Tremont Hall, was farthest away, and all of us watched in awe as a rain cloud passed overtop of it, pelting it with rain. It took a second for the sound of it to reach us, and by then we were all standing still, waiting for the inevitable. 

We didn't have much time, and we could already hear the yells of the girls who hadn’t quite made it into Tremont before getting soaked. 

I could not get wet. I was wearing light gray sweatpants and a pink thong. If I got wet, would the thong be visible? Would people be able to tell? The fantasy of being found out was one thing. The reality of it was quite another. 

I was not going to wait in the rain to find out, so I looked off to the right at Dreyer Hall, a building I had never been in. It was for the Art Department, and I just made it inside when the rain reached the academic quad. 

Even with the inner door closed I could hear students in the quad yelling and laughing. Some people got caught in the rain on purpose. Some started running toward the dorms just as I started running for Dreyer Hall. And some were headed into the quad rather than away from it. 

I could hear the rain pelting the roof of the building as I looked around. The hallway was long, running the whole length of the building. It looked like offices and classrooms were on the ground floor, and upstairs were a bunch of studios and lofts. There was a balcony that ran the whole length of the building on the second floor, and I could see into a few studios as I walked around. 

There were sculptures in the hallway, installations hanging from the ceiling, and every bare wall had student art work hanging on it. 

I tried to look at the student work, but my stomach was rumbling the whole time: fifteen minutes of trying to look at art and being reminded of how little you had to eat, and how little money you had to do something about it. I had skipped lunch that day after eating a granola bar for breakfast, and was already worried about what I’d do the next day. I had three weeks of class left, and three granola bars. 

Some of the paintings just looked like splashes of paint to me. One looked like there could have been a person that was painted over. 

Was that the point? To erase someone?

Some of the photography was interesting. A few people had taken photos of interesting spots around campus. One series of photos showed a naked girl standing near various buildings at night. It was sexual and non-sexual at the same time. You could never see her face, and that made it alluring.

Who was she? 

Had I seen her before? Had I seen her on campus fully-clothed, and had no idea that I had now seen her naked? I was drawn to looking at her body. She was smooth, like me. She was short, like me. She had a great butt.

Like me?

She had more pubic hair than I did, that was for sure: I kept myself completely shaved, whereas this girl had a full bush between her legs. 

I took slow steps down the hallway, feeling my satin panties rubbing between my legs. My little cock badly wanted to get out of the panties, but I had to wait. I could still hear rain on the roof, and I needed to kill more time. 

Right after the naked girl photo series, there was a bulletin board, and I stopped to read it, not that any of it concerned me. 

Bass player wanted for a band. Well, I didn’t play the bass.

Painters wanted to paint sets for a drama department production. I don’t paint. 

Scholarship deadline for graduate work in fiber arts. I didn’t even know what “fiber arts” were, so the scholarship was probably not going to happen. 

And then there was a sign below that one that stopped me in my tracks. 

NUDE MODELS WANTED

LGBTQ+ friendly

Body Positive

Pays $200

Text Dr. Caron for info

$200. 

It was as if there was a spotlight shining directly on the money. $200. 

Rarely in life do you ever have something like this happen. Or maybe it’s not rare that these things materialize. Maybe what’s rare is that you’re paying attention enough to realize it. 

It was one of those fliers that had tear-off tabs at the bottom with what must have been Dr. Caron’s phone number on it. No tab had been taken. 

I looked around the hallway to see if anyone was around.

No one was. 

Could I do that? Could I do what this sign was asking for? I assumed it was asking for a nude model to be in front of an art class and get drawn. 

Right? What else could it possibly be for? 

It had a “T” for who it was friendly towards. It advertised its body positivity. 

If there was ever a relatively safe place to do this, I had found it. 

It paid two hundred dollars.

I quickly tore off a tab and stuffed it into my sweatpants, then made it look like I was lost in thought about the sculpture on a little table when a thin man with a long, braided beard came in from the doorway at the opposite end of the building. I had walked the whole length of the building as I waited out the rain. 

“Of course it stops raining right when I get to my office,” the guy muttered, shaking out his umbrella and collapsing it. I looked outside behind him.  

If it had stopped raining, I could get back to my room and get on with my day. 

Sure enough, the rain had stopped, the afternoon was humid, and the birds were starting to chirp again. I walked the rest of the way to Meister Hall with my hands in my pockets, making sure the little tab of paper made it with me. 

I got to my dorm room, 401, where our names were posted outside our doors. Mine was right there, on its own: Noah Clement. I opened my door and stepped inside.

In a few minutes, I’d be Noelle Clement.


CHAPTER 2


Within fifteen minutes, I had swapped my sweatpants for a tight, black miniskirt. I had changed my t-shirt for a white cami. I had taken off my white sneakers and put on sheer black pantyhose and a pair of chunky black leather ankle boots. 

The stockings weren’t necessary since my legs were already smooth, but I loved the way they felt: I was already compressed into the small crotch of the thong, but with the stockings overtop of my lower half, my erection had no way of growing. It made me feel so feminine to wear pantyhose. Even at my most turned-on, I didn’t show through the front of my skirt. There was no visible bulge, and no visible panty line when I would look at myself from behind in the mirror. 

And I positively loved the feeling of sitting in my desk chair in a miniskirt with my legs crossed high, completely crushing my feeble, useless little dick between my legs as I sat. 

As I put my makeup on and watched my transformation into Noelle, I kept crossing and uncrossing my legs beneath the desk, feeling the way my tapered body was moving. I kept needing to get up and pace around my small room, feeling myself strain against the crotch of my clothing, completely unable to grow at all. 

Eventually, there I was, looking back at myself in my little makeup mirror. Long brown hair, bright red lips, long, luxurious eyelashes, thin, feminine eyebrows, and pink press-on fingernails. 

What would Carly Addams say if she saw me now? She was the only girl I had ever gotten naked with, the only girl I was ever intimate with. 

It never turned into sex, because she had laughed at what she called my “thimble.” Really, I was bigger than that. I went to the fabric store after we broke up just to see what a thimble looked like, and while I wasn’t huge, I was definitely bigger than a thimble. 

She then dated Davis Rugger for the last three years of high school, and I got to hear cough-cough jokes about small things while they went off and did who knows what to one another. 

That was the closest I had ever gotten to having sex.

Well, with someone else. I had plenty of experience on my own, including seeing just what kind of good girl I could be. One of the packages I had signed for in the early Spring was a realistic dildo, about seven inches long, and from the moment I had it inside of me I knew why Carly Addams would want more than I had. 

I was a terrible guy, really. I didn’t do Guy Things, I didn’t follow any sports, I didn’t drink, I didn’t camp, I had never gutted a fish or a deer.

Did you gut deer? I guess you had to, right?

Whatever you did to deer or moose or bear, I didn’t do it. 

I wasn’t a Real Guy. 

Instead, I turned it into strength. I reclaimed it. My little nubby dicklet was kind of cute when I paired it with lingerie. It didn’t even look out of place. And when I watched myself ride my new toy in the mirror, I knew I looked good. By day I had the androgynous look down, by choice, and by night I got to be whatever I wanted. And what I usually wanted was Noelle. 

When I thought back about Carly, I didn’t want her; I wanted to be her. I didn’t want a second chance, though I did have a dream once where she took me from behind wearing a strapon that was the size of my arm. I woke up from that dream at 3 in the morning and needed to cum. I lasted two tugs. My dick wasn’t even hard and I had been so worked up that I made a complete mess in my panties. Then I had fallen asleep without changing. 

When I woke up I was no longer sure what kind of sex I wanted to even have anymore, but I knew it probably wasn’t going to be the kind I thought I was going to have with the real Carly. 

I tried not to think about whether it would look like what I had with the Dream Carly. 

But what I did know was that any chance I got after that, I was Noelle and not Noah. I hid in my room and studied, I kept to myself, I peed in empty water bottles rather than go out when I was dressed, and I cooked on a hotplate from the same bulk packs of food I started the semester with “in case of emergency.” I had found a way to create an emergency every day: dress the way I wanted, but also eat dinner without going outside and being seen.

Except…

I walked in my chunky shoes over to where I had left Noah’s clothes in a heap, then fished in the pockets for the little tab of paper with Dr. Caron’s phone number on it. 

What did it say? I remembered the $200, sure. Body positive? No judgment? I couldn’t remember if it said that, but I feel like it might have. 

It could have. 

Regardless, I had a way to earn some money, to make it so I could finish the semester without borrowing money from my parents. Or getting a job. 

No, I could pose nude as my alter ego, get $200, and move on. Because no one knew Noelle. No one on campus knew who that was. They couldn’t, because she never left her room. She stayed inside and orgasmed in her panties. Or she rode a dildo and ached for something bigger. Noelle was kind of a slut, a little minx. Noelle was getting access to a sex life that Noah never could. 

And Noelle was capable of standing still for a few hours to have body-positive artists scrutinize her body.

At the mere thought of someone scrutinizing my body, I felt flutters of excitement deep within me. I grabbed my phone, and texted the number. 

Hope this is Dr. Caron, I wrote. I saw your ad about nude modeling for class. I’m a trans girl who might be interested, but wanted to make sure I read the ad correctly first. 

Then I hit Send. 

I heard noise outside my door in the hallway as a group of students walked past my room to reach the stairwell, which I shared a wall with. Sometimes students would knock on my door, loudly, on their way down the stairs, sort of like the college version of Ding Dong Ditch. I fell for it the first few times, thinking that someone was actually stopping by to see me. 

I didn’t even really hear it anymore. 

But the sounds of them outside–were they going to dinner as a group?--brought me back to the feeling of being cooped up in a room, looking sexy, feeling sexy, and knowing that I was cute. 

If you were cute in a room by yourself, did anyone care? 

I sat back in my chair and went back to crossing and uncrossing my legs again, feeling myself straining against my thong. I felt like I was trying to sexually inflate myself, with the energy having nowhere to go so it spread throughout my whole body. 

By the time my phone buzzed with a reply from Dr. Caron, almost every nerve ending in my body was tingling. I felt like I could have climaxed from someone touching me with a single finger. 

Of course! read the reply. All are welcome. It’s a small class for Figure Drawing. Ten students. You’d be in the middle, and the students would be drawing you from different angles. You would just need to pose for an hour and 45 minutes.   

Could I pose for an hour and 45 minutes? Could I stand still? Had I ever come close? 

Just the thought of the phrase “come close” in my own head was enough to distract me from the thought I was trying to have, and I needed to stand up. 

Was I doing this? 

I kicked off one shoe. 

Well, I had at least started it. 

I kicked off the other. 

I worked the skirt down my legs and stepped out of it. 

I lifted the cami off of me. 

Then came the stockings, and once they came off, I felt the agonizing freedom of finally being able to get hard, which my body wanted to do. 

Once my panties came off, there was nothing stopping me. 

I looked down between my legs and saw that I was semi-hard. I was pulsing in time with my heartbeat, my little cock giving barely-noticeable jumps each time I felt my own pulse. 

I could masturbate, get it over with, and then I knew I wouldn’t get hard. 

But then I’d be thinking about masturbating while standing there naked. That wouldn’t work at all. I didn’t want to pose while turned on. I wanted to pose and get paid without humiliating myself any more than I had to. Standing there with a class of art students seeing my miniature-sized manhood would be bad enough, but then I knew I’d be Noah the rest of the semester and they’d never know it was me, just as they probably didn’t know the true identity of the naked girl in the photo series back in Dreyer Hall. 

Plus I’d be $200 richer. 

No, I had to get control of myself the old-fashioned way: by thinking unsexy thoughts. 

First I tried to think about sports, but I didn’t follow any. What do people think about when they think about sports? I thought about football, but those pants.

I thought about baseball but those thick bats.

I thought about basketball, but what did those men keep in their shorts?

No sports. 

I thought about cooking. I thought about driving in a small car along a highway that went through a desert with nothing in it. I never seemed to make progress, wherever I was going. 

Was that working? As soon as I thought about why I was doing it, I felt myself flush again and became aware of what I was trying to do. I felt a drip forming at the tip of my cock. 

That wouldn’t do at all. That would let people know I was horny, and I needed the opposite of horny. I needed…

…Carly. I needed the least sexy thing that had happened to me. The night I would never forget. Carly in her basement, saying that I was as big as a thimble, asking me to leave even though we had planned the night for a week. 

I dug deep, and relived my introduction to how cruel girls could be. 

It worked. Maybe too well, as I felt the tingly heat leave my body, and I was left behind in my dorm room, naked and wearing makeup, waiting to see if I could control my urges enough to get $200 from an art professor who wanted me to pose nude for a class. 

Funny how Carly was the least sexual thought I could come up with. 

I stood still for no more than ten minutes before my phone buzzed again, and I was out of my trance. 

I know this is short notice, Dr. Caron wrote. But can you do tomorrow at 2 pm? We’re running out of semester and we haven’t had many people interested.

Dr. Caron didn’t even wait for me to reply before writing again. That was when I remembered that I was the only person to tear off a tab with the contact info on it. 

So I wasn’t the only person around who was desperate for something. 

How desperate was I? And was I only desperate for money? $200 wouldn’t get me far, but it would get me farther than not having it. 

And if I could get my thoughts under control and assume an alter ego, then yes, why not? If I could pose for ten minutes, could I do it ten more, and ten more after that, and ten more still, until almost two hours had passed? 

Were there any other jobs I could get that paid $100 per hour?

Of course not. 

I picked up my phone and wrote Dr. Caron back. 

Sure, I wrote.


CHAPTER 3


If you wake up at 5 in the morning on a college campus, you run the risk of having to talk to people who are coming home late from their night out. And if you wake up at 7, you run the risk of talking to people who are up early. 6 in the morning seemed to be the sweet spot for seeing nobody, and if you’re a little crossdresser who wants to shave their legs in the boys’ shower, you get up at 6 in the morning, and you like it. 

Though after I got my whole body smooth, shaved, and moisturized before the sun was up, I did have the entire morning to kill, and I didn’t want it to be too sexual. I needed to get ready as Noelle, but I couldn’t be Noelle. Noelle would get horny very easily.  

I settled on doing my hair and makeup, then throwing on the least sexy thing I had: my sweatpants, mismatched argyle socks, and an oversized hooded sweatshirt that had a misspelled “Myrlte Beach” on the front. It was free. 

Gee, I wonder why. 

It was a strange sensation to be half-dolled up, but I couldn’t be Zero Doll because I wanted to make sure I looked good and I didn’t want to rush the closer to 2 in the afternoon I got. And I didn’t want to be Full Doll, because that meant I risked getting too turned on; I was trying to keep that controlled and needed all the help I could get. 

No, Half Doll it was. 

And Half Doll Noelle sat and squirmed in a chair for a while, paced around the room, listened to people go to class, listened to people go to lunch, listened to someone knock on her door, peed in a bottle, then started to get ready around 1. 

Dr. Caron said to be there by 1:30, which was fine with me. That meant fewer people would be around since students typically didn’t start walking to 2 o’clock classes until 1:45 or 1:50.  

I was often invisible when I walked on campus. A short, girly-looking guy was easy to overlook. But my walk to Dreyer would be the first time Noelle would be going outside, and she needed to be invisible in a different way. She needed to look like she belonged, like she had always gone to school. The Friday uniform for a girl attending classes but who probably went out the night before was usually a ponytail, pajama pants, and a sweatshirt. 

I had black leggings; what girl didn’t? I didn’t want to do a ponytail, thinking the wig would probably stand out more. 

Regardless, the sweatshirt needed to stay. 

And there was my uniform. Decidedly practical, decidedly unsexy. The sweatshirt covered my ass, but I still needed to wear the smallest g-string I owned, simply to keep things contained, and avoid putting on any kind of a show on my walk over. 

It was 1:30. 

It was time for Noelle to get to work. Was I really doing this? 

I was. There was no noise in the hallway, and I opened my door, stepped out into the hallway, ran to the door to the stairwell, and at that point, I could have come from anywhere. 

I floated down the stairs. I had no time to second-guess things, no time to wonder what it felt like to be out as Noelle. No time to even register what I was doing. 

And what I was doing was walking in leggings outside for the first time. Walking in a girly outfit on campus, where countless girls had walked before me. And I was now one of them. 

Because when I opened the door to Meister and walked into the quad, when I took a few steps out and turned left to head toward Dreyer Hall, a curious thing happened: nothing.

No one turned. No one looked at me, no one stared, no one knew I was there. 

It was…normal. 

Except in my body, it was not normal. I felt the same thrilling butterflies I would feel in my room, except I felt them with every step. I felt the same secret feeling as my thighs brushed against one another, and the same naughty, deviant feeling as the string of my g-string rode up and down against my asshole. 

I felt propelled forward, I felt like being alive was sexual, and I felt the skin-tight leggings on my body, the most exhilarating pants I had ever worn. 

And I only had a few minutes to get it all under control, or else the growing sexual urge in my panties was going to make it very difficult to earn my money. 

Very few people were around as I walked into Dreyer Hall early. No one watched as I walked up the stairs to the second floor, where the classroom was. And no one watched a lost-looking girl try and find room 239, but she eventually found it and knocked. 

Dr. Caron was a she. She was a redhead, she wore a rattly necklace made out of what looked like snail shells, along with a long smock and clogs. I felt overdressed. 

“Thank you for doing this,” she smiled, grabbing my right hand with both of hers and rubbing the back of it. “We try to welcome everyone here. The class is looking forward to drawing you.”

“Thanks?” was all I could think of saying. 

“We have had a little trouble with people taking the money and then leaving when they go get changed,” she said, “so I hope you understand that payment will come at the end, after you’ve gotten dressed again.” 

The classroom was bright, roomy, and there were ten easels set up in a circle surrounding a circular raised platform. I pointed at it and before I could ask anything, Dr. Caron nodded and said “the students will all be drawing you from different angles,” she said. “It’s perfectly alright. They may move seats around a little, but it’s only because I’ve told them to work on something in their technique. Sometimes we have a bigger-bodied model, and it gives people chances to work on texture, or shading.” 

I looked at her and started to ask something and she said “you have plenty of texture, don’t worry.” 

I knew I didn’t. I was smooth, I was small, I was thin. I’d have ten or so people looking between my legs for texture, and suddenly the reality of it all hit me as I realized I would be the one on that raised platform. Me. Noelle. 

“The changing room isn’t really a room,” Dr. Caron said, starting to walk to the back. I needed to follow her to where there was a screen set up in the corner. “It is private, though, and once you get undressed you can put that robe on and come back out here. The students will be here soon.” 

A robe. I had never worn a robe, and it didn’t look sexy at all. It looked like it may have come from a hotel, and not a great hotel. Once I had my clothes folded on the chair and laid my little panties on top of the pile, it even felt like a cheap hotel robe, scratchy and abrasive. 

It was good at keeping sexy thoughts at bay. I’d be in trouble if she had offered a purple silk kimono, or any kind of satin babydoll. 

On my walk from behind the screen to the class area, I tried to stop thinking of the babydolls I could buy with $200. 

Two students were already sitting at easels when I walked to the platform. Was I supposed to stand there until everyone arrived? How many people was ‘everyone’? 

So far, ‘everyone’ was a shy-looking girl with oversized, thick-lensed glasses dressed in black, and an angry-looking girl with purple hair and a nose ring wearing flannel pajama pants. A third girl came in carrying a giant folder.

“Giselle, you can put the portfolio over there; we’ll look at it after class,” Dr. Caron said from somewhere in the room. “And Noelle, you can sit by the window until we’re ready. You don’t have to stand.”

Well, everyone knew my name. Or, at least, the people who were in the room did. 

So far, just girls. Girls had already seen me naked, or a girl had, and it didn’t make me any more nervous to actually see who would be staring at me for the next few hours. 

I was even OK when the first guy walked in, a small, thin guy with a scraggly beard and long, brown hair. He didn’t even flinch when he saw me and went to an easel that was towards the back. 

Not a threat. He didn’t look like he cared, either. Was he not interested because he didn’t think I was cute? Or was he gay? What kind of person would be attracted to someone like me anyway? 

What kind of person was I? 

The kind of person who would dress as a girl for $200, but who also did it for free. Whatever kind of person that was. Whatever kind of person would be a little nervous, but a little excited about it. 

I looked up at the clock and saw I only had a few minutes until class started, and I only counted nine people for ten easels. 

I was also the kind of person to get startled when the tenth person walked into the room. 

Of course it had to be a guy. And of course it had to be a muscular guy. And he had to be handsome, not that I was into that. 

And of course he had to be tall, and in a t-shirt that showed how much bigger his muscles were than anyone else’s. They were huge. His chest was massive, almost as big as the smile on his face as he greeted everyone on his way to…

…the easel that was directly in the center that faced the platform. 

Oh, no.

The biggest, strongest-looking guy in the room had to be sitting in that seat. 

He’d be front and center, staring at me. Getting every little detail right.

And I do mean little. 

I heard someone say “hey Derrick,” in a breathy, flirty voice. I didn’t know who said it; not Purple Hair, who looked a little upset she had to sit next to him. 

He sat down and had his supplies out in no time, and Dr. Caron came over from her desk with her hands clasped. 

“Class, we have a model today, as you can see. We’re again doing pencils, and we’ll have Noelle for the whole class. She’ll do her best to remain in pose, and we’re looking for anything you’ve learned from the last few weeks, particularly if you want to play with shading. We have wonderful light from the upper windows today.”

She indicated the windows, and Purple Hair cracked her knuckles. 

“I’ll float around to answer questions you may have, or to give some suggestions. And remember our motto, class: all bodies are beautiful.”

And with that, she walked back to her desk. “Whenever you’re ready, Noelle,” she said over her shoulder. 

It was now or never.

I let the robe drop to my feet.


CHAPTER 4


There was no gasp. No laughter, no one snickered, no one pointed. 

Nothing happened.

Just as I was able to leave my dorm room and walk in the quad like it was perfectly normal, I was able to stand completely naked in front of eleven people who instantly acted like it was the most normal thing in the world to draw a girl with a dick. 

Who else had modeled for them this semester? What else had they seen?

I got comfortable, as comfortable as I could being naked and standing above a class of artists, and looked at the wall. There were lots of things to look at on that wall, but could I look at them for the next two hours? We’d find out. 

I heard people rustle in their chairs, and I stood straight, as tall as I could, raised my chest out…

…and immediately felt my nipples get hard. 

OK, OK, no problem. This wasn’t awful, and that was bound to happen. I looked at the wall again and settled on a large, unfinished painting of an elephant. It was easy to slowly move my gaze around the elephant without moving my head. I could follow the curve of the head down from the ear, to the forehead, to between the eyes, to the trunk, then lower, then lower as it hung…

...and then I was thinking of other things that hung. Things I didn’t really have.

OK. Back up. I took a deep breath and tried again. Probably couldn’t look at dangly elephant trunks for two hours safely, which was fine. 

Dr. Caron got up from her desk and I caught myself moving my head to look at her. Purple Hair coughed exaggeratedly beneath me. I quickly moved my head back to where it was. 

For the next few minutes, she spoke in a soft, low voice while pointing at people’s pictures. Pictures I couldn’t see.

What was she telling them? Make my nipples smaller? Less emphasis on the girly little cock? 

The elephant was staring at me and I couldn't move my head to break eye contact. It swung its phallic trunk in front of itself and mocked me. 

This was going to be hard.

No, I couldn’t say hard. I couldn’t even think it. I started to feel that familiar energy concentrating between my legs. And I couldn’t excuse myself to go sit and cross my legs hard to try and extinguish it. I had to stand there, completely exposed, and figure out how to keep it from becoming a problem. 

“Dr. Caron, I’m sorry, but she’s moving a little,” Purple Hair said again. 

“Noelle, sweetie, it’s important to stay as still as you can, please,” Dr. Caron crooned from behind me, where she was helping a student get my buttcrack just right. 

Purple Hair was smiling as she looked down, then got back to drawing.

She had enjoyed that. She had gotten some thrill from it. From tattling. I turned a little to make sure she had really done that.

“Hey, she’s doing it again,” she said. 

“Sorry,” I said. “I had an itch. I’m fine now.” 

Handsome Derrick glared at Purple Hair. At least he was on my side. Not that I needed sides.  

But I did need a plan for staying soft. Girly. If I was supposed to stay exactly the same for two hours, then no one needed to see my little erection and have it mess up their shading, or whatever it would mess up. Someone–maybe even Purple Hair–was spending time getting my little package drawn, and if it got hard, it was not only embarrassing, but a problem for their work.

I was still feeling a growing, swelling feeling inside, slowly getting turned on by how examined I was feeling. People were looking at me, closely, and while it wasn’t overtly sexual, it was sexual enough. Just being out in the open with my girldick sticking out was enough to feel like I was running my engine at a constant hum. 

I needed something to keep me non-sexual. I needed something fast.

I needed Carly. Or, the memory of her. I needed to keep this from getting worse, because I could already tell I was starting to grow a little bit. 

Hahahahaha! Carly laughed in my head.

She was pointing at my crotch. She was holding out both of her index fingers, showing there wasn’t much space between them. She was holding her fingers up against Davis Rugger’s massive cock, which was way bigger than mine, way bigger than my dildo.

Nope, back off, Noelle. Can’t be thinking about Davis’ cock.

Davis disappeared, leaving Carly. Carly was still laughing at what was between my legs. 

She was laughing at what Derrick was staring at.

Oh no. I was casting a sideways glance without moving my head, and I could see it, clear as day. 

Derrick was staring at it. Staring at me. I knew what he was drawing, and I felt it jump a little bit. 

Did anyone else see that?

I started to feel hot. I started to feel like I needed to excuse myself. But the echoing voice of Purple Hair was still in my head:

Dr. Caron, she’s moving again.

I didn’t know if I’d get full pay if it happened again, but there wasn’t really a way for me to find out. Instead, I had to keep standing still and take it.

Take it.  

I needed to control my language more. Elephant, Derrick, taking it, hard; it was getting too much. I was feeling myself flush. 

I breathed. 

I counted breaths, and stopped at four hundred. Then I did it again. Then I got to six hundred. Then I breathed and realized I lost count. 

I thought about bras. I thought about different colors of leggings. I thought about shades of makeup I could try. Green eye shadow? Purple? Would it remind me of Purple Hair? I couldn’t even check to see if she was wearing eye shadow. 

Breathe. 

Breathe some more. 

I was doing this. I was doing it. I was posing, I was still, and I would be $200 richer. 

How much time did I have left? 

I did not want to risk moving my head, but I couldn’t see the clock on the wall. Purple Hair already caused trouble for me, and if there were only a few minutes left, and if I moved my head or body and ruined it this close to the finish line, I’d never forgive myself. I needed that $200. 

That’s when I felt a small drip of precum start to form inside me and make its way down to the tip of my little girldick. 

Again, oh no. This was bad. I didn’t know where all the artists were in their work, I had no idea how long I had been standing there, but I knew that Derrick, the hottest guy in the class, was at that moment drawing what was between my legs. And if I let a little bit of sex fluid drip out of me, I’d be mortified. 

I’d stand there and a droplet would get fuller, and heavier, and it would stickily start to drop down in front of me, making a line to the floor, slowly dripping. Then another one would form and follow the same path, and I’d be a hose. ‘D be unable to stop it, and I’d never live it down. He’d draw the droplet, he’d laugh about it later, Purple Hair would see it because she noticed every tiny motion I made, and I’d be humiliated. 

At the same time, I felt the drip start to grow inside of me, and I needed to know how long I needed to try and keep it inside of me. 

Five more minutes? Ten minutes? Thirty minutes?

Dear God, not thirty minutes. 

I felt the drip get closer to the tip of my little nub. 

I could not let it get out. It had to stay somehow locked inside me. I did not know how I was going to do that. 

I was helpless. I was losing what little control I had over myself, and soon everyone in front of me was going to get a show. They were going to see without a doubt that I was getting off on this. That I was turned on by them, that I wasn’t appropriate. That I was a dirty little slut. 

They’d think I did this to get off, that I’d do it for free if it came to it. 

I couldn’t hide the drip. If it made it all the way down and came out of me, it would glisten, right? It would catch that light that Dr. Caron was so pleased to point out. And right before quitting time, everyone in front of me would need to change their drawings to make sure they got my little slutty drip of girlcum that would give everyone the idea that I was easy, and horny, and that I wanted it, bad.

I felt the wetness reach the tip, and I wanted to whimper. It was all over. 

“OK, class, that about does it for this week,” I heard Dr. Caron say from somewhere in the room. 

Oh, thank God.

“Wrap up what you need to finish in time for next week, but you should have at least gotten the basics down so you can finish the detail work later. Noelle, thank you, you can get changed any time.” 

I jumped off the platform and didn’t even bother to get my robe back on. 

I felt the drop hit me on the leg as I scampered back to the privacy screen to get dressed. I wiped it off of myself with my panties. 

As I heard all the students packing up to leave and talking to one another, I slipped back into my clothes, welcoming how the tiny g-string let me take my mind off of staying soft. I hid in my sweatshirt, I slid into my leggings to cover myself up as best as I could, and I thanked Dr. Caron when she handed me some cash.

“Thank you for coming in,” she said. “I hope you’ll be pleased when the pictures are all done.”

“I’m sure I will,” I said, hurrying out the classroom door and wondering why I would ever want to see naked drawings of me. 

I don’t remember touching the stairs on my way down, so I must have hurried. 

I don’t recall seeing students on my way to the door of Dreyer, and I don’t have a single memory of most of the walk back to my dorm room. All I knew was that I needed to get there, and I must have been moving fast. 

I was in a trance, and the only thing I remember that broke that trance was when I thought I heard someone say my name. 

“Noelle?”

Is that what I heard? 

Then there was no doubt. As I hurried across the street towards the dorms, I heard it again. “Hey, Noelle? Wait up!” 

No.

No, no, no, no. No one knew me by that name except for the people in that class. It was a guy’s voice. There were two options: Long-Haired Guy, and Derrick. 

I did not want to talk to Long-Haired Guy. I both did and did not want to talk to Derrick. But I needed to get home, and I needed to recover. I did not need to talk to anyone. 

I needed to move.

I got to Meister Hall and went in the closest door, then took a different route than normal. I walked up the stairs to the second floor, then walked the whole length of the dorm, aware that people stopped what they were doing to see who the strange girl was who was on their floor. I finally made it all the way to the other staircase, then went up to my floor.  

Was I even being followed? 

I got out on the fourth floor and fumbled my key in my lock. I could hide in the room, but did I want whoever was following me to know who I was? I needed to get the nametag off. I opened the door and started to get to work, fast. With my press-on fake nails, I could try and scrape my nametag off. I worked the tip of my nail under the edge of the tape, and started to lift. 

It was working. 

It took a lot of work, and I had to use a second finger.

How much time did I have until he came up the stairs? Was I imagining it? Did I merely think I was being followed?

I almost had enough tape pulled back to get my name off the door when it happened: the nail of my index finger came off. I heard it hit the floor, but couldn’t see where it landed.

Dammit.

It could wait. I didn’t have much time. 

I finally had enough of the tape lifted off where I could grab the free end and rip the whole name tag off. I slammed the door shut, tossed my name tag onto my bed, and got down on my hands and knees to look for my lost nail. 

It wasn’t there. I flipped the lightswitch to help. Nothing. 

Was it under the bed? Was it under the desk? I heard it hit the hard floor, then lost it. 

As I was on my hands and knees hunting for a fake nail, I wondered if a door that had no name on it would draw more attention than one that had a name of a guy.

I mean, if it was Derrick following me, and if he got this far, then he’d be looking for a girl, right? A door that said “Noah” on it would actually help me. A door that said nothing at all might have the girl he was looking for behind it. 

I heard nothing in the hallway, and nothing was in the peephole. The nametag would have to go back up. I grabbed it off the bed, ready to press it back into place, and opened the door to the hallway. 

And gasped. 

Derrick was standing right outside my door.

He was holding my missing press-on nail. 

“Hi,” he said, smiling. “You dropped something.”


CHAPTER 5


Iwanted to shut the door. I wanted to close it and never answer it if he knocked, and then put all of Noelle into a box under my bed and then put my nametag back up, and if he came back and knocked, I’d say “no, sorry, I just moved in and don’t know where the girl before me went.” And then he’d never find her. 

But he was holding his hand out, partway into my room, offering me the nail that had fallen off. If I shut the door, his arm would have been in the way. 

“Thanks?” I said to him, and I took it. 

Which I promptly dropped again.

He laughed, and I bent down to get it, and so did he, and we bumped heads on the way down as we both reached for it. 

“Oh, jeez, I’m sorry,” he said. I wanted to rub where he had hit me, but didn’t. 

“It’s OK,” I said. I tried to press the nail back on, but the adhesive wasn’t sticky anymore. 

“So,” he said, running his hand through his hair. “I’m sorry if this is weird. I wanted to actually give you the drawing I made.” 

He had one of the large portfolio folders with him, the same one the girl Giselle from class had with her. He ran with that? Or is that what helped me outrun him? 

“Um, you’re giving it to me?” 

“Well, kind of,” he said. “I mean, I don’t need it for my grade, and I kind of feel like it would be weird for me to keep it. Plus, you looked really good, and I thought you might like to have it.”

“I looked good?”

Oh, I said the quiet part out loud. 

He handed me the picture. 

It looked like…me. It was me. It was realistic. He took some liberties here and there: my cheekbones weren’t that high, and he made my legs a little slimmer and my hips a little bigger, but it was me. 

The me I wanted to be.

Right down to the little dick, which I couldn’t help but look at. I looked feminine in the picture, even with it hanging there. If it were bigger, if I had something dangling there that was like an elephant, or like my dildo, would I have looked as feminine? Would I have felt as feminine? 

What did I feel, anyway? 

I stared at the little dick, drawn in fine lines. He had spent time on it. I was suddenly very conscious of it, and of the level of scrutiny that I suspected as I stood in class. I felt myself swell in my pants. 

I looked closer at the drawing. There was no droplet there. 

“It’s…me,” I said.

“Of course it’s you,” he laughed. 

What would I do with this? He was trying to give me a gift. But could I ever hang this up? Could I show this to someone? Anyone? 

“You’re…really good,” I said. “I could never do something like this.”

“People are better artists than they think they are,” he said. “I bet you could draw something perfectly good if you tried, with a little coaching.” 

“There’s no way.”

“I’ll prove it,” he said. And he reached back into his portfolio folder for a blank sheet of paper.

Did he just invite himself in?

“Go sit down at your desk and I’ll help you.”

He did invite himself over. He totally did. 

And I let him. 

He laid his portfolio across the bed, and I pulled out my chair. I hid my nametag under a book and hoped he didn’t see. 

He handed me a chunky pencil and had me show him how to hold it. I held it like I held every pencil. He shook his head. “Try with your index finger like this,” he said, and he grabbed my hand, shifting my index finger to the top of the pencil. 

As soon as he touched me, I felt a jolt in my body. The feeling that was squeezing drops of precum out of me earlier had returned, all at once, because this guy was touching me, on purpose. 

“Feel better?” he said. 

I had to cross my legs under the desk. I had to get back to crushing the erection that was trying to happen. It couldn’t happen. 

“One big mistake people make is that they draw with their wrist,” he said. “Do it from the shoulder, like this,” and he grabbed my arm. How can someone be firm yet gentle? Derrick was. 

He grabbed my hand by the wrist and put one hand on my shoulder, then showed me what moving my hand from my shoulder looked like. 

“Draw a curved line,” he said. 

I did. 

“It should be more natural,” he said. “You’re kind of hunched over and you’re crossing your legs pretty hard. Sit back a little and relax. Here,” and he pulled my hair out a little bit. “Try this.”

I uncrossed my legs. 

And was instantly made aware that the erection I was trying to hide in my leggings was not actually hidden anymore. 

I may have been small, and I had the drawing to prove it, but there was no hiding this. It was poking right up out from between my legs.

And Derrick saw it. Then he pretended he didn’t. 

I drew another curved line, using my shoulder the way he taught me. “Like this?”

“Like that,” he said, and he sat down on my bed behind me. 

“Now what do I draw?” I asked. 

“What do you have, two lines? Anything. What do you have that could be two curved, parallel lines?”

I looked down at my paper and only could think of an erection. I was not going to do that. Instead, I started to turn it into an elephant’s trunk. 

“How’s this?” I said as I finished the nostrils. It didn’t look good. There’s no way it was good. 

“Can you hold it up?”

I held it up from the desk so he could see it. 

Wait a minute. Why didn’t he get up? Why was he sitting behind me? And why did he get so quiet while I was drawing? 

I turned and looked back at him, and there was no mistaking it; his hands were strategically placed over his crotch, and he was poking up against his pants. 

He knew I saw, and he knew I knew. I needed to think of something to say. Fast.

“Is my elephant’s trunk that hot?”

He laughed. “No, sorry, it’s not that.” 

Then what was it? He was hard. I looked down between my legs. I was hard. Someone needed to do something. 

I opened the drawer of my desk and grabbed my lube, setting it in front of the paper. I made sure to keep eye contact with him the whole time. 

“How do you draw a bottle?” I asked. 

He cleared his throat. “Start with two parallel lines again,” he said. “Then you’ll do a curved line at the bottom that connects them. Here, I’ll help.”

He stood up behind me and grabbed my hand again. I knew that there was an erection back there that would have poked me in the back if there wasn’t a chair between us. I knew the erection in my pants wasn’t going away, and I knew it had to be taken care of one way or the other. And if this guy here was hard because of me; if he was attracted to me and knew the whole me already and that didn’t scare him away, then what was the problem?

There was no problem. The problem was ignoring it, and I didn’t want to do that. 

I reached up and flipped the cap open on the bottle. 

“We should draw it this way,” I said.

He guided my hand as we drew the cap open. 

“How do we draw the logo?” I asked. It was a silhouette of two people fucking. 

For a few minutes, he slowly guided my hand as my pencil and his arm managed to draw a rough picture of two people fucking.

I reached behind me for his left hand, and brought it onto the desk, then squirted some lube into his palm. 

“This isn’t for drawing anymore,” he said quietly.

“Nope,” I said, and stood up. 

I looked back on the bed. His portfolio took up the whole thing.

“Just do it here,” I breathed, and I wiggled all the way out of my leggings. For the second time that day, I dropped my clothing at my feet and stood either naked or semi-naked in front of this guy. The first time, I did not want him to see me turned on. The second time, I wanted nothing more. 

I stood against the desk, my bare ass facing him, slightly bent. I waited. I wanted it. I didn’t know what he had to offer, but I knew it was ready, and I knew it was bigger than mine, probably bigger than the dildo I had, and I wanted it. For hours I ached, and needed release, and I wanted it however I could get it.

I felt the tip of his cock as he rubbed it around on my asshole. It was already slick with lube, and it felt massive. It was bigger than mine, which wasn’t hard to do. Mine poked out uselessly from between my legs. I was tall enough to have the tip of it hit the surface of my desk and leave little trails of precum behind. I looked down at it as I felt him press himself into me from behind, and I watched my own little dick start get erect as I felt him enter me. 

I gasped and tensed up. I felt stretched as I stood on my tiptoes, giving him better access. I felt him hit some resistance as I was too tight for him, and then all at once I felt him slide all the way in. It kept going. 

And going. I knew he was moving slowly, but I propped myself up on my desk and watched my little girldick get hard as he got all the way in, and suddenly I was rock hard and he was pumping behind me. 

With his strong, gentle hands on my hips, he worked himself in and out, and I felt more leak out of me onto the desk. I already felt completely full, stretched out, like I had all the nerves in my body at full attention to experience this. 

And I lasted five thrusts. Five. I couldn’t help it. I felt myself hit the point of no return almost as soon as he got himself all the way in. He reached something within me that I didn’t know was there, and I watched helplessly as I shot a rope of cum out all over the drawing I had made. Then another.

I was yelping as he pumped me through each pulse of my orgasm, and I violently shook my way through my climax. He held my hips tight, then looked down at the mess I had made. 

I was mortified. “I’m so sorry,” I whispered, catching my breath. 

“You were turned on, huh?” he said, stroking my hair with one hand as he slowed his rhythm. “I’ve never made anyone cum that fast before.”

“I don’t know what happened,” I said. 

“It was hot,” he said into my ear.

Hot? How was that hot? 

He started kissing my neck, and I felt his hand reach down my front. My cock was glistening with cum, and he worked it all over my head, like lube. 

Surprisingly, I stayed hard. No one had ever touched me like that before, and I had never used my own pathetic girl cum as lube before, and I got lost immediately, and gave myself over to how it felt. 

I was being jerked off by a guy who was eight inches deep into my ass, and he was using my own cum to do it. 

“Oh my God,” I said again as I felt his giant, sensitive hands work their magic on my most sensitive part. 

He quickened his pace, and gave a grunt as he started working his whole length in and out. I was very quickly getting close again.

“Slow down,” I breathed.

“No chance,” he said, and I felt him go faster. I felt his body tense up, and mine tensed up to match as I got closer to another climax mere moments from my last one. 

What other secrets did my body hold? Did I have this power this whole time? 

It was becoming too much, and then it exploded. 

I couldn’t hold off any longer, and started spurting again, just as he put my earlobe in his mouth and I heard him start to groan, a deep rumble from his chest that I felt in my back and that moved throughout my whole body. I was being bear hugged by a guy who was into me, and who was in me, and my body could no longer process what it was feeling, because it was feeling everything at the same time, and I sprayed all over my drawing for the second time. 

How did I have that much cum inside of me? 

I felt him start to convulse as he rumbled against me. I felt it inside of me pulsing, spraying, hitting parts of me that I had no idea were sensual. He kept his hand moving the entire time I came, and I felt myself get soft this time, my knees almost unable to hold me upright.  

We slowed our motions, and I began feeling him soften, though he stayed inside of me. His kisses on my neck got more and more gentle, and I lowered myself off of my tiptoes. 

He pulled my hair back behind my ear and looked over my shoulder at what we’d done. 

“I’m so sorry to have to tell you this,” he said. 

Oh no. Here it is. He’s got some excuse, some reason to make me feel inadequate. He’ll comment on how quick it was, how unfulfilling. He’d want someone different, someone better hung. 

“What is it?” I asked, not wanting an answer. 

“I’m afraid you’ve ruined your picture.”


EPILOGUE


Istood in Dreyer Hall looking at the pencil drawings that hung on the wall. The photo series of the naked girl on campus was gone, replaced by six pencil drawings.

Six pencil drawings of a trans girl standing in the light. 

Of course I had given Dr. Caron permission to hang them. She hadn’t been kidding about the light. I glowed in the pictures. I was standing in a spotlight, and the six people whose work was in front of me did a wonderful job. I’d never know whose was whose, but at least I knew Derrick’s wasn’t there; it was still in my room. I was keeping that for myself. 

But these pictures were for everyone else. 

I wasn’t the only one looking at them. A young man stood next to me, hands buried in the front pocket of his black hoodie. He was as tall as I was if I were wearing heels. 

We looked at the pictures together for a while, not saying anything. Eventually he turned to leave, but then he stopped when he saw me. 

He looked at the pictures. 

Then back at me.

Then back at the pictures.

Then back at me. “Are you…” he started, but I didn’t let him finish. 

I swung my new plaid schoolgirl skirt in a twirl and walked down the hall, letting my heels echo in the wide-open art building. 

I pushed the door open and stepped into the academic quad. I felt the sun on my bare legs, I felt the breeze up my skirt, and I felt the stares on my body. 

There were three days left in the semester, I made it to the end thanks to the money I earned, and thanks to Derrick.

Who was waiting for me in my room. I used to stay in my room by myself. These days, we stay in together. 

The thought of what we’d do when I got back started to make me feel tingly again, and I felt myself start to pulse in my panties. Or I would have if I had bothered to put any on, which I hadn’t. 

And this time, instead of trying to get it to stop, I let it happen.


ON HER KNEES IN THE FRAT HOUSE BASEMENT



ON HER KNEES IN THE FRAT HOUSE BASEMENT


The line up to the front porch and into the Tau Kappa Tau frat house was moving slowly. I tried to make it look like I belonged, but I didn’t really feel like I belonged anywhere, let alone waiting by myself in a line to get into a party where I knew nobody. 

I only heard about the party because I overheard Nate Corbett, a popular guy who sat ahead of me in my Econ class, tell someone about it. 

“You got plans tonight?” Nate had said to this other guy. “Stop by the house if not. Just tell them at the door that you know me, but not before 8:30. I won't be there until then. And,” he leaned close but I could still hear him, “the code word is ‘gizzard’ if anyone asks.” 

That part is important. Somehow the drinking culture at Markham College was that girls got in for free, and guys needed to know someone. This meant things were pretty restricted. Which explains how I could make it to Junior Year without ever going to a party. 

Eventually you crack though, even if you don’t drink. 

Eventually you get jealous of all the girls in their little dresses and tight little tops, going out for free, coming home in the middle of the night making out with some guy they just met, and you see them tiptoe into their dorm rooms to fuck, sometimes loudly. 

And you get to hear it.

And what did you do? You go through another box of tissues after your roommate goes out. 

You maybe had an hour to put on a pair of panties and stockings and hide under the covers for a little while. You skip getting done up in full makeup, but you throw on a brown wig and a pink crotchless bodystocking and prance around the dorm room until you can't keep your hands off of yourself. 

Then the next night you do it again, but with a blonde wig. 

But who does that? Who wants that? A sissy, for one. And even though I kept doing it, and kept wanting more, and kept sneaking around to look at porn of all kinds of people dressing up girly and pretty and having adventures online, I couldn’t help but feel ashamed.

I wasn’t very good at being a guy, but had I ever tried? Not really. Which is partly why I was at the party. 

In front of me in line were a few guys who looked like they were pretty confident they would get laid. That wasn’t me. 

The girls were standing around waiting to be let in, very aware that people were already checking them out. Like that girl behind me in the tight, white dress. Or the one in the ribbed black dress with the spaghetti straps. I even had that dress, or one exactly like it, balled up under my bed. I owned it for two years and I had worn it twice. 

And I remembered how it made me feel, both times. Like I could go to a party and be her, like I could go, and dance, and have people look at me, and want me, and I would want them. 

Because a funny thing happened when I had a pair of panties on, or a skirt, or something low-cut. 

I wanted guys.

This stopped once I went to class. I didn’t look at Nate Corbett or his friend like I wanted them. But at night, when I was alone, when I was rubbing my tiny little bulge between my legs, I wanted nothing but guys. I wanted something in my mouth, and I wanted it to be huge. I wanted to feel what it was like to stroke something much bigger than me, I wanted to know what it was like to be pumped, and I wanted someone badly. 

Like I said, when I was wearing guy clothes, those thoughts stayed pretty far away. Dressed as a girl? It was almost all I could think about. Dick, cock, cum. 

I finally got up the front steps and the bouncer looked at me with a scowl.

“What’s up, champ? What are we up to tonight?”

“Nate told me to stop by.”

“Oh he did, did he? How do you know Nate?”

“From class,” I said as confidently as I could. “Econ. He told me to stop by tonight and ask for him. Is he around?”

I knew damn well he wasn’t. It was important to my plan that I get to the party by 8, and if it took me longer than 30 minutes to get through the line, I was screwed because they’d probably find him and have him look me over before they let me in. Then I’d obviously go home. . 

“Hey Brad, does Nate take Econ?” The bouncer seemed to be verifying my story. Was that it? This could be bad. If they asked my name, I wouldn’t know what to tell them. I couldn’t say my own name; there’s no way he’d know who “Gary Mallard” even was. And I didn’t know the guy’s name he was talking to, the guy he actually invited. 

Todd?

Something like that? Maybe?

I held my hands up like I didn’t want trouble. I decided to try and play it cool. 

“Look,” I said, “he said I needed to say a word.” The bouncer relaxed a little and leaned forward.

“And what word was that?” he said quietly, into my ear. He already smelled like booze, though there was nothing near him.

“‘Gizzard,’” I said into my hand so no one could read my lips. 

He pulled his head away, smiling. “Good deal, man. Gotta check, you know?” He grabbed one of those rubber stamps and waited for me to hold the back of my hand out to him. He stamped down and left behind a blue Sheriff’s badge. 

“Have fun. No clue where Nate is, but he’s in there somewhere.” 

No he wasn’t. I knew that. 

I grabbed a cup that someone had left on a windowsill and walked around. I was pretty sure I was safe at this point; Nate would maybe recognize me from class, but things were already getting loud, and he’d probably be distracted. So would what’s-his-name. 

But this would at least give me the chance to be at a party. How can you go all through college never going to a party? If there are roadblocks in place keeping you out, aren’t you going to try and get around them? Isn’t that what college is for? Learning how to solve problems? 

I felt a little out of place still, but with a beer in my hand–or what I hoped was beer–I probably didn’t look out of place, even if I was by myself. 

The frat house was large, an old Victorian house with a huge front porch, a large set of double doors for the front, a grand staircase going upstairs as soon as you walked in, and a giant living room off to the left. The original owners probably never thought their house would sink this low. It was probably a lawyer or a doctor, someone whose wife wore the most expensive dresses in town, and people would walk by wondering what they needed to do to get a house that luxurious. 

There was a toilet in the living room. It wasn’t hooked up to anything, but it did have a big sign over it that read “The TKT Throne.” 

The kitchen floor was already sticky. The dartboard opposite the fridge was covered in darts, and the wall surrounding the dartboard looked like it had a thousand holes in it from throws that went wide. 

It was filthy, it smelled like beer, it already smelled sweaty, and yet it charged me to the core because it felt lived in. It felt like it had a million memories, most of them decadent and risky and had nothing to do with hiding under your sheets playing with yourself. 

Most of the brothers wore baseball caps or t-shirts with their house letters on them, and they were scattered around the house, mostly in charge of the kegs or hanging out near the guy who was. 

It might be better to say “guarding” the kegs, because I never got close, and when I did get close to the one in the little den off the kitchen, the guy nodded towards the beer I had in my hand and said “you look good for now, chief.” 

There was no way I was drinking it, so I walked off, the house starting to pulse with whatever dance music was being played in the basement. 

I found the basement stairs easily enough and headed down. 

Once down there, I could no longer hear, not that I needed to hear anyone who was with me. I could see people dancing, girls in short skirts, girls in tight pants, guys in TKT letters, guys in other letters, people of all colors. It was hard to see who was who because the lights were dim, but I could tell people were shouting to be heard, but I couldn’t make out what anyone was saying. People were smiling, though, so someone was hearing them. 

I made it look like I was searching for someone, and walked around the outside of the room. I kept getting bumped into by dancers, and at one point the beer in my hand got hit and I spilled some on my sleeve.

God, I hoped that was beer. I sniffed it but didn’t really know what beer was supposed to smell like. It smelled like the rest of the house. Now I’d smell like the rest of the house. 

For ten minutes or so I slowly wandered around the basement. A few couples were already starting to make out, a couple girls looked well on their way to being wasted, and I watched one girl down a whole beer, then wink at one of the frat brothers. 

The energy of what other people did was hitting me all at once. It wasn’t even 9 o’clock. This would keep going. This would only get more intense. 

For as much as I was discovering about the night life of other college students, there was one thing I had not discovered: a bathroom. I had to go. 

I walked to the back of the basement, thinking that the bathroom might be tucked away back there, and found a little hallway that must have run along the back of the house. It was carpeted with the same red carpet that you’d see in a movie theater lobby. It didn’t smell like popcorn, though. It smelled dank, like the rest of the house but multiplied by three, then with mold and sweat and some kind of bodily funk. Like a gym, or a locker room. 

There was no bathroom back there, but there was a door labeled “The Playroom.” 

Did they joke about bathrooms the way they joked about toilets in a living room? Was this how they kept people from poking around? Labeling things wrong? Was it a bathroom?

I turned the doorknob and looked in. 

It was not a bathroom. It was a room unlike I had ever seen before. It wasn’t so much a single room, but it looked like a large room divided almost in half by a central wall. It was lit by red LED lights hung all the way around the ceiling, with several strips running up and down the central wall. A pair of dark curtains could be pulled shut so that someone in the doorway couldn’t see what was happening on either side of the wall.

I knew what this was. I had spent hours online watching crazier and crazier porn, and knew at once that TKT had a glory hole theater. 

A gross, filthy, sweaty, glory hole theater. 

Even more of the world was revealed to me. Even more of what people did for fun. I felt butterflies in my stomach as I looked around the room. What was I hoping to find? A condom? A condom wrapper? Someone’s panties? What more proof did I need that I was seeing something used for hot, degrading sex acts? 

Sex acts I had watched online countless times. I always thought it was hot that someone would be on her knees, waiting patiently for a cock to poke through a hole, and when it did, the girl in the video always got to work eagerly. 

And that was the thing: I would watch these videos and I wouldn’t think about what it would be like for me to stick my dick through a hole and have someone unknown on the other side, sucking me off. No, I thought of what it would be like to be that girl, to be the one who got to suck on a huge, hard cock. Some random, anonymous guy who showed up, saw there was an eager cocksucker ready to go, and volunteered himself. 

Except that really isn’t how porn works, right? It’s staged, or usually is. The cock doesn’t belong to someone random. It belongs to someone who signed the contract, got paid, and even met the girl before the camera started rolling. 

But this?

This was random. This was raw, and sweaty, and anonymous. This was lust, pure and simple. One more thing for the house to know about that would make you blush. 

What if…

“You can’t be back here, man,” a voice from behind me said, making me jump. 

“Oh, sorry,” I said. “I was looking for a bathroom.” 

“Yeah, this ain’t it,” he laughed. He was one of the frat brothers, and he had a tipsy-looking brunette on his arm who looked like she found everything hilarious. “You’ve never been here before, have you?”

“No, this is my first time.”

“You’re in for a real treat then.” He led me back down the hallway to where we could see the dance floor. He pointed to where the DJ was standing. “Right to the left of him there’s a little doorway. Go down there. Can’t miss it.” 

“Which door once I get in there?”

“There’s no other door, man. Godspeed. Parties here are one step up from camping.” 

He nodded at me and gave me a fist bump, and I walked over to the DJ, who ignored me. I walked down the little hallway and the guy was right: there was no door. There was, however, a trough. 

A trough. A round white trough that looked a little like a bathtub at first, but was definitely a trough. Right? I looked back down the small hallway. There were no other doors. There were no other directions to go. There was just this trough in what looked like the fruit cellar of the house back when people lived here when it was first built. 

The window up above was covered in cardboard, and there was a single bare lightbulb hanging directly above the trough. The room smelled like sweat and piss. 

It was pretty clear this was what I was supposed to pee in. 

I was the only one in the room, and I whipped out my little dick and hoped I could go before someone else came in. I did not want to share this experience with other guys.

The problem was that I realized I was semi-turned on from my glory hole discovery and I could not start going. I pushed. I relaxed, then I pushed. I closed my eyes and tried to will it. 

Nothing seemed to work. 

I settled down more and eventually, I started going. 

And right at that moment I heard some people behind me. Three guys came in and all took their spots around the trough. 

I couldn’t stop now. I tried hard not to look at anyone else, but the guy opposite me thought it was hilarious to whip his dick out and show everyone. 

It. Was. Massive. 

He felt no shame from doing it, and the two other guys laughed.

“Jesus, Andy, put that fucking thing away.”

“Do you have a license for that?”

He cradled it in his hand and aimed directly at my stream. 

“I win, punk,” he said to me, and the other guys laughed. 

A giant, hung guy was locking eyes with me in a frat house basement bathroom. This was perfectly normal to him, and perfectly funny to the other two. This was maybe not my life after all. 

I felt myself start to finish, and that’s when a fourth guy walked in.

It was Nate Corbett.

I tried keeping my head down, my gaze focused on the firehose of piss that Andy was hooting in my direction as my own stream slowed to a trickle. 

I shook out the last few drops, but they kept coming, and I looked up right as Nate pulled out his own massive dick, singing some song about heaving and ho-ing, and the other guys seemed to know the words. 

This was life for guys with big dicks who went to frat parties where you could get girls to suck you off in a secret playroom. This was how some people would remember college when they would think back on it, years later. 

I simply would not stop dribbling. I needed to get out before Nate recognized me, or before anyone made a joke about my size. 

It was very clear that one of these things was not like the other, and that was me. 

“Hey, I think I know…” Nate started to say, and that was my cue. My cock may have still been dripping, but I let it finish back in my pants, hidden away from the rest of the guys, and I turned and left. 

Time to go. I merged into the basement and got lost in the swarm of people as I made my way to the stairs, then hugged one side of the stairs as more people people were going down than coming up. Eventually I got outside, and I was ready to walk home. 

Which I would do with a wet crotch. 

TKT was in a small residential neighborhood, where there were irregular streets. It’s hard to say how many blocks the walk was. Ten or twelve normal city blocks back to campus, then four or five more to the dorms?

The whole walk I felt the scent of the frat house basement in my nostrils. The sweat, the funk, the smell of piss. It was following me home, and it was making my body tingle. 

I had never done anything like that before. It was the most adventurous I had ever been, plotting a night out by saying I knew someone, but not actually knowing them. Doing it all on my own. I was good for something other than studying and playing with myself after all. 

And I could see why people did it, because it was electric. It was sexually-charged. I was imagining one of those girls in a short dress, eager to make terrible decisions of her own, waking home as the sun came up, feeling it between her legs. I imagined what it would be like to go back again, to be a girl who looked at that glory hole room and get so excited she had to spend an hour on her knees. 

And I knew what she’d be sucking on, because I saw them myself: giant cocks. Way bigger than mine. Way bigger than anything I had ever seen outside of porn. 

I still had most of campus to walk through, and I started walking faster. I knew what I needed. 

Panties. 

I needed panties. If I could just get back to my room, get a little dolled up, and get this out of my system, then everything would be OK. I’d get under the covers, I’d get myself off, I’d clear my head, go to sleep, and wake up tomorrow ready to forget that I ever saw any of it.

Yes, some people would have college memories of getting off at a frat house, but I wouldn’t. Yes I went, and yes, it got me all riled up; even now I could feel myself still semi-hard in my pants. But it wouldn’t go any further than that. 

I lived in a co-ed dorm, and people were still getting ready to go out as I walked in, then walked up the stairs to my floor. They could all go out; I needed to be safe at home. 

“Jesus, dude, it’s Friday night, we’re just going out, and you’re back already?” Ruben was smiling at me as I opened the door. Two of his friends, Ronny and Caleb, were wondering whether they should laugh too. Ronny laughed. Caleb just snickered.

“Yeah, I’m done,” I said. “It was fun, though.” 

“Fun doesn’t start until 11,” Ruben said. “Where’d you even go?”

“TKT,” I said. 

“Fun definitely doesn’t start until 11, then,” he said. “Well, the room’s all yours. We’re going to a hockey party. Don’t wait up.”

“How are you going to…” I started to ask, but the rustle of them getting their jackets and keys drowned out anything I could have said. 

And then they were gone. 

I stood in the center of the room facing the window, my bed on the right and Ruben’s on the left. I don’t know how long I stood like that. Long enough to imagine them walking down the stairs, making their way across the quad, reaching the main road, and disappearing in the direction of wherever the hockey party even was. 

And it was long enough to feel certain that no one would come back in having forgotten their hat, or keys, or wallet, or whatever. 

Which meant I could get to work. 

I slipped my hand into my underwear, still damp from my adventure in the bathroom, and knew that I’d be stripping down completely. I had a backpack under my bed with a few girly things in it, and I pulled it out. I probably wasn’t going to get fully dressed up, so a pair of black thigh highs and a black lace string bikini would do for now. I had a tight black tanktop in there that I threw on as well, and then I grabbed my laptop and got down into my sheets. 

I loved the feeling of my stockinged legs sliding into my bed. I loved the feeling of not being able to get hard because my tight little girly panties wouldn’t let me. I loved the frustration that came from having to get off a different way. 

And this way was going to be me rubbing myself while watching my favorite video. It was called “Ashley Takes Care of Us at the Glory Hole,” and I had it almost memorized. The video started with a girl in a red teddy on her knees in a glory hole booth, looking up at the camera, saying that she had been a good girl and she was ready for her reward. Then a male voice said he had just the thing, and that she should turn around. A giant, hard cock slid through the hole, and she asked who it was with a little smirk on her face.

She didn’t wait for an answer before her hand reached up to start stroking it, and she spread her legs open so you could see her crotch. She started to play with her clit, slowly, and I liked to do the same thing in time with her strokes. It made the whole thing feminine, and took my focus away from the cocks.

Because I didn’t really want cock.

Or did I? I couldn’t deny how I felt when I’d dress up, feeling girly and slutty, like I was on the other end–the receiving end–of the dick I carried around with me. But I also couldn’t ignore the way that seeing all those giant frat house dicks made me feel. Like I was curious, a little. Maybe not with them, but with anonymous giant dicks in general? Like, how they felt in my hand? I knew what mine felt like in my hand, and there was so little to it that I played with myself in other ways and could still get off just fine. 

But what if I didn’t have to? What if there was something much bigger in my hand? 

Or…my mouth?

This was why the glory hole video was doing it for me. By the time the first load of hot cum landed on Ashley’s face and the second giant cock slid through the hole, I could feel myself starting to pulse in my panties. I was desperately trying to get hard, but couldn’t, and my fingers were starting to rub my bulge a little harder. 

I could hear myself panting as Ashley started to get to work on her next cock, but it was so girthy she couldn’t get the whole thing in her mouth. She was gagging on it, covering it with sick spit, and she was giving it long, aggressive strokes. It looked like an animal’s cock, not a human’s. It was probably what Andy’s looked like. I mean, I saw it soft and it was bigger than mine when it was hard. 

Why did I stop my fantasy to think of Andy’s hard cock? 

Before I could get my full attention back to the video so I could finish myself off, my gaze wandered to the recommended videos on the side of the page. That’s when I saw something new. Or, new to me.

“Sissy Slut Sucks Cock at the Club.” 

Man, my recommendations were fucked up. Girls in bikinis, girls sucking dick, crossdressers giving makeup advice, transgirls getting railed, and now this. 

I caught my breath and let curiosity get the best of me. Why not? It was a night of curiosity already. Ashley could wait. I knew she had two more cocks to suck, and the way I was feeling in my panties, I wasn’t sure I’d last long enough to see the fourth. 

I clicked the new sissy video. 

The video started with a blonde walking on a city street holding a selfie stick in front of her. She was dressed like an absolute slut. Blonde wig, red lips, blue eyeshadow, fishnet stockings, a black corset, knee-high black boots, and her black skirt was so short that you could see her soft little dick bouncing as she walked. 

She was doing this in public. 

I somehow felt my porn tastes just escalated even more. 

She talked the whole walk. You could see as she passed people in the street that a few people turned their heads to make sure they saw what they thought they saw: a sexy transgirl with her floppy little dick out on her way to get off. She talked about how horny she was, how much she was looking forward to sucking some huge dick. She talked about how she was afraid she’d cum as soon as the first cock was in her mouth.

I hit pause.

She was horny? Her cock was soft. I could see it. It wasn’t hard. Wasn’t even semi-hard.

She was worried about her cumming just by a cock going in her mouth? What kind of voodoo was that? 

I looked down my legs under the sheets and saw my little bulge trying to be not so little. It was trying to stick out as best as it could, which wasn’t going to impress very many people. It didn’t even impress me. 

I kept going with the video. 

She walked right up to a building and into a doorway, where loud music was playing. 

Kind of like the frat house basement. 

She tossed her hair as she walked past a bar, past people dancing wearing anything from evening gowns, to short skirts, to absolutely nothing. 

What kind of club was this? 

Then she walked all the way to the back, where the video went dark for a minute as she walked into a dark room. Then she turned the lights on, and arranged her camera at one end of the room. 

It didn’t look like the basement, but the parts were the same: wall on one side, vinyl couch along the opposite wall, and muffled music playing somewhere off camera. She got down on her knees, played with the hem of her skirt a little, stuck a hand through the glory hole, and squatted down with her dick hanging between her legs. 

She ran her hands all over her thighs as she waited. She breathed in and out, closing her eyes, and I could see her little dick bouncing, her heavy balls swaying back and forth. She was almost trying to hump the air in front of her, and she was getting more and more worked up, yet never got hard.

That’s when a big hard dick entered the frame, and without breaking eye contact with the camera, she gobbled it up.

And I mean gobbled. She instantly was slobbering all over it. She could fit the whole thing in her mouth easily, and she bobbed her head back and forth. She whimpered and moaned as she worked her mouth up and down the shaft, and after a minute of doing it, she lifted the hem of her skirt and started spraying cum all over her legs, all over the floor, and all over the wall in front of her. 

What the hell did I just see? She never touched herself. Her hands never touched her cock. 

I went back to the part of the video where she started sucking the guy's cock and watched it again. 

And again.

She never touched herself. Nothing happened. 

She really did cum just from sucking a cock. And it took a minute. Less than a minute, actually: 52 seconds of sucking to get herself off. 

Spurt after spurt from a soft, little cock, exactly like mine. 

I looked down between my legs again at the needy little bulge, and no longer felt like touching it. It was swollen, it wanted to be let out, and it wanted to be taken care of, but it suddenly felt wrong to do it.

Maybe not wrong. I had done it before. I just didn’t want to do it now. 

Ashley’s video was fake. I knew that. She did other videos, she made porn professionally. But this? This was real, or felt real. It was raw, unedited, shot with a phone, and looked like an amateur just picked up her phone and went out. She didn’t get paid for the video. She got off. 

I watched to the end of the video, which was only another minute. She looked embarrassed after she realized she came. She looked at the camera and looked down between her legs, stroking the cock the whole time. She got back to work, bobbed her head aggressively, and when the man started to moan from behind the wall, she went faster and I watched as the huge dick started to spasm and his cum squirted out of her mouth. 

She gasped, pulled her head back, had cum and spit drip down her front, and the cock started to get soft in her hands as she slowly stroked it. Then it disappeared back into the hole.

She licked her fingers, crawled toward the camera, blew it a kiss, and the video ended. 

I closed the laptop, flung the covers off of me, and got to work. I needed everything. I needed my makeup, which was way under my bed. I got down on my hands and knees and stuck my ass up in the air, feeling for my locked trunk. I was still pulsing in my panties, and I wanted to get ready as soon as I could. I was cursing myself for not already being fully dressed as a girl; if I had done it right after Ruben and his friends left, I’d already be able to leave.

Because I had a plan. A plan that was driven by what I saw the whole night, and what I felt. I got the trunk, entered the combination, and sat cross-legged on the floor, quickly applying eyeliner, blush, eye shadow, and lipstick. I didn’t have the exact shades as the sissy from the video, but I got close. I felt alive the whole time. I felt vulnerable, like I’d have no explanation at all if Ruben and his friends came home early. Just a sissy girl in her panties, sitting on the floor, wanting to cum more than anything in the world. 

I left my panties on, left my stockings on, left my top on, and slipped into a pleated black skirt. It was longer than the one in the video, but if I was going to do this, if I was going to walk back to the frat house, there was no way I could do it as openly and as courageously as the girl in the video. I wasn’t about to walk into a frat house with my little dick swinging between my legs. 

But I could walk there looking like a girl who was there to party. 

It just wasn’t the same party everyone else was going to. 

I had black canvas high tops; they weren’t boots, but they’d have to do. I wasn’t a blonde, since my best wig was brown. But in my makeup mirror I confirmed that I looked pretty damn good. For not having a lot of opportunity to do it, for having a lot of desire but not a lot of practice, I looked the part. I stood there in my room, put everything away under my bed, and flipped my laptop open again. 

I watched the beginning, where she was walking like it was the most ordinary thing. Nothing to see here, folks, just a horny sissy walking down the street. I could do that.

I needed to do that. I wanted to see how far my night could go. A part of me wanted it more than anything. 

And that part of me led the way as I grabbed my keys and walked out the door of my dorm, down the stairs, and out into the night. 

I had worn those shoes dozens of times before. Maybe hundreds. Absolutely nothing about the rest of me was normal, standard, or common. 

The walk through campus was uneventful. Everyone was either in for the night, like Old Me, or they were still out at a party, like the New Me I was about to be. 

Same with the main road, where I got one car to honk at me as I walked. Same with Frat Row, where I heard a few people call out to me from porches.

“Hey baby, party’s in here!”

“Got any friends?” 

“Don’t go! I was just getting to know you!” 

I was throbbing. I was tempted to pull my panties aside and let myself hang out in the open. I wanted the same exact experience as the sissy in the video. I knew I was going to come close, but I wanted it all. The freedom, the confidence, every feeling she had. I needed to make it. I did not want anyone stopping me, and I didn’t want anyone keeping me from that basement. 

Luckily, TKT wasn’t all the way down Frat Row, and I walked up the now-familiar front walk. I felt the air try and lift its way up my skirt as I walked up to the bouncer sitting by the door. 

“We’re not really letting anyone new in,” he said, holding up a hand to stop me from going in. “Pretty crowded in there.” 

“I needed to get my friend,” I said, playing with my hair. “She texted me and said she was ready to leave. Can I go find her?” 

There was that problem solving again. Otherwise known as “lying.”

He looked at my wrist, where I had my sheriff’s badge stamp from earlier. 

Oh shit. Did they just give that to guys? Was my cover blown before I even got in? 

“Back again?” he said. 

“I had to change,” I said quickly.

He nodded. “One of those nights, huh?” He looked me up and down. “Well, I don’t know what you were wearing earlier, but this is better. Hope you find her.” 

I ran up the stairs and went back into the house. I was going to find a her, alright. I was going to find a me. 

The living room was more crowded than it was when I was there earlier. The house smelled the same, and the music was just as loud. I felt the bass between my legs as I rounded the corner, found the stairs to the basement, and walked down, keeping a death grip on the railing the whole way. 

The basement was more crowded than before, and it took me a long time to work my way through the crowd to get to the back. Eventually I got to the edge and found the familiar-looking hallway to the glory hole theater. 

I walked straight there.

And stopped. 

Oh no. There were a few guys in the hallway, standing along the wall, leaning back and drinking. Were they waiting? Waiting for their turn? The door to the glory hole room was shut. A few girls stood along the walls as well. Were they waiting for their turns? 

Everyone was drinking, the skirts were short, and the door was very closed. 

I could not walk down the hallway in front of people and go in. I couldn’t. Wasn’t the walk of shame something you did after you made a sexual mistake? Could I do a walk of shame before I did anything? Could I do it walking past people who would know exactly why I was there, and exactly what I would do? 

“If you’re looking for the ladies’ room, it’s upstairs,” a voice called from down the hall. 

One of the guys was looking my way, leaning against the wall. 

They were waiting for me to say something. To do something. 

This was it. Now or never. That sissy didn’t do a walk of shame. She was not ashamed at all, and I wasn’t going to be either. 

I walked the whole length of the hallway. Past two guys, then a third, then a girl in a yellow dress, then a girl in tight black leather pants, then a girl in a sparkly, sequined top tied at the neck and waist. 

There was one guy left, right next to the door. 

“Is that open?” I asked him, pointing.

“It can be,” he said after a second. He looked me up and down. He stopped a long time at my legs. He stopped for a longer time at my lips. 

“Oh, girl,” I heard the sequined girl whisper under her breath. 

“Why don’t you go in and see for yourself?” he asked, and he turned the doorknob for me.

I knew where to go, and I knew the red LED lights would be in there for me, so I turned and closed the door behind me, making eye contact with the guy who opened the door for me. The sequined girl was covering her mouth. 

No one was in the room, but someone had been in here since I was. 

There were pillows on the floor in front of the holes, and it smelled even more like a gym than it did earlier. But it also had less mystery to it than it did before. I had watched two videos since then, one I knew well, and one I wanted to live out. 

I got comfortable below one of the holes, knelt on a pillow, and lifted the hem of my skirt to see how I was doing. I reached down with my index finger and pulled a clear droplet of fluid that I had dripped out and that came through the lace. 

I was ready. I was more than ready.

But no one else was. I heard the voices outside the door getting fainter. Were they walking away? Everyone? I could see why the girls would leave, but all the guys too? Or did they not want anyone to know what they were going to do? 

Did they know I wasn’t a girl? Was that it? Did they all know whoever went in there would have their cock sucked by a tranny? After I just went through the shame of walking down in front of everyone, were they all too afraid to do the same? 

With the curtain closed, I couldn’t see who opened the door, but someone walked in. If it was a girl, at least I’d have company on my side of the wall. If it was a guy, what was I in for? 

I heard footsteps on the other side of the wall. 

Guy. 

My heart pounded as I squirmed around on my knees, wondering what I’d do when a hard cock would come through.

I was going to gobble it, just as that sissy did. I was going to work it the way Ashley did in her video, too. I knew how to do it. I just had never done it. 

And when a hard cock started to poke through the hole, I knew it was time to find out more.

I wrapped my hand around it. It was huge, much bigger than mine. Was this Andy? Or Nate? Or some random guy at the party? Whoever it was, they had a big, squishy, soft head to their cock, and I felt mine jump in my panties as I put the head in my mouth. 

This was so different from what I imagined. It was softer than I thought it would be. It was warmer than I thought it would be. And it was connected to someone who wanted it all the way in my mouth, because I could sense him moving his hips towards me, trying to get all the way in.

And I let him. 

My mouth was stuffed, right away. I had to breathe out my nose, and I made his cock slick with spit. I felt it all the way in, nestled right against the back of my throat. 

And I immediately knew what that sissy meant when she said she was worried she cum too fast once she got a dick in her mouth. 

Squatting on a filthy floor in a frat house basement, wearing a slutty little outfit, cramming a massive cock into my mouth, made me hornier than I had ever been in my life. 

I grabbed the base of the cock to steady myself, and I worked the head, just like Ashley had. I licked it all over, and felt it twitch in my hand. The guy was pressing himself hard against the wall, letting as many inches of him into my room as he could. He wanted it. He wanted me. 

And I let him have it. 

I switched into sissy mode, copying how ravenously that hot blonde attacked the cock in her mouth, and I heard him moan through the wall. I bobbed my head, swinging my hips the way the starlet in the video desperately fucked the air in front of her. 

Everything was connected. It was like I could use my surroundings to get myself even hornier. Everything was connected: the lights, the video, the filth of the room, the shock of what I was doing – all of it was building something up inside of me that kept growing, and growing, and getting closer to an edge. I didn’t know what was on the other side of that edge, but I needed to find out. 

I alternated fast and slow head bobs, hearing the guy groaning “oh my God” over and over again. 

And then I wasn’t alone. 

The door to the hallway opened again. 

No, I thought. No one else.

I was squatting towards the door, so the curtain swung open and I could see it was one of the couples. A guy in a Yankees hat and the girl in the leather pants. They stopped at the curtain and just wanted to watch. 

I dropped the hem of my skirt to make sure they couldn’t see up my skirt. I knew what was going on up there, but they didn’t need to. 

Just like Ashley, just like the blonde sissy, I had an audience. And it turned me on even more than I already was, if that was possible. 

I kept going. Fast, fast, slow. Fast, fast, slow. I backed my head of to take breath and jerked the cock with one hand, looking at the couple as I did it. 

“Take notes, Alyssa. That’s how you suck a cock.”

“Shut up, Jared.” 

“Look at her go!”

They were watching me, and I was turning the guy on. They had the same view as I did when I watched the blonde sissy. The only difference was that I could not let my little dick out if I needed to cum.

And I could feel that I was getting close. I could feel that familiar buildup between my legs, the feeling that something was quivering deep inside me. 

“Look at that little slut,” the girl said. 

It was true. At that moment, it was true. I was living life as that sissy from the video, gagging on a huge dick, feeling myself coming alive inside, ready to burst with the tension from a few hours of discovering how much life there is to live. 

I locked eyes with the girl as I ran my tongue up and down the length of the shaft, and I caught her eye twinkle.

She was jealous. Or was she turned on? Was she taking notes? Would she go back to a room with Jared later and copy me? She wanted to look offended. But her hands gave her away: they were rubbing on her hips. She spread her legs open, just a little. 

“Oh my God I’m so close,” I heard through the wall, and I was close too. I felt a tingle in my panties, and I went faster. This guy was about to cum, and I wanted it badly.

I was swelling, and I had nowhere to go, and just as I felt the first pulse of his cock in my mouth, my pressure had nowhere to go and I almost fell to the floor. 

I spurted once in my panties. 

I felt it, unable to go anywhere.

“You’re gross, Jared,” Alyssa said, and they turned to go as my second spurt went in my panties and ran down to my balls. 

I was wet. 

The guy pulsed again before I felt anything in my mouth, and as the first thick rope of his orgasm hit me in the back of the throat, the curtain fell, and I tugged my panties to the side just in time for a spurt to shoot out from me and hit me on the inside of the thigh. 

I dropped one hand between my legs and aimed for the wall, which I hit again, and again, in perfect time with what this guy was unloading into my mouth. I had no more room for his cum, but he gave me more, and it was about to force its way out of my mouth, just like in the sissy video. 

And I let it. I let it squeeze out around his shaft, I let it run down my chin, and I let it drop down my front. I was still spurting, and the door opened to the hallway – I tugged my panties back into place and felt myself dribble to completion. 

I pulled his dick out of my mouth and swallowed what I had left. It was sweet, and thick, and was one more funky smell to add to the rest: I smelled like a frat house slut, and based on how electric I felt even after cumming, I knew I was fine with it. 

I fell back on one of the pillows on the floor and watched as the cock retreated through the hole, then I heard a zip. 

Was he going to come to my side? Was he going to peek through the hole? Was he going to come here for more? How much more did he want? 

I wiped the drool and cum off my chin with the back of my hand, and started to feel the hum in my panties begin to slow down. 

My whole body was alive. I just blew a young man’s mind, blew my own at the same time, and knew I was going to watch more videos from that sissy so I could learn. What else would I learn about her? What else would I learn about myself?

I stood up and smoothed my skirt as I heard the door open and close. “That was amazing,” a voice said on its way out the door.

Did I know that voice? It didn’t sound familiar. Like that blonde sissy, I just sucked a stranger to orgasm while I came all over, and it was only the beginning. 

After a few minutes realizing I was not going to be doing the walk of shame, I left the Playroom. I walked with my panties full of cum right across the dance floor, knowing a secret that only one other person at the party knew. 

I hoped someone was behind me as I walked up the stairs. I hoped I had people checking me out as I walked to the front door. And as I pushed the door open and walked outside, I wondered how many people didn’t want me to leave. 

I looked back at the TKT house on my way back to campus, feeling my cum-filled panties squish with each step, feeling the mixture of spit and cum and drool running down my chest.

I may have let a lot of college pass me by so far, but I had plenty of college left. 

I’d be back. 
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“I’m coming!” I yelled as I made my way down the stairs. Whoever was at my front door was knocking hard, and they weren’t giving up. After it was clear they weren’t going away, I had to cut my shower short, and I had quickly thrown my clothes back on. As I ran down the stairs, I could feel that I was not wearing underwear. 

I don’t know who I expected to see when I opened my front door.

The police?

My sister Shelby, or my parents? Maybe because they locked themselves out of the house?

The fire department?

No. It was Tyler, my sister’s boyfriend.

“Scott,” he said. “Oh, man, am I glad to see you.”

“Shelby’s not here,” I said to him. 

“I know that,” he said. “I just left her at Cassie’s party. This is super important. Can I come in?”

Apparently my shower would wait. 

I motioned for him to come in, and shut the door.

Tyler and Shelby and I all went to Rockland Community College, but that’s where the similarities ended. I just got there, Shelby changed her major four times in two years and wasn’t going to graduate for a long time, and Tyler was somewhere in between. He did something with cryptocurrency that no one understood, but drove a nice BMW and didn’t seem to be in a hurry to graduate. As our father said when I asked if he liked Tyler, “at least he has a direction.”

“Parents out?” 

I nodded.

“So, this isn’t easy,” he said. “But I need you. For real. Please do me this favor.”

“Depends what it is.”

“This is serious,” he said, and he pulled a phone out of his pocket. “Do you know what this is?”

I nodded. 

It was Shelby’s phone. Same light purple case, same unicorn sticker, and I could smell it. It was like whatever lotion she used was permanently a part of the case. “I don’t know how to say this, but I have reason to believe your sister is seeing someone else. She will not tell me her PIN, she is evasive every time we talk about it, and I really need to know this. I know she’s your sister, but I’m hoping as one guy to another, you get where I’m coming from here.”

Ooh, this was bad. 

“Tyler, man, I don’t know about this.”

“Please, Scott. I’m desperate.”

“I don’t understand what this has to do with me,” I said. “She hasn’t told you her PIN, but I don’t know it either.”

“You don’t need to know it,” he said. “You have something of hers that will get you into the phone.”

“I do?”

He nodded. “You have her face.”

What?

What on earth was he talking about? I felt a drip of my now-cold shower water run down the back of my neck. 

“I have her face?”

He nodded again. “You two look a lot alike. Same size, same face, same hair. She uses her face to unlock her phone. I am willing to bet that we can use your face to unlock it. Then I can check her texts, and know for sure. Please, Scott. Please.” 

It’s not that I didn’t like Tyler. I did. It’s not that I didn’t trust him, or that I didn’t trust Shelby. 

Actually, that wasn’t true: I didn’t trust Shelby. 

I knew as soon as Tyler said “seeing someone else” that Shelby was probably cheating. Her room was across the hall from mine, but some nights when my parents were out, she’d have Tyler over, and I could hear them in there. A few nights, the guy’s voice sounded deeper, though, and something about the way the hallway smelled felt off. I shouldn’t know what Tyler smells like, but I do, because sometimes we drive to or from class together. 

Tyler didn’t always smell like Tyler. 

Meaning, who I thought was Tyler was not always Tyler.

I’d keep my suspicions to myself, but I decided to help him. 

“Fine,” I said. “Just hold it in front of my face.”

He held the phone and I could hear it vibrate, letting him know it didn’t work. 

“Try again.”

It vibrated again, staying locked. 

“If we do it a third time, does it lock up for five minutes or something? Or forever?”

“I have no idea,” I said.

“I can’t risk this not working,” he said. 

“We have to,” I said.

“No we don’t,” he said, shaking his head. 

“What do you mean?”

“Can we make you look more like Shelby? Like, with some of her makeup?”

“No!”

“I can’t get this far and then not get into her phone,” he said. “I can’t. If she’s the kind of person to cheat on me, I need to know now.”

“Just assume she is!” I said. 

I was about to tell him about the cologne smell in the hallway, the deeper voice I sometimes hear, but before I could, he said “I’ll give you $100.” 

“Oh my God, Tyler, no, I don’t need your Bitcoin.”

“Not Bitcoin,” he said, and pulled out his wallet. “Here,” he said, holding a few twenties at me. 

“Tyler, no, I am not wearing makeup for a hundred bucks.”

“$200,” he said. 

“Come on, dude.”

“Two hundred and…” he flipped through his wallet. “Two hundred and forty six. Right now, on the spot. We’ve got one more shot at the facial recognition, your parents aren’t home, Shelby’s still at Cassie’s and won’t leave until she tears the place apart looking for her phone. No one will ever know.” 

I could use the money, for sure. I had no job, no real goals, and I was an 18 year old General Studies major at a Community College. I was reliant on my parents and was years away from having prospects. $246 was life-changing money when you had no money. 

And no life. 

Would this be enough to get me a life? I could find out. 

“Fine,” I sighed. “This does not get out to anyone.” 

He handed me the money. “If I’m right, buddy, you’ll never see me again.” 

That actually kind of stung. Did I want to make this trade? 

We went upstairs and hung a right into Shelby’s room. He was much more comfortable in her room than I was, even though I was the one who lived with her. He walked straight to her dresser and started looking at labels.

“This might take a second,” he said.

“Take your time,” I said. “No refunds.” 

He laughed, and said “I’m assuming we can do some eye stuff and lipstick. She doesn’t go anywhere without makeup, so her phone probably thinks that’s what she looks like all the time. I guess we do this until it looks right.” 

He handed me a bottle of something.

“You want me to do it for you?” he asked when I didn’t take it from him. 

“Absolutely not,” I said. 

I stood in front of her mirror and Tyler watched as I drew on some shading with eyeliner, which was the bottle he had handed me. Her eyeshadow made my eyes deeper, darker, and more mysterious. Then it was mascara, and I brushed on a few strokes. How much was enough? How much was too much? I had no idea. 

“Here,” he said at one point. “I do need to do this for you.”

He got up and helped fluff out my eyelashes with the mascara brush. 

“Get closer to the base. Like this,” he said. “I’m not going to hurt you.” 

I closed my eyes and let him work. It took a certain amount of trust to let someone near your eyes with a pointy tool, but he and I had that kind of a relationship, I suppose. We’d have lunch on campus if our schedules allowed, or he took me to the movies when Shelby had to cancel one night and he already had the tickets. He even let me borrow his car one day when I forgot something on campus and had to go all the way back. 

A BMW? It was the slowest I had ever driven. 

And now he was dolling me up to look like his girlfriend. 

“OK, check it,” he said, putting the cap back on the brush. 

Even in a dimly-lit bedroom, my eyes popped.

Tyler sat back on Shelby’s bed and watched me work. If he was attracted to her, and I looked like her, what would it mean if…

“You’re getting close,” he said, interrupting my thought. “Any shade of red lipstick and you should be good. Actually, put your hair in a ponytail, maybe. That should help.”

I grabbed a tube of lipstick and twisted the bottom until it poked out, then applied it to my lips like it was lip balm. That I had done before. That wasn’t girly at all. That was normal…

I looked at myself and smacked my lips the way I had seen women do it. Then I looked at him. He looked startled.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “This should work. My God, do you look like her,” he muttered. Then he handed me the phone. 

“Here goes nothing,” I said, holding the phone in front of me. 

I smiled and it vibrated in my hand, except this time, it unlocked. 

“You’re in,” I said, handing it back to him. 

He grabbed it and started scrolling through her messages app, and started reading down the names to me.

“Do you have an Aunt Jane?” he asked. 

“Yes, that’s real.” 

“What about Gloria?”

“She has a friend named Gloria, yes.”

“Who the fuck is Jacob?” 

“A guy at her old job. He’s gay though.”

He paused as he read something on her phone.

“Yeah, this doesn’t look flirty. OK, not Jacob. How about Wanda?”

“No clue.”

He looked at me. “No?”

“No, I don’t know a Wanda.”

He looked back down at the phone and read. 

Then he scrolled and read some more. 

Then he looked at me with what looked like sadness in his eyes, and slowly sat on Shelby’s bed. 

“That’s it,” he said. “Wanda. This ain’t no Wanda writing her back, though.” 

“Tyler, man, I’m sorry.”

“It’s OK. You didn’t do anything.” 

I thought back to the first time I smelled that new cologne. Should I have said anything? If I was honest with myself, I did probably wonder if that was Tyler behind Shelby’s door. 

Yet I said nothing. And as things stood, I was standing in her bedroom with the body of a boy and the face of a girl. It was not the time to address any guilt I had. 

“I’m going to screenshot all of this,” he said, sniffing. 

“You are oddly calm about this,” I said. “Are you OK?”

It took him a while to look up at me. “I’m…fine. I think. I mean, I’m not fine, but I am.” 

“That makes no sense,” I said.

“Have you ever been cheated on?” he said. 

“Well, no,” I said. I hadn’t been cheated on. You need to be with someone for them to cheat on you. I was missing a crucial piece of the puzzle and could never be cheated on. 

“I hope you never are,” he said. “This feels weird. But I thought something was off. I think…” he trailed off and looked at the wall. “I think I made peace with this a while ago.” 

I didn’t know what to say. I said nothing.

He said nothing. 

I caught my reflection in the mirror and couldn’t believe how much like a girl I looked. I heard his phone buzz as he screenshotted the whole conversation with Wanda on Shelby’s phone, then texted each screenshot to his phone. 

It took about five minutes. I stopped counting the buzzes. 

But something strange happened as he sent himself the photos. I felt each buzz of his phone in my body. Was I bored? Was I simply in tune with my surroundings? Like, I was on heightened alert because I was in someone else’s bedroom and I was not exactly myself? 

Each buzz traveled straight through me. I felt the tingling in my fingers, in my toes, and in my belly. I felt the buzzing between my legs.

I was not wearing underwear. My shower was interrupted and I had thrown my sweatpants back on without getting fully dressed. And Tyler’s buzzing phone was creating a very noticeable problem in my pants, even though I was not particularly well-endowed there. I shifted my weight a few times, tried thinking about the unsexiest things I could (Vegetables! Penguins! Math! Baseball!), and was relieved when the buzzing stopped.

He stood up and ran his hands through his hair.

“Thanks, man,” he said. “I owe you one.”

There was more than two hundred bucks in my pocket. “You do not owe me anything,” I said, “and I feel weird even having this–” I reached in my pocket for the money and my fingers brushed against my semi-hardness.

He shook his head. “It’s yours, and I mean that. I needed answers. Those were worth more than two hundred bucks.”

I kept my hand in my pocket to shield my semi from him. 

It was awkward. 

“I’ll see you around, man,” he said, and we shook hands. He stopped in the doorway and turned to look back at me. “That was the strangest handshake ever. It really feels like I just shook hands with the girl who cheated on me, so that I can leave and go break up with the girl who cheated on me.”

I didn’t know what he felt like, but it didn’t look good. 

I didn’t know what I felt like, but I knew I didn’t feel like a boy. It wasn't a girl either, but by the time I had control of my thoughts, he was gone, and I was left in a girly bedroom with my hands in my pants, holding back an erection I shouldn’t have had, but did.
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The front door closed, a car door opened and shut, a car started, a car reversed out the driveway, and then engine sounds faded away as Tyler drove down the street. Probably forever. 

I had no idea where Cassie lived, but some bad shit was about to go down there based on how he reacted to learning about Shelby’s cheating. He was calm about it, but he looked broken. 

There I was, in my sister’s bedroom, dressed like her.

Well, dressed like her from the neck up. 

I looked like her when she cared how she looked, but not too much. Like when someone came over who she wanted to look good for, but not look great. Like her cousins. She needed to be good-looking, but not hot. Makeup and sweatpants was certainly one of her uniforms. 

And now it was one of mine? 

My mother used to tell me that if she had two girls, it would have been Evie and Shelby.

Evie? That’s not even a full name. That’s short for something. Evelyn, or Evangeline. Evie is a nickname. 

But it was also something I thought about a lot. What would my life have been like if I were a girl? What would my relationship with Shelby be? If Tyler came over, would he get us confused?

I certainly wouldn’t have jumped from the shower to go answer the door if I were Evie. 

I also wouldn’t need to steal anything from my sister, as I’d have my own.

And I wouldn’t have a throbbing erection in my pants. There would be no erection. I’d have other problems.

It’s not something I thought about often, but at that moment it was hard to ignore. In a silent house, with no one around, no plans, and the rest of the night to kill, it was easy to think about Evie when you looked like an Evie. 

I remembered being younger, hanging out with a lot of people at Jackie Preston’s birthday party in her basement. We were all 16 or so, constantly confused, constantly horny, and had no way of avoiding sexually-charged conversations. The party was civil for an hour, then it got raunchy. The inevitable question came up of “what would you do if you were a member of the opposite sex for a day?” While I remembered the night, and I remembered what Brad Bannon did with his hands when he answered about his breasts, and I remembered the disgusted face Jackie made when Todd Kelton answered about masturbating for 24 straight hours, and I remembered that Chris Stark said he’d wear the sluttiest outfit around and he’d fuck anything on two legs the whole time, I didn’t remember what I had said. 

What would I have done? Would I have played with myself? 

The truth was, I had a chance to figure it out. It didn’t matter what I answered back then, because I could kind of learn for real. 

I felt cute, sort of. I knew I looked good because I could see it myself in the mirror, and I fooled a phone’s computer. So much for all the smart AI that went into everything, right? As far as Shelby’s phone knew, I was a girl. 

Maybe not for the next 24 hours like we had talked about at Jackie’s, but I probably had over an hour. My parents wouldn’t be back until much later, and Shelby was about to get dumped and wouldn’t come home right away. Not if she was the one who cheated. 

No, it was time to learn what my answer was. And I needed an outfit to do it. 

Part of this was gross to think about, but I wasn’t thinking clearly with my head. I was letting the Mystery Erection determine what I was doing. 

And I was stealing clothing from my sister. I padded over to Shelby’s dresser and opened a drawer. 

It instantly didn’t feel right. I felt slightly girly and needed to go further, but not like this. It was only going to make me paranoid. I’d be self-conscious about stretching it out. I’d wonder if she would realize her drawers were rummaged through. I’d have to rush to put everything back. Would I want to wash anything? 

There had to be a different way. In her closet, there were probably some things hanging that she never wore. 

I quietly went through what was hanging there, making sure to keep the metallic scraping sounds to a minimum as I went through all of her outfits. No tags on any outfits, though there were scarves and coats with the tags still on them. Off to the side in the closet was her hamper, and behind that was a shelf that was piled with unorganized clothes. Maybe something in there was neglected? Maybe it was a pile of stuff to be donated? Out of season stuff that she wouldn’t miss for months? 

As I pulled things out from the unorganized pile of clothing on the shelf, I hit the jackpot, and I knew it as soon as I touched it. 

Lingerie. In its original packaging, so she never wore it. 

If Tyler bought it for her, and they break up, then she doesn’t need it. If Mystery Guy bought it for her, and she cheated on Tyler, then she doesn’t deserve it. And if she bought it for herself to wear for either one of them, then…fuck it, she’s not here, and the poor guy would be falling for someone who would cheat on him. 

It doesn’t matter. I took it with me.

Heart pounding, I dashed across the hall to my room and shut the door behind me. 

I slipped out of my sweatshirt and sweatpants, careful not to smear the makeup I applied for Tyler. It already felt like a lifetime ago that he was here. 

Naked but no longer wet from my shower, I slit the side of the shrinkwrap open and let the lingerie fall to the floor.

Black lace panties.

Black stockings. 

Some sort of bra, not that I had anything to cover up or accentuate.

I made quick work of the tags and double-checked that my door was locked. I slipped my legs into the stockings, one at a time, and felt my semi-hard cock get that much harder. I was ready for…something. I’d find out, though I was a little worried about what I’d find. 

I slid into the panties, and though I was worried that there wouldn’t be enough room in them for what was between my legs, apparently what I carried around with me wasn’t so big that it mattered. I easily fit in them.

They felt nothing like the underwear I was used to wearing. They rode high up my thighs. They hugged my cheeks and made it seem like I had a bigger booty than I did. They felt amazing. 

If this is what women felt walking around all the time, it’s no wonder we all answered the way we did at Jackie’s house. 24 hours of this sounded pretty damn good. 

By the time I dropped the lace bra over my head and tucked everything into place, I felt a pulsing in the crotch of my panties that I had never felt before. I felt exposed since I was wearing so little, I felt nervous since I wasn’t supposed to be wearing it, I felt naughty since it was stolen, and I felt…like a work of art.

I felt like I needed to be admired. I felt like I had done something to deserve attention. 

Any attention. And I may not have been as horny as Chris Stark planned to be, but I was definitely worked up.

I looked down at myself. It was easy to imagine being a girl for 24 hours now, because all I needed to do was remember this feeling, a feeling I knew I’d carry with me forever. 

I had forgotten my answer at Jackie’s, but I would never forget this. 

My hand slipped down my smooth stomach and stopped at the waistband of my underwear.

At the waistband of my panties. 

Once I saw videos online of girls rubbing their clits, I began imagining all of my classmates doing it. I imagined girls thinking of me, touching themselves because they couldn’t wait any longer, and I felt that too.

I picked a spot right above my crotch and rubbed in a slow circle.

It wasn’t the same as how I usually took care of myself, but I could still feel it. I felt my little bulge touch the lacy fabric as I made my first rotation. Then another, and then another. 

I pressed my fingers into my body harder, and rubbed with a firmer touch. 

There was no way I could let myself out of the panties and relieve myself the way I normally did. This was not normal, and this felt more right, considering the way I was dressed, and considering the frame of mind I was in. 

I rubbed harder, each circle getting a little more vigorous.  

I felt my thighs strain as I began to tense up. I was squeezing my body in time to how I was rubbing myself. I was flexing, feeling my muscles tense, feeling my crotch tingle, and feeling my body working hard.

There was something just out of reach that I could feel, something that if only I tried to grasp it, I was sure I could release something amazing. I bucked my hips in time with my own touches. I flexed my thighs, thrusting my hips out as I chased my own delicate touch.

This was not fast, but this was worth more. This wasn’t 0 to 60; this was 0 to 10, then 20, then 30, and then 30 some more. This was being stuck on 30 and unable to move. This was me needing to earn 40. 

This was agony. This was me teasing myself but knowing I had to power through it. This was me earning something I already had. 

I rubbed more vigorously, feeling myself get closer. A familiar build-up began in my panties, only I wasn’t able to take care of it with three quick strokes the way I was used to. Instead, I braced myself with one hand on my dresser, and quickened my pace. 

My legs strained even harder. My body was getting more and more tense, and I felt a wire inside of me get pulled harder, and tighter, until it was going to snap, and all at once I felt myself give out, my legs began to relax, and I filled my panties, pulse after pulse, with warm cum, that never seemed to stop. 

I rubbed myself all the way through my climax, and by the time my breathing slowed and my body began to recover, I looked down and saw the cum running down my inner thigh. 

I felt no guilt. I felt no shame. I did not feel naughty, or deviant, or lonely. 

At first, I didn’t know what I felt. It wasn’t until after I took the lingerie off and hid it in my closet that I started to figure it out. It wasn’t until I took a long shower, making sure to wash off every last bit of makeup that was on my face that I narrowed it down. And it wasn’t until I crawled into bed later that night, thighs burning, unable to bring myself to masturbate the “normal” way again, that I knew what that feeling was.

It was the feeling of discovery. 

By the time I fell asleep, I hadn’t quite worked out what I had discovered, though.
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You could change your life a little at a time, and for $246, you could change quite a lot. For $20, you could try a yellow plaid schoolgirl skirt. For $40 you could get a pair of shoes. For $30 you could get a denim jacket. And in the four days it took for everything to be delivered, you could have your whole life change in other ways

For starters, Shelby never came home that night. This was bad because she got into trouble with my parents for not letting them know, and it was good because it gave me a chance to snap photos of her makeup collection before she did get home, looking ragged and sad and angry all at once. 

After a tense few hours with Mom and Dad, and after avoiding eye contact with me, she announced she was moving in with Julie Pritchard. How’s that for a Saturday? By Sunday night, her room had been emptied and the house was calm again. 

Tyler texted me to say thanks, and a sane person would have offered his money back to him. 

That sane person probably didn’t already spend a lot of it on girly clothes, though, so I kept my mouth shut. 

Mom and Dad doted on me a little bit, probably because they knew how close they were to being Empty Nesters. They made my favorite meal, filled the car with gas for me and let me take the car out (not that I had anywhere to go), and even took me out to eat. 

“Do you know what happened with Tyler?” Dad asked as he cut into his steak. 

I was anxious because that was the night my six-pack of cute panties was delivered ($22.99) and was waiting on our porch as we ate. As soon as we got home, I knew what I was doing. 

“Uh, I’m not sure,” I said as I nudged a potato around my plate with the back of my fork. 

“That was some weekend,” Mom said. “I knew she’d move out eventually, but I didn’t expect to be hit with a new friend, new boyfriend, new job, and new apartment all in a half hour.” 

I perked up.

“I didn’t know about any of that,” I said. “She got a job?”

“On campus,” my Dad nodded. “She wanted the spare car at first. We said no since everything is within walking distance for her. We figured you could use it until you got further along with your studies.”

My studies.  

“Oh, thanks,” I said.

“Especially if it doesn’t look like you’ll be riding with Tyler again,” my mother said. “Now that Shelby seems to be seeing this Victor guy.” 

They both looked at me. “I don’t know Victor,” I said, truthfully.

I might know what he smells like, though, I thought. 

“It’s a lot of change for you all at once,” Mom said. “If it’s too much, you’re welcome to come with us this weekend. I talked to Amanda. She said another guest for the wedding is fine, even at short notice.”

I shook my head. “It’s fine,” I said. “You two go. I can do it. Plus I might have something going on on Sunday with Jordan.” 

I had nothing going on Sunday with Jordan. In fact, I hadn’t talked to Jordan in weeks. And I absolutely was not going to waste a chance at a free weekend with the house to myself just so I could go to Aunt Amanda’s second wedding. 

No, I planned on actually answering the question of “what would you do if you were a girl for 24 hours?” With an empty house and no risk of being walked in on, I had plans. They didn’t need to know the plans. I wanted them out. I was squirming in my seat as I thought about the panties on the porch, about the slender packages that had been delivered all week, about the makeup I bought so I could recreate the look that first night with Tyler. 

I was absolutely not going to a family wedding that was like seven hours away. 

“Really, it’s fine,” I said. “I can cook a few things. I’m more responsible than–”

I cut myself off. It didn’t matter if I was more responsible than Shelby. She didn’t live there anymore. I didn’t need to say it. My parents were being brave about it, but they were clearly hurt. 

“You guys need time to yourselves,” I said, as reassuringly as I could. “And I also need to get used to being more on my own.” 

“Thanks, Scott,” my mother said. 

I chewed my last potato and realized that, given how much time, thought, and money I had spent that week thinking about my weekend and what I’d be doing with it, I had almost expected her to call me Evie. 

***

By the time I waved to them from the front porch, and by the time they backed out the driveway to leave the extra car behind, I felt electrified. Not horny, necessarily, though I had felt a dull ache the whole week as I planned my solo weekend. And not girly, either, as I was still Scott no matter what I felt at dinner with my parents. 

No, I just felt…prepared? I felt like I didn’t need permission. I felt that I was no longer a helpless young man. I didn’t feel helpless at all. 

Was I excited to see if I still felt like a man? Can’t two things be true at once? 

Regardless, I was excited as their car disappeared down the street. 

Would I have been more excited if I had my sister’s wardrobe to choose from as well? Probably not, as if her wardrobe was here, then she would have been here as well, and my Girl Time wouldn’t be happening. 

No, I’d be able to survive with what little I had. 

$246 led to a few small changes and not a ton of options. This would be fine. And it couldn’t start right away anyway, as I wanted to give them time to put some miles on the car. I wanted to eat dinner myself, even if it ended up being a sandwich. And I wanted to run over my plans one last time before I dressed up in full girl mode and finally had the answer to the question my friends and I were asked, however many years ago we brought it up.

I say “full girl mode” because as I turned and walked back into the house, shutting the front door behind me, I could feel hugged and contained by a pair of cotton panties from the multipack that came in the mail the other day. I was already in partial girl mode. In fact, I was that way all last night as I slept, too. 

Lines blur all the time. I was blurring mine. 

Where things did not get blurry was in pleasing myself: I hadn’t done it since I rubbed one out after Tyler left the weekend before. 

Sure, I wanted to. Sure, I was horny. But even lying there at night under the covers in a pair of pink cotton panties, I couldn’t go through with it. I didn’t feel girly enough. 

I wasn’t made up, my hair wasn’t done, my outfit wasn’t right. Yes, I had shaved my legs smooth and lotioned my pubic hair away, but that wasn’t girly enough. I didn’t want to jerk myself off, but I didn’t want to rub another one out, either. It somehow wasn’t right. 

But with no one around, and with all the time and space in the world to get it right, I could make it right. And I had the butterflies in my stomach to prove that I was getting close. 

I went upstairs to my bedroom, leaving the door open this time since I wanted to be alerted if anyone came home or knocked on the door. 

On my bed, I laid out all of my clothes. I started with the lingerie I “borrowed” from Shelby. The stockings were a little stretched out, the bra was tangled, and the panties clearly had some violence done to the crotch: they were crusty with my cum.

Next to the lingerie, I placed the yellow plaid skirt. I was surprised to see that it was a little longer when it arrived, and wasn’t exactly the short schoolgirl vibe that I was expecting. 

Next to that I placed the denim jacket, next to that I put the three pairs of thigh highs that I ordered (white, black, fishnet), and then the panties.

My panties. White, pink, gray, black, white with pink hearts, and nude. 

Next to all of that, I took out my chunky pair of black shoes. They had heels, I suppose, and I did feel taller when I wore them, but I did not buy the tallest version online. I went with two-inch heels. 

I could have gone to five, but as soon as I got them, I knew I made the right choice, especially since the skirt was longer than I thought. A short skirt and huge heels would have been fine. Slutty, but fine. But a long skirt and lower heels means that I could theoretically wear my one outfit outside. 

And I knew what I was going to do: get gas. 

That was it. Just fill the car’s tank. It was already mostly full, so it wouldn’t take me long. But I would get a thrill from going out. I knew I would. 

I’d get dolled up, look almost exactly like my sister, and go outside to run an errand. Just a little thrill. Nothing even terribly sexual. But I knew that I could do it, rush home, and then, dressed sexy and with the house to myself, I could take care of myself again. I’d kick off my 24 Hours As a Girl in style.

I’d kick it off the way I’d probably end it, too. 

First, though, it needed to start. And after getting the text from Mom that they were crossing into Pennsylvania, and after continuing to hear nothing from Shelby, and after I found a yogurt and a bag of pre-made salad in the refrigerator, I did what anyone in my position would do: I washed my cum-filled lingerie out in the basement bathroom sink and hung everything up to dry, I put on makeup using the makeup mirror that my sister left behind and that I re-homed to my bedroom, and I slinked my way up and down the stairs a few times, feeling what it was like to wear short heels and a skirt.  

Is this how it felt for Shelby to simply live in our house? Had I not been paying attention to my own life up until now? Why was waking up and down stairs so thrilling? Why was eating a salad in a skirt with my legs crossed such a thrill? Why was simply being such a thrill? 

And how many other thrills were out there?
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Ihad always been self conscious when I only had one self. Having two selves made it even worse. 

As I sat in my car at the gas station just off of Route 10, I reviewed the last hour. 

Pacing nervously around the house? Check.

Turning the porch lights off so I could sneak out of my own house and get to the car in the dark? Check. 

Being thankful for the shorter heels because I could wear them while driving to the gas station? Check. 

Realizing that I had no credit card and needed to go inside the station to pay in cash if I wanted to get gas, then overthinking it because the attendant was probably seeing me on the security cameras and the longer I waited, the more suspicious I looked? Check, and check. 

I drummed my thumbs on the steering wheel, still feeling my charged body tingling with excitement. 

Or nervousness? Fear? Terror? 

I had plenty of time to regret it all. The rushed decision to buy the clothing in the first place. The stupidity of thinking I could somehow go outside dressed like a girl and get away with it. 

Why did I not talk myself out of this? Why did I think it was a good idea? Why did I have the courage to try new things and then chicken out at the last moment, so I’d sit at an empty gas station waiting to be hauled away by the police for…what, impersonating a girl? 

No, there was my answer. It was an empty gas station. No one else was here, just whoever was inside working. No other customers to see me, no one else pumping gas. No one to see me other than the security cameras that were up there on the roof, staring down at me through the windshield. 

I looked at the gas tank before I turned the car off. About three quarters of a tank. I took a deep breath and could hear it all since the engine was off.

Without realizing it, I had just talked myself into going through with it. The cameras didn’t care who I was. I fooled Shelby’s phone anyway, and these things weren’t as smart. 

No one was here. 

I had no idea who worked at the gas station, but chances are, they didn’t know me.

I wouldn’t have to show ID.

I could pay in cash.

I could leave and never come back. 

And I could feel the thrill of living. Not that the act of getting gas was sexually-charged; no, it was that I was sexually charged and brought that with me to anything I did, whether it was eating dinner, walking on stairs, sitting in a car, or opening a car door, sliding my legs out into the cool night air, smoothing my skirt as I stood, closing my car door, and walking twelve high-heeled steps to a door that jangled like a bell when I opened it, where I felt the fluorescent warmth of the convenience mart as I entered. 

Contrasts were everywhere, and I never noticed them. The inside and outside, the body and the mind, the outer look and the inner life. 

And the contrast between a petite girl in a yellow skirt and an overweight Latino-looking guy with tattoos all over his neck, staring at me and waiting for me to do something. 

So I did something. I walked up to the counter and put a twenty dollar bill down on the counter. 

“Ten on pump four,” I said. 

He looked at me as he took the bill. “Can’t get far on ten bucks,” he said. 

There was a smirk trying to form in the corner of his mouth. I saw it. Was he smirking because he thought he was flirting? Or was he smirking because he knew I wasn’t fooling anyone?

“Just need to get home,” I said. “It’s not far.” 

This man was large. This man was…not attractive.

Why did I care if he was attractive? Would it make things easier if he were attractive? Like, a good-looking, ripped guy behind the counter taking my twenty from me and pushing some buttons? Would I be more comfortable? 

I didn’t care if people were hot. 

Did I?

I knew when a man was handsome. This man was not handsome. He was gritty. Rough. His voice sounded like it had sandpaper in it, like his words scraped the air between us. 

The register popped open and he put my twenty inside, then grabbed two fives and handed them to me. 

The security monitors were behind him. Right at the top was my car. He’d have a front row seat to my little challenge and he could growl as much as he wanted. 

“Pump’s a little slow,” he said. “Don’t be surprised if it takes a little longer.”

So you can stare at me longer? I wanted to say. But this man was so big he could have killed me with his bare hands even if I wasn’t in heels. 

Maybe this interaction would have been easier if he were good looking.

“Thanks,” I said in a near-whisper, and I dashed outside with my two fives. I felt his eyes on me the whole time, and outside I could still feel his eyes on me, through the security camera this time. 

I chipped the edge of a fingernail as I unscrewed the gas cap. I didn’t want to look helpless or girly, so I ignored it and stuck the pump into the tank. 

He was right. It was slow.

It was slow. 

I gave myself a quick challenge to pump a little gas, and it was turning into a huge challenge. A time-wasting challenge as I second-guessed everything. A resilience challenge as I talked myself into going through with it despite my fear. A growth challenge as I interacted with a big, scary-looking man for the first time, dressed sexy. 

And another challenge I didn’t know about yet, because a white car that turned off of Route 10 immediately hit its brakes as it passed the gas station, then turned around and came back.

I had $4.34 in the tank. Someone was coming. 

The white car slowed down on the road and the windows lowered on the driver’s side of the car, both front and back. 

“Cheating whore!” I heard a girl yell from the car.

Oh my God, I thought. 

Whoever that is thinks I’m Shelby. That’s the only explanation. 

“Fuck off, you cunt!” a guy’s voice yelled. Who was driving? Did I know these people? Shelby did. Tyler probably did, too. 

My heart pounded as I watched the pump slowly tick past $5. If the car pulled into the gas station, would the big guy come out to save me? Would this girl want to fight me? Who the hell did Shelby piss off, and why did she move out to leave me to pick up the pieces for her? 

I looked up at the security camera and realized they probably didn’t have sound. Did the cameras capture anything happening on the shoulder of the main road? Probably not.

$6. 

“We know you can hear us, you stupid bitch,” a girl’s voice yelled. Was that the same girl’s voice? How many people were in that car? I had a terrible vision hit me of the car coming into the station and then all of Shelby’s enemies getting out, one after the other, like a clown car, hundreds of people, hundreds of enemies, tearing at my face, pulling my hair, and leaving me behind to bleed to death after taking out their frustrations on her. 

Only it was me. And I couldn’t say it. 

I put the pump handle back on the pump with a couple bucks left to go. It didn’t matter. No one was coming for me, no one was coming to save Scott because Scott wasn’t here: Evie was. And Evie had no friends. Evie had no one to look out for her except herself. 

And Evie was screwing the gas cap back on as fast as she could, not waiting to see what the car would do next. Evie chipped another nail doing it. 

“That’s what I thought,” came a girl’s voice as I got back into the car and started it back up. I locked the doors and felt slightly safer. 

That’s when I noticed the car’s doors had opened. 

A guy in a hoodie and a girl in jeans and a haltertop had gotten out, left their doors open, and were walking towards my car. Big Guy from inside was not coming out. I couldn’t run inside to hide. Where would I go?

I had one choice. I put the car in Drive, and I squealed out of the lot. I passed the two people from the car, but didn’t recognize them. I didn’t stop where the gas station met the main road, and I sped off back the way the white car came; they couldn’t chase after me without turning around, so I had a few minutes to get far enough away, turn someplace, and figure it out from there. 

I made it as far as River Road before I saw any headlights in my rearview mirror, and I turned with no blinker. 

Fuck, I thought. Fuck, fuck fuck!

This was supposed to be sexy. This was supposed to be fun, and was supposed to be on my terms, and it was nothing like that anymore. It stopped being fun. I felt no sexiness from earlier. Sure, I could feel the bulge between my legs as I sped down the road. I could feel the hot air from the vents blowing directly on my legs. I could even feel some of the air in motion making its way up my skirt as I drove through some farmland and glanced in the rearview mirror to make sure no one was following me.

I couldn’t drive fast, because if I got pulled over, I’d be screwed: I didn’t look like my driver’s license. I couldn’t slow down, because those people might be following me. 

For twenty minutes I drove up and down the back roads that would take me from River Road back to Route 10. I knew approximately where I was the whole time, and almost hit two mailboxes because of how much attention I paid to the rearview mirror. 

Twenty minutes was enough evidence to determine I wasn’t being followed. Fifteen was probably more than enough, and even ten minutes would have made a normal person feel a little calmer about things. But I was not a normal person: I was two people, neither one normal. 

By the time I pulled into my parents’ driveway, my tank was right back at three-quarters full. Turns out I could get home for ten bucks after all. 

I killed the headlights as I coasted to a stop, and turned the engine off. 

Silence. 

Stillness. 

No one yelling swears at me. 

No one confusing me for my sister.

I had never been in a car chase before, if you could even call that a car chase.

In the safety of my own driveway, all I could do was smile. 

I got out of my car, and was immediately illuminated by the headlights of a car pulling into my driveway. 

I froze.
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“You think we don’t know where you live, bitch?” came a girl’s voice from the car as it came to a stop right behind mine. 

They did follow me.

Whoever they were, they left the car running, and two doors opened. It was hard to see since they had their high beams on, and I covered my eyes with my hand. 

“This isn’t what it looks like,” I said.

“It’s exactly what it looks like,” the girl said. 

“There’s a mistake,” I said, holding my hands up. 

“I doubt it, bitch,” she said. 

“No, really,” I said. “I’m not–”

Whoever the girl was got between me and the house. I wasn’t going anywhere. I could have made a run for it–even in heels–but she was in my way and I wasn’t sure I could get past her. 

Whoever the guy was kept walking towards me.

“There’s a mistake,” I said. “I’m not Shelby.”

“Uh-huh,” the girl said.

“Are you her cousin who goes to a different school? Nice try. We were all at Cassie’s.” 

“I’m not Shelby! She’s my sister.” 

“Right, right, right. She’s your long lost twin sister no one has ever met because you’ve been living under the stairs and you’ve swapped lives.” 

“I didn’t do anything!” I yelled.

What argument did I have? These two weren’t as big as the gas station cashier, but two people could still do damage to you. 

Why was I suddenly so intimidated by people? Why couldn’t I think straight? 

Unless I could reach down and grab my heel to defend myself. It was the only weapon I had. 

I backed up against the garage and started to lift my foot to grab my shoe.

The guy got to me before I could reach down, though, and he grabbed me by the shoulders, shoving me up against the garage door. 

“Careful, Dennis,” the girl said. “Be smart.” 

I could scream. Isn’t that what girls did when they were about to be killed? And someone would come to help? Someone would rescue me? 

Or I could kick him in the balls. I knew what that felt like, even if I didn’t look like I knew. 

But if I couldn’t club him with a heel, I could at least kick him and make life very unpleasant for him for the next few hours.

Before I could decide, we all froze as another car pulled in the driveway and trapped us all in its headlights. It crept the whole length of the driveway and parked next to my car, where my parents usually parked. 

“Show’s over, everyone,” came a familiar voice once the car door opened. 

It was Tyler.

“I appreciate the loyalty, guys, but seriously, this is way too much. She didn’t do anything wrong.”

“She fucking cheated on you,” the girl spat.

“Which we can handle like adults,” he said.

Everyone stared at each other in the headlights. I was still shielding my eyes since now there were two cars shining lights on me. 

“Sorry, man,” the guy said. “I think we got carried away.” 

“She said she wasn’t Shelby,” the girl said. 

“And I’m sure you told her you’re just here to talk, right?” Tyler said. “She’s probably fucking terrified, and let’s hope no neighbors have called the police. This is trailer park shit right here.” 

Someone sniffed. 

“You still cheated on him,” the girl sneered at me as she walked back to the white car. 

“She and I have some unfinished business,” Tyler said. “But it’s not violent, and we don’t need an audience. Go home.”

The guy–Dennis?--let go of my shoulders and looked at me with disgust.

“Fine,” he muttered, shaking his head as he got back behind the wheel. The car didn’t move at first, but soon it started creeping backwards. 

Then it was gone. 

Tyler looked at me with no expression on his face. Then he turned his car off and the headlights went out. 

We stood there in the quiet dark for a few seconds.

“Why don’t we go inside?” he said.

***

Tyler knew his way around our kitchen already, and by the time his tea beeped in the microwave, mine was almost cool enough to sip. 

“So how was your day?” he grinned as we clinked mugs. 

“Fine until a couple hours ago,” I said. 

“You know Dennis and Kate weren’t going to hurt you,” he said. “They were there at Cassie’s and saw your sister deny everything, even when handed the evidence.”

“It felt like they were going to kill me. They chased me from the gas station.”

Tyler stopped and looked at me.

“Wait. You went out like that?”

I blushed. “Yes.” 

“I’m…proud of you.”

“You’re what?”

“I’m proud of you. You don’t have to tell me how this all happened,” he said. “But I bet I can guess.”

“Sure, go for it.” 

I was kind of wondering what he’d say.

“My guess is that something happened last weekend when you dressed like your sister. My guess is that you stayed that way after I left, and you were confused about why you didn’t want to get cleaned up, especially since you didn’t want to do it in the first place.”

“Mmmmmmaybe,” I said. 

“Then my guess is you scared up some kind of outfit from someplace. Maybe from your mother, but most likely from Shelby. Maybe you even had your own already. Whatever. No judgment. But wherever it came from, at some point you put it on and didn’t want to take it off. And I’m willing to bet that when you put it on, the world came alive.”

Oh, no. 

“Right? The world came alive. Like, mundane things in the house felt like they crackled, and you felt like your footsteps mattered, and you never knew that certain basic, boring things could feel so amazing, and where had that feeling been your whole life?”

Man, he was right. But how?

“Pumping gas,” I muttered. 

“Excuse me?” 

“Pumping gas,” I said loudly enough for him to hear me. “Pumping gas. Eating a salad. Walking around. Yeah, it all felt great. But how did you–”

“And probably the thought was that if basic, boring things could feel so amazing, then imagine what amazing things would feel like?”

I didn’t tell him I had a knee-buckling orgasm and was way overdue for another. But I nodded. 

“When tonight started, I didn’t think it was going to end with us talking about this,” I said. 

“What did you think it was going to end with?” he asked. “A completely different kind of outfit?”

I felt myself blush, but something about it clicked two thoughts together in my mind that I hadn’t connected yet. 

“Wait a minute,” I said. “I’m glad you showed up, but…why did you show up?”

“Hah,” he laughed, and he swirled his mug in small circles on the counter. “Well, two reasons. The first is that I had to pick up some of my stuff that your sister left behind for me.”

“OK. I can’t help you there. She moved out.” 

“And that’s kind of the second reason.”

“You’re moving in?” 

“No,” he laughed. “I’m moving away. Ithaca. Like, tomorrow.”

“What?” I cried. “Why is everyone making such instant decisions lately?” 

Tyler just stared at me. “Are you being serious?” he deadpanned. 

“Of course,” I said. “Shelby cheats on you with no thought for anyone else, then she moves out like 24 hours later, then you wait a week and decide to quit school and move hundreds of miles away.” 

He looked me up and down. “You don’t think a week is enough time to think through life-changing decisions? No one can change in a week? No one?”

He motioned at me with his hands. 

“That’s not fair,” I said. 

“Of course it’s fair,” he said. “It’s possible. We can all have epiphanies.”

“Don’t try and get poetic.” 

He was leaving. First my sister, now him. 

I realized I was pouting. Like a brat. 

But why? Tyler was his own person. He wasn’t dating Shelby anymore, and he could do what he wanted. 

Plus, he was right. People could learn all kinds of things and make all kinds of choices.

I didn’t need to dwell on what that meant. 

“I need to be serious for a second,” he said, bringing me back to the kitchen from where I was lost in thought. “This is important. You know I never had sex with your sister, right?”

“Wait, what the fuck? I thought you were dating? No?”

“No, we were. Kind of. I was her little…experiment.”

“I’m so confused,” I said. 

“Yeah, well,” Tyler said, taking his baseball hat off and running his hand through his hair. “It gets even more confusing. I never showed you the screen shots from her chat with Wanda, did I?”

“With Victor?” 

“Whoever. I have them as Wanda. Do you want to see them?”

I shook my head. “It’s private. I know she’s my sister, but no. I don’t need to see them.”

“You probably should,” he said, reaching into his pocket. He loaded the screenshots and slid the phone across the counter at me.  

You’re a real man, Shelby had written. Victor had just written back lol. 

She kept going: not like Tyler. 

“Wow. I never knew my sister was a bitch.” 

He shook his head. “Keep reading.” 

He’s a pussy, huh? Victor had written. 

No, she wrote back. He has a pussy.

Now it was my turn to look at him. 

“Does…this mean what it sounds like?” I asked. 

“What can I say?” he shrugged. “I’m not a real man.”
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“I’m so confused,” I said.

“Yeah, well, that makes all of us,” he sighed. 

“I…had no idea.”

“Really? Did you not wonder how I knew how to do your makeup? Did that not ring an alarm at all?”

“No,” I laughed. “I guess not.” 

“It had been a while, but it came back. Not that I missed it. On me, I mean.” 

“I don’t need details, but were you and Shelby friends for a while, then you started dating? I guess I don’t get how you were friends, or how someone can cheat if they’re not together, or…I don’t get any of this.” 

“I wasn’t man enough for her, and she wasn’t woman enough to suck a dude’s clit.”

“Oh my God.”

“Sorry,” he said. “That was rude. She’s your sister.”

“It’s OK,” I said. “I spent the last week learning how little people actually like her.” 

“No, the non-joke answer was that we hooked up, it didn’t go far but we had fun anyway, then it was weird, but by then I felt like you and I connected, things got comfortable, people would ask about the relationship and we wouldn’t correct them, and then things were on autopilot.” 

“That sounds weird.”

“It was.” 

By then I was calm. The excitement of the car chase had vanished, my heart rate had gone down after being threatened by Tyler’s friends, and it was just me sitting on a stool in my kitchen, crossing my stockinged legs, dangling a heel off my foot as I thought about never seeing Tyler again. 

The old self would keep quiet and then miss him, quietly. Privately.

What would the other self do? Could I spend my 24 hours doing something else?

“I…don’t think I want you to go. This is sudden. It’s rough.”

There, I said it. 

“Even knowing the truth?”

“Why would that matter?” 

He laughed. “I was hoping this would be easy. Like, I’d come by, get my bag of stuff, and go. This isn’t easy. And not because you look hot.” 

“You’re just saying that because I look like your ex.”

“No,” he said. “You look better than her.” 

That stopped me. 

“Sorry,” he said. “That made it weird.” 

Actually, it didn’t. Why wasn’t it weird? The sexual life was back in my body now that things were calmer and there were no emergencies. The week-long horniness was back. 

“How could things get any weirder? It’s not weird,” I said. 

“I should get my things,” he said. 

Again, which self was I? The one who would shut up and let things happen? Or the one who didn’t care when several things were true at the same time? Because there was a lot of stuff in the room at the moment that was confusing, but true.

“No, don’t go yet,” I said. 

“You don’t want to hang out with me,” he said. “You had plans. You didn’t know about any of this, about me leaving. You had plans.” 

“My plans,” I laughed, “were exactly what you think they were, and things can change, right? Did you think you were coming over to rescue a damsel in distress?” 

“I used to be a damsel in distress,” he said.

“You make a better hero,” I said. 

“You make a pretty good damsel,” he said. “Also, you’re not a cheating whore. Here, let’s get a better look at you now that the violence is over.” He held out his hand and helped me drop down off the stool. He spun me around and as I twirled, my skirt flew out in all directions.

Then it dropped to the floor. 

I stood facing him in a pair of pink cotton panties. I looked down at the floor at the skirt in a rumpled heap at my feet, and I stared at the dime-sized wet spot on the crotch of my underwear. 

I froze again, just like I did when the headlights lit me against the garage.

We stared at each other, both of us wide-eyed. 

“That is…oddly hot,” he said. “It’s about how I’ve felt every second while I had a girlfriend I didn’t really have.” 

I reached for my skirt and pulled it over my hips that weren’t really there. 

I cleared my throat.

“I should definitely go,” he said. “Or else–”

“Or else what?” 

“Or else I’m going to make a decision with a dick I don’t have and regret it forever.” 

Suddenly, I remembered my answer from when we played that stupid game. 

How?

It was years ago, and all week I couldn’t remember what I had said, and all week I remembered what other people would do if they were girls for 24 hours, and I remembered their answers. I remembered Jackie Preston asking us, and I remembered how everyone answered but me.

Except I remembered. I had pictured lesbian porno scenes. I had pictured going down on Jackie Preston. Did Chris Stark really imagine a hard cock in his mouth? Did anyone? I didn’t. 

No, when I was asked, I had answered that I’d have sex with every girl who wanted to, thinking that when I went back to being a guy, they’d remember.

Is that awful? Hot girl-on-girl sex with girls at Jackie’s party, all so that they’d be so enthralled by my tongue that they’d later want to ride me. 

It was foolish that I said it, and it was foolish that I actually meant it. 

Of course it was impossible. But this week was impossible, and showed me a lot of things that seemed or felt impossible actually weren’t. 

Like this, for example. 

I reached for Tyler’s belt buckle, and he didn’t stop me. 

His pants dropped to the floor, and I shimmied my hips until my skirt fell for a second time. 

With my thumb, I rubbed his boxer briefs where I rubbed myself the other night, only he had something right in that spot. 

I could feel through his underwear that his clit was huge. He instantly stiffened and pushed his pelvis out into my hand. I could feel it swell under my thumb. 

“We’re going to regret this,” he whispered.

“I bet we don’t,” I said. 

I worked around his growing bud with my thumb, and he braced himself on my shoulders. I could feel the wetness through his underwear.

“No one touches me like this,” he said quietly. “No one.” 

With my free hand, I brought one of his hands to my own wet spot, and let him massage me. I couldn’t get an erection, so all I did was ache as he played with me. 

Then with one firm squeeze, he grabbed my crotch like it was a handle. 

I gasped and let go of him. 

“Come with me,” he said, and led me to the living room couch. A couch I had sat on hundreds of times. Thousands of times. Dozens of times with him. And now I was being led to it by a man who was holding me by the girldick. 

It was changing forever. Everything had already changed forever. He dropped his underwear to the floor, and for the first time, I got a view of the shaved area between his legs, with the long, pink, desperate oversized clit sticking right out at me. He shoved me back on the couch and mounted my head. 

“Do you know how to roll your tongue?” 

“Um, no?”

“Try,” he said. “Go like this.” He stuck his tongue out and then it turned into a tube. 

I did as he said. I turned my lips into an O and then stuck my tongue through it. 

“Perfect,” he said. 

And he slid it in my mouth, and I sucked. 

He grabbed the back of my hair and I braced my hands on his thighs, and I bobbed my head. He ground against me with need, and I could hear his breathing above me get quicker. 

“This is so hot,” he breathed, running his fingers through my hair and lightly scratching my scalp.

Good God, did that feel good. 

“Oh my God,” he breathed, gyrating his hips into my face as I licked all over his clit. I ran my hands up his back and held him in place as I worked my mouth over him in rapid-fire, feeling his body get more and more tense as I did it. 

Suddenly, he withdrew and backed away, to the end of the couch, straddling my knees.

“I am going to seriously cum in ten seconds,” he said, breathing hard.

I looked down at the wet bulge between my legs, and touched it lightly with my fingers. I pulled them away and a sticky line of precum came with them.

“Give me twenty,” I said. 

And in one motion, he yanked my panties to the side, revealing the erection that badly wanted to get out of its confinement, and he slipped it inside of him before I knew what was happening. 

Holy fuck. 

It was just two bodies, and where they met was explosive pleasure. Complete, helpless, extreme pleasure. 

I buried my face in his neck and smelled him. Not Victor. Him. And I held on for dear life as he rode me. 

I was getting close. I was not going to make it much longer. 

I spread my legs because it felt right, and Tyler stiffened, raising himself up on his arms above me. 

He pumped furiously and I lost track of where my body was. I was completely lost as he thrusted above me and my whole body was taken over by the growing feeling that I was going to lose it. 

“Stop,” I whispered. “I don’t want you to stop, but you really need to stop.”

He laughed and then mounted me, and he rode me with slower, agonizingly long strokes. I took his clit between my thumb and index finger and stroked it in time with the rhythm he set. 

He immediately sat up and began grinding against my fingers, hard. 

“Don’t you stop,” he breathed. “Don’t you fucking stop.” 

I stroked harder, and when he pushed harder against me, I went even firmer. 

And soon we were crushing into each other, pushing each other to cum. He kept riding me with long strokes, but went faster and faster. He was getting all of me inside of him, and his pace was loud, and divine, and aggressive, and I was helpless beneath him, and I felt on the verge of losing my mind. I kept jerking him off as he rode, and just as I couldn’t take it anymore, he rode too hard and I slipped out of him.

I sprayed cum all over my belly and chest as he kept his riding motion going, and I could feel him drag his clit against my whole length. He bucked his hips and gasped as he went over the edge at the same time I did. 

It was just a spurting dick having a needy clit rubbed against it, and both owners came down slowly from the high they made together. My breathing slowed, and he kept rubbing himself slower, slower, until I started to soften and he sat back, spent. 

He ran his rough hands up and down my inner thighs as he looked down on me from the other end of the couch. 

What do you say? What can you possibly say to capture something like that? You say nothing, or you say something stupid.

Luckily, he said something first.

“I do not regret that,” he said, falling back against the arm of the couch with his legs open. 

I laughed.

Then I said something stupid. 

“My father liked you, you know,” I said. Then I kept on saying something stupid. “He thought you had direction.” 

Tyler laughed. “What direction is that? All of them at once? Speaking of your father, I should probably go.”

“They’re not going to be back tonight,” I said, dragging my fingers through the cum on my front and looking at it, already wanting more where that came from. “We could…see what else we don’t regret.”

We regretted nothing.
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