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STUFFED IN MY BASEMENT

Silvius just bought the house of his fiancée’s dreams. It’s a fixer upper, which was all he could afford, but he still can’t wait to surprise Maggie. He has the day all planned out, taking work off early without telling Maggie. Then he finds her in bed with his best friend.

Now, Silvius has the fixer upper all to himself: a constant reminder of a relationship that could have been. To make matters worse, the furnace keeps turning off in the night, leaving the house icy cold. After a few weeks, he springs to have the old unit fixed. The repair company sends a tiny blonde who can hardly open the metal panel: the only entrance into the small furnace room. She isn’t tall enough to reach the top of the furnace, so Silvius begrudgingly has to help her. She needs more tools from her truck in order to fix the thing, but the metal panel is stuck. The two are stuck in the hot furnace room together, not even able to call for help.

They’ll have to learn to get along if they’re going to come up with ways to pass the time. Big, long secrets will be revealed. Games will be played. What happens in Silvius’s basement stays in Silvius’s basement.


CHAPTER I

I secretly saved up my money for years, excited to surprise Maggie with the house of her dreams. I knew she wanted the house; she would always ask me to drive through that neighbourhood. She would stare out the window with glossy eyes, staring up at the tall, skinny houses, all on that hill, facing the downtown core.

And I would see the real estate listings in her search history: houses in that exact neighbourhood. They were all way out of my price range, but I wanted her to have what she wanted, so I just kept saving every dollar I could, putting all the extra money into a secret savings account until I was finally approved for a mortgage. I met with the bank by myself and then I met with the realtor. Maggie thought that I was out working late, but really, I was seeing houses. Then I found one that I could afford: a fixer-upper, but it was right on that quaint street with the old trees. Most of the windows were broken; some of the rooms inside were vandalized. There was a black stain on the ground from some sort of nasty spill (or maybe a murder). But it was ours. I couldn’t wait to show Maggie the keys.

I had it all planned out. My plan was to come home early from work and then take her down to the house with a blindfold over her eyes. I was going to walk her up to the door and then have her take the blindfold off. I knew the house was in bad shape—and it would be a few months before we could live in it—but I knew she was going to be excited.

But the plan didn’t pan out. I came home early from work, and then everything fell apart. I walked into the house and heard the moaning. I saw the unfamiliar male shoes by the front door, and then I carefully opened the bedroom door and saw my best friend: naked with my fiancée. They turned and looked at me with wide, terrified eyes. I thought about throwing a fit. Hell, I even thought about retrieving my old hunting rifle and ending them both—only for a split second. And then, as they began to make excuses and beg for forgiveness, I suddenly felt nothing. My feelings for Maggie disappeared. I couldn’t possibly have feelings for someone who was willing to cheat on me. Just like that, she became nothing to me.

For weeks, she begged me to take her back. I stopped answering her calls. I felt empty inside. I was afraid to be alone—for the first time in half a decade. But I never thought about taking her back, and I’m proud to say that I didn’t cry. Had she fallen out of love with me, I would have cried. But that wasn’t the case. In fact, I was almost convinced that she never truly loved me to begin with, because if you love someone, you don’t cheat on them.

I never told her about the house. I went to live with my parents for a few weeks. Those few weeks were nasty, because my parents kept treating me as if I was a cancer patient. And then, after coddling me, they would try to convince me to take Maggie back. “You already paid for the wedding venue, and that money isn’t refundable,” my mom would say, as if it was a reason to take back a cheater.

“I don’t care about that, mom,” I said.

But she kept pushing the idea of me taking Maggie back: a little bit more each day. I finally had enough; I didn’t want to hear about Maggie anymore, so I took my stuff and moved out. I had nowhere to go, except for the tattered house that I was the sole owner of, the house that my parents didn’t even know existed. I put all of my stuff (which wasn’t a lot) into the storage shed in the yard. I slept in my car for the first few nights, spending the days sweeping up broken glass and heroin needles. Then I hammered some boards onto the windows and I replaced the locks on the doors. I dragged my mattress up to the small bedroom and slept in the house for the first night. It wasn’t so bad: a bit cold, because the furnace didn’t work consistently.

I went to the recycled building materials store and picked up a few windows, which were surprisingly the correct size and in decent condition. I spent the next few days installing them myself, doing away with the plywood boards so that some light could come in. Then I dragged my stuff into the house: a couch, a few pieces of art, and some dishware. It was far from being a home, and it definitely wasn’t the escape from my thoughts of Maggie that I was looking for when I left my parents’ house.

The days were long and the nights were longer. I still felt nothing for Maggie, even though she continued to call my phone and leave text messages. She even reached out to my parents, who reached out to me to let me know that Maggie was trying to reach me. “I know, believe it or not,” I said to my mom. “Just do me a favour and don’t tell her where I am.”

I found out a couple of weeks later that my mom had met up twice with Maggie for coffee. “Don’t worry,” my mom said to me when she confessed. “I haven’t told her where you’re living.”

“Well then why are you meeting up with her then?” I asked.

“Until last month, she was my future-daughter-in-law,” she said.

“But she’s not anymore, so drop her.”

My mom rolled her eyes, as if I was suggesting something outrageous.

The nights were getting colder. For some reason, the furnace had no issues working during the day, and then it would shut off at night, as if the sun was powering it. It was a furnace from the 70s, so it certainly wasn’t solar powered. I tried tinkering with it myself, which wasn’t an easy feat in the cramped cement basement. Accessing the furnace was awkward. The furnace was in a small room—not much bigger than a prison cell. The room didn’t have a door, but instead it had a small metal panel that you had to crawl through. And getting inside of the room alone was almost impossible, because you had to crawl while holding the panel back, so it wouldn’t slam itself shut. It was a heavy panel, probably designed to keep kids out, because the furnace was so hot, with a raging fire burning inside, just waiting to burn the whole house down.

I contacted a furnace company about having the whole unit replaced with something new. They came over and saw the small panel and the giant furnace. “We can replace it, but it won’t be cheap,” the man said to me. He didn’t even go into the room. He only looked through the panel while I strained to hold it up. “It would probably mean taking this wall down, and I’m willing to bet this is a load-bearing wall. You’re probably looking at fifteen grand.”

“I don’t have fifteen grand,” I said.

“Then sadly you’re stuck with this old furnace,” he said, wiping his forehead. The basement was hot, even when you weren’t inside of the little furnace room.

“But I can’t sleep at night. It gets too cold in the house.”

“So have the furnace fixed. It’ll cost you a grand, which is a lot less than fifteen grand.”

I sighed and squirmed. I didn’t have a ton of money. I hadn’t worked any overtime since finding Maggie with my best friend. My last few paycheques were small, and they weren’t helping much with my new mortgage or the rent I was still paying across town, for the house that Maggie was living in. We still had three months left on the lease across town, and I figured it was just easier to pay it out rather than to argue with the landlord and with Maggie.

“Okay, fine,” I said. “Let’s fix it. Go ahead.”

“Well I can’t do it today. It’s going to be a big job. I’ll have someone come out next week to get it done. I’ll call you to set up a time.” He called later that night. “Tuesday. My guy will be there at eight, and he’ll probably be there all day.”

“Okay. Fine,” I said. And the appointment was set.


CHAPTER II

I was up early on Tuesday morning, excited to have heat in my small house. After the furnace guy left the week before, my furnace situation worsened. Suddenly the thing wouldn’t stay running for more than ten minutes, and then it would shut itself off for an hour. I considered going back to my parents’ house to sleep, but I knew that my mom was still occasionally meeting with Maggie, and I didn’t want to be there when Maggie came over. So I curled up into a tight ball on my mattress and I covered myself with all of my blankets, and I even started wearing my winter jacket to sleep. The night before the furnace repairman came, I slept on the floor in the basement, where it was too warm. I couldn’t decide what was worse. I slept terribly in both conditions.

The knock at my door came at exactly eight. I rushed over to answer, expecting to see a burly bald man standing on the other side of the door. Instead, I got a tiny blonde girl. She was nearly a foot shorter than me. She had a thin frame, which looked especially petite because of the large toolbox she was holding, which made her lean slightly to one side. She was pretty, with big lips, a small nose, and cute tattoos down her arms. “I’m here for the furnace,” she said.

I nodded my head, worried my furnace wasn’t going to end up being fixed. I had a hard time believing a tiny girl would be able to pull the old machine apart and determine what was wrong with it. And she seemed so young: maybe twenty-five at the very oldest. What could a twenty-five-year-old girl possibly know about fixing a furnace that was built two decades before she was born?

“So can I come in or not?” she said, narrowing her eyes.

I shook my head. “Sorry. Yeah. Come in,” I said, moving aside. Was I paying for the hour? Was it going to take her ten hours to perform a one-hour job? Would I need to help her? I looked out the door, half-expecting to see someone else with her. Maybe she was just an assistant. Maybe the burly bald man was still in the truck on the street. There was nobody else.

“Where’s this furnace. Let’s take a look at it,” she said.

“Sure thing,” I said. I led her down to the basement and pointed to the small metal panel. “It’s just in the room through that hole.” I watched as she kneeled down next to the panel. She grabbed the small handle and tugged, grunting, unable to lift it up. It was a hard panel to lift. I tried not to sigh, realizing I was going to have to help her. The furnace was covered in tight, heavy panels as well. Not to mention, the furnace was taller than her, and many of the knobs and wires were up high. The hole was too small to squeeze my stepladder through, but maybe she had something more discreet. “Let me help you with that,” I said, kneeling down next to her to open the panel.

She poked her head into the small room. “Wow. That thing is old,” she said, as if she’d never seen anything like it before. The little faith I had in her ability to fix the old furnace suddenly fluttered away. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be sleeping comfortably for at least another night.

She crawled into the room. I didn’t follow. I didn’t want to make her think that I would be standing next to her all day, helping her to overcome her small size and small muscles. I had things to do: e-mails to send, rooms that still needed cleaning, casing that needed replacing, carpets that needed pulling, and so on. I couldn’t waste a whole day helping to do a job that I was paying a thousand dollars for.

She looked around the furnace. She had to stand up on her tippy-toes to see the old faded instructions on the top panel. She had a cute body: a round bum, small tits, and thin, smooth legs. Her long hair made her look even shorter than she was as she searched around the old furnace: like a child trying to find a hidden Easter egg. She reached up for that top panel, but couldn’t quite reach the little knob. Then she looked around. “Do you have a step ladder?” she asked.

“Not one that will fit in there,” I said from the other side of the small metal panel. “Don’t you have one in your truck?”

She shook her head. “I’ve never needed one before,” she said. “Furnaces aren’t usually this tall.”

I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. I had to decide between my morals and a comfortable sleep. I wanted that sleep, so I got down onto my hands and knees and I crawled into that warm furnace room. I sighed as I reached up and grabbed the little knob, pulling the panel open.

“Thanks,” she said. She had to stand on her tippy-toes to inspect the old wiring. “Wow. This is a real mess.”

I nodded my head, losing faith in her that I didn’t even know I had.

“Is this red or black? I can’t tell. It’s so dark in here. Is there another light?”

“Don’t you have a flashlight?” I asked, trying hard not to sigh.

“I do, but I can’t hold it and look through these wires,” she said. Then she held her flashlight out to me, just expecting me to take it and hold it for her while she searched the mess of wires. I groaned and took the flashlight.

“No offense, but I have things I need to do. You wouldn’t mind if I went upstairs and did some work, would you?”

She didn’t even look back over at me. “Just hold that light right there,” she said, ignoring me completely. There was something I didn’t like about the girl. I couldn’t help but think that she only got hired because she was cute—maybe she was the owner’s niece, or maybe she was sleeping with someone high up on the mechanical food chain. She seemed like the type of girl who might put out to get ahead. Her shorts were as small as possible: not even fully covering her round tush when she pushed herself up onto her toes. Her top was short, showing off her belly and her bellybutton piercing.

The panel fell on her fingers, making her say, “Ouch!” She looked back at me with a narrow-eyed look, as if she thought the accident was my fault. “Can you just hold this panel up?”

“I guess so,” I said. “But I really need to get to work.” Again, she didn’t acknowledge my issue. She was only worried about herself: a classic millennial girl. I was tempted to leave her alone, to call her boss, and to request an actual trained professional, and not some spoiled brat girl. But I bit my tongue and forced a smile. I held up the panel, which wasn’t easy to do. It was up high and she was in front of me, on her toes. I was nearly pressed against her, on my own toed, trying not to press my body against her petite frame. The last thing I wanted was for her to think I was coming onto her. But straining to hold the panel was getting harder with each passing minute. She was taking her time inspecting the wires—probably with no idea what she was actually looking at.

After five minute, I had to take a step forward, touching her body with mine. The other option was to drop the panel on her fingers and have her yell at me. She froze for a moment as my chest touched her back. “Are you almost done? My arm is getting tired,” I said.

“This wouldn’t be taking so long if someone didn’t try to do their own mechanical work here. It’s a mess. Some of these wires have been split and joined together with nothing but electrical tape. You’re lucky you didn’t burn your house down.”

“I didn’t do it,” I said. “I just bought this house a few weeks ago.”

“Didn’t you get it inspected first?” she asked, without looking back.

“The inspector couldn’t fit into the room. He told me that the furnace was probably okay, that it would last at least another five years.”

She laughed. “Sounds like an amazing inspector,” she said sarcastically.

She pushed herself up higher: as high as she could get on her toes, making her bum press into my lap, grinding against my crotch. I cleared my throat and bit down on my tongue. Her bum was warm and tight. She didn’t seem to notice that she was cradling my flaccid shaft with her perky butt cheeks, through my jeans. I bit down on my lip, tempted to drop that panel so I could jump back.

She kept squirming, trying to look around in that wired mess; but every time she moved, her bum would rub my crotch. After a minute, I started to wonder if she was doing it on purpose. Surely she could feel me. Was she just messing with me? Was she coming onto me?

“I’m letting go,” I said.

She moved her hands and I let go. Then she looked back. “So can you fix it or not?” I asked.

“The problem is with your wiring,” she said.

“So can you fix it or not?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I can try. It will take a while. And I might need your help.”

“Can’t you get an assistant here or something?” I said.

She nodded her head. “But then you’re paying for two people to be here. It would cost you another four hundred bucks, probably. Want me to see who’s available?”

I shook my head with a sigh. “No. It’s fine. Just—Let’s just fix it. What do you need?”

“I need to get a few tools from my truck,” she said, wiping the small beads of sweat from her forehead. “And then I’ll be back and we can get started on sorting these wires out. I’ll probably have to replace a few of them. Whoever cut them—it looks like they used dull scissors.”

“Okay,” I said, stepping back. I was trying not to look down her top now as she stood just a few feet away. It didn’t look like she was wearing a bra: just a light grey sweater over her soft body. Her nipples made small lumps on her chest, making the sight even harder to look away from. Luckily, I detested her, so I wasn’t too tempted to stare at her figure.

She went to the panel on the wall and pushed on it. She groaned, but the panel wouldn’t move. Why was she so weak? I wasn’t the strongest guy in the world, but I could still open the panel with one hand. She looked back at me. “What’s the trick to opening this?” she asked.

“Just push,” I said.

“I pushed,” she said.

I sighed and shook my head again. I kneeled down next to her, feeling the semi-erection in my pants awkwardly pressing into my thigh. I put both of my hands on the panel and pushed, but it didn’t move. I pushed again, this time straining with a grunt. But still, the panel wouldn’t move.

“Please don’t tell me we’re stuck,” she said.

I pushed as hard as I could, and then I tried banging on the panel. I sat on my butt and tried kicking, but even my hardest kick wouldn’t make the metal panel budge. “Shit,” I muttered.

“Oh God,” she said. “We’re stuck. You have your phone on you, right? Mine’s in my truck.”

I shook my head. My heart was pounding. “Mine’s upstairs.”

“Great,” she muttered.

There was a small window high up on the wall. It was beyond my reach and there was nothing to stand on in the room. “Think you can fit through the window?” I asked. “Maybe you have a tool in your truck to take the panel off of that wall.”

“I guess we can try,” she said. “Lift me up.”

We went to the window. I kneeled down and wrapped my arms around her lower half, grabbing her warm, sweaty thighs with my hands. I picked her up with relative ease: her bum pressed against my chin. At least she smelled nice. At least her body was soft. At least I wasn’t hoisting up a portly bald man. She grabbed the window handle and tugged. She grunted. “It won’t move.”

“Is it locked? Try unlocking it,” I said.

“There’s no lock. It’s just old and stuck shut.”

My heart fluttered again as a dread began to fill my gut. “Maybe we can break it. It won’t be expensive to replace because it’s so small.”

“I’m not crawling through broken glass,” she said.

We both paused. I still had her in the air, squeezed in my arms, with her bum against my chin. “Maybe we can break the window and yell for help,” I suggested.

“Let me just try opening it again,” she said. “Lift me higher, if you can.” So I got a new grip on her, this time with the middle of my face nestled into her butt. I hoisted her high and she squirmed while fighting with the window. Her soft bum mashed into my face, making my heart race. Unfortunately, I started to become aroused. How could I not? I had a beautiful young woman grinding her bare ass against my face. I could practically smell her pussy. And she was sweaty, making her body even more arousing.

She wasn’t able to open the window. “Okay, let me down,” she said. “Let’s break it.”

We looked around for something to smash the window, but there was nothing in the room besides the furnace and us. “Your flashlight,” I suggested. It wasn’t the heaviest flashlight, but at least it was something. She handed it to me.

“I don’t want to cut my hands. You do it,” she said. So I took the back end of the flashlight and began to hit the glass. But it didn’t ping like glass; instead, each hit made a dull, hollow thud. After fifteen hits, I realized I was smashing a flashlight against Plexiglas. That explained why all the basement windows weren’t smashed like the ones upstairs: they weren’t glass at all, but thick, see-through plastic.

“This isn’t good,” I said.

“No kidding,” she said, wiping her forehead again.

“Maybe you can turn the furnace off then, until we figure out how to get out of here,” I said.

“I can’t turn it off from here. The controls are upstairs, on your thermostat. The only other way to turn it off is with your circuit board, which I don’t see in this room.”

“It’s on the other side of this wall,” I said.

“Great,” she said, forcing a smile. “Then we’re stuck. And we’re probably going to be stuck until at least tomorrow. When I don’t show up for work, my boss will try calling me and then he’ll try calling you. They’ll see that I didn’t do my end day report, and then hopefully they’ll come here to see if you’re some psychopath who locks girls in his basement.”

“I didn’t lock you in here,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue. Did she really think this was my fault? This wouldn’t have been an issue if she’d just been able to do anything by herself. I had no intention of going into the furnace room with her, but I had no choice because she wasn’t capable of doing her own job by herself. “Don’t try to blame this on me.”

She nodded her head in a slow, condescending way. “What’s your thermostat set to, anyway? It’s getting seriously hot in here.”

“I don’t know. I keep it cranked. It’s the only way to make it work at all.”

“Great,” she said, using her hand to fan her face. “So we’ll see if we can twenty-four hours of heat.”

“It usually turns off at night,” I said. “And then it’s not so bad. I actually slept down here last night. I mean—it was uncomfortable, but I lived.”

“No kidding,” she said.

It was five long minutes later when the heat started getting to me. I fanned my face and regretted putting on a sweater with nothing lighter underneath. I wanted to take my sweater off now, but I didn’t want to make the girl uncomfortable by stripping down. Though I could tell she wanted to do the same. She was also wearing a sweater, made of wool. Luckily for her, she was wearing shorts, so her legs were at least uncovered. I had thick jeans on, making my legs sweat. It had only been a few minutes. How was I going to survive twenty-four hours?


CHAPTER III

It was noon when I realized I didn’t know her name. We’d been stuck for four hours in that terrible heat, saying almost nothing. I was still angry at her inability to work on her own, and I could tell that she still thought our predicament was my fault, even though it obviously wasn’t. But I knew it was going to be a long wait if we didn’t start killing the time with conversation. “So what’s your name?” I asked.

“October,” she said.

“Like the month?” I said.

She gave me her classic condescending smile. “No, like the week.”

“What kind of name is October?” I said.

“It’s the kind of name that belongs to me. What difference does it make to you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. We went back to being silent, which seemed to be more of her thing. And then, five minutes later, she surprised me by asking, “What’s your name?”

“It’s Silvius,” I said.

She laughed. “You’re making fun of my name, and your name is Silvius?”

“What’s the problem with Silvius?” I asked.

She laughed again. “That depends. Are you a horse? Or are you a wizard?”

“It’s a normal name,” I said.

“It’s not.”

“What’s your name again? Halloween?” I said with a smirk. I watched as her smile disappeared.

“It’s October, and I get lots of compliments on it. I doubt you get any compliments on your second place name.”

I bit my tongue. I didn’t want to fight with her. I was stuck with her, whether I liked it or not, so I needed to find some sort of common ground, so the next twenty hours wouldn’t kill me with boredom. “So what do you do?”

“I fix furnaces. What do you think I do?”

“I meant for fun,” I said.

“Oh,” she said. And then she thought about it. “I don’t know. Stuff.”

“You do stuff for fun? How did you get into that? Something your parents put you in, or something you discovered as an adult?”

“What do you do for fun? And don’t tell me that you fix doors, because I won’t believe you.”

She got up to stretch her legs. She paced up and down the small room. From my seated position on the floor, I could almost see up her shorts. I could see the white of her panties, and more of her tight bum than when my face was pressed between her soft cheeks.

“I like playing poker,” I said. “And I’m learning Finnish.”

“The language?” she said.

“Yes, the language.”

“Why? You moving to Finland or something?”

I shook my head. “Just something I’ve always wanted to learn.”

“Are your parents Finnish?”

“No. My mom’s German and my dad is Russian.”

“Why not learn one of those languages?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess I’ve just never been interested. There’s something about Finnish that I like. I don’t know what it is though.”

“Say something in Finnish.”

“Like what?” I said.

She smirked and shrugged her shoulders. “Tell me how beautiful I am.”

So I fed her some Finnish, but I didn’t tell her how beautiful she was. Instead, I told her that I thought she was annoying brat. “And you probably only have this job because you slept with your boss,” I said in the Northern European language.

“Wow. That sounded great,” she said, nodding her head.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Though it sounded like you said a lot more than what I asked you to say. What did you say?”

I forced a smile. “I said that I wished we could get that window open, and that it’s getting really hot down here.”

“Really?” she said. “Because it sounded like you told me that I only have my job because I slept with my boss, and that I’m a spoiled brat who probably has daddy issues.”

I felt my face turning red. I opened my mouth to reply, but a sudden lump prevented words from slipping out.

She laughed. “I can speak a bit of Finnish,” she said. “It’s something I’m learning too—but unlike you, my parents are actually from Finland.”

“I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I was just kidding.”

“You weren’t, but that’s fine. It’s nice to know how you really feel. I suspected you felt that way anyway.” She took her seat again and turned away from me. She wasn’t smiling anymore. Now, she had a sullen look on her face, almost as if she was trying not to cry. I felt terrible, even though I was still sure that I was correct about her being spoiled, and her not deserving the job she was currently working.

“I’m really sorry,” I said.

“Just stop talking, alright?” she said. She pulled her sleeves up as much as she could before waving her hand to fan her face. “Oh God, why won’t this stupid thing turn off already? Who keeps their furnace cranked? It doesn’t matter if it’s set to seventy-two or one hundred and two—it’s going to stay on until it reaches that temperature. Why don’t people ever get that?”

“I’ll remember that,” I said as that guilt continued to flutter inside of my stomach.

She squirmed and groaned. It was a minute later when she turned to me with a narrow-eyed look on her face. “Look,” she said. “I’m going to die if I don’t take this wool sweater off. So I’m going to take it off. Sadly, I’m not wearing a bra, so you’d better not stare at my chest or I’ll tell my boss that you locked me in here on purpose.”

I nodded my head. My heart trembled. I managed to force a smile, and then I looked away as she began to pull her sweater off. I cleared my throat. I was looking away, but I could see skin out of the corner of my eye. She used her arm to cover her small breasts, but I could still see the soft sides of her tits, and the smooth, tattooed skin of her torso.

“I can tell you’re uncomfortable,” she said.

“I’m fine. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” I said.

She laughed. “I mean with the heat. You can take your sweater off too. I won’t make fun of you if you’re fat or hairy or whatever.”

I hesitated. I didn’t love the idea of her seeing my pale chest, but I was desperate for some relief from the hotness of the small space. So I took my sweater and pulled it off. I tossed it aside and took a deep breath, feeling a tiny bit of coolness for the first time in hours. I took a deep breath. But now I wanted to take my jeans off more than ever—and I thought about it. I looked down at my lap and wondered which boxers I was wearing. Would it be inappropriate to strip down to my underwear? She took her sweater off and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Would my pale thighs really be so awkward?

“Just take them off,” she said.

I looked over at her. “Are you sure?” I said.

“Whatever. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

“Okay. I’m sorry. It’s just so hot.” I stood up and shimmied my jeans down. Sadly, I was wearing an old pair of boxers that my mom gifted to me at Christmas. They were adorned with pictures of Santa’s smiling face, and the words ‘Ho, Ho, Ho,’ were written across my crotch.

“Nice,” she said with a giggle.

“It’s laundry day,” I said.

“I’m sure it is,” she said, nodding her head. She rolled her head from side to side. Her skin glistened with sweat. “I’m going to let go of my tits because I can’t just hold them for the next twenty hours. Please don’t stare like a pervert.”

“I won’t,” I said. My voice cracked in the most embarrassing way. But it was hard not to stare. Her breasts were perfect: small, but perky and round, with big nipples. They jiggled slightly as she let go of them, and then they would jiggle slightly every time she moved, even a little bit. I tried not to look, but there weren’t many other directions to look in that small room, unless I was prepared to stare at the wall for the next twenty hours.

I cleared my throat again, worried my voice would embarrass me again by cracking. “I bet this has never happened to you before,” I said.

“You guessed correctly,” she said. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back, running her fingers through her hair, pushing her hair back, away from her face. It was my chance to get a good look at her fit, smooth body. My heart pounced and stammered. How could I not look? I was a man and she was a beautiful woman. For years, I’d only seen a single body: Maggie’s body. And Maggie’s body was nothing like what I was seeing now. Maggie was a bit out of shape when we started dating. By the end of our relationship, she’d put on a few additional pounds. I never minded the extra weight; in fact, I actually kind of liked it in the bedroom: being smothered by her heavy breasts, feeling her soft, curvy torso against my body.

But now, staring at October’s body, I was starting to think that liking Maggie’s body was possibly just my brain acting out of necessity. I figured Maggie was all I would ever have, so I learned to like it. I learned to think that fit bodies were probably less fun. But now, that programming was quickly erasing itself.

She opened her eyes and looked at me. I looked away quickly. “Seriously, dude?” she said.

“Sorry. I wasn’t staring. I was just looking that way. There’s nowhere else to look.”

She sighed. “Just stare. Quit looking down and look at my chest.” I didn’t listen to her. I kept staring down. “Look up! Seriously. I’m not pranking you.” I took a deep breath and looked up, into her eyes. Then I saw that she was cupping her breasts with her hands. “Down here. Stare at them. Get it out of your system. I get it: you’re a dude and these are titties.” It took a moment, but I tilted my gaze down to her amazing breasts. “Just stare for a minute, or until you lose interest.”

I laughed. “I’m fine,” I said. “I don’t need to stare. I’m not a dog.”

“They’re just boobs—just another part of my body. Get over it.”

“I’m over it. There was never anything to get over,” I said.

She sneered. “Sure,” she said. “So why were you staring?”

“I told you: I wasn’t staring. I was just looking in that direction.” I could feel my face turning red. Luckily, our faces were already red from the dry heat, and the light in the room was dim, so the redness in my face probably wasn’t something she could notice.

“What is it about these that you like so much?” she asked, jiggling her breasts up and down, as if she was trying to tease me. I strained not to look down from her eyes.

I sighed. “This is hardly appropriate,” I said. “If I was shaking my dick at you, I would probably go to prison.”

She laughed. “I wouldn’t care if you took out your little pee-pee,” she said, letting go of her breasts. She laid back, flat on her back, and took a deep breath. Her boobs wobbled on her chest before settling.

“What makes you think I’m so little?” I asked.

“I can just tell,” she said with a smirk. I knew that she was just trying to get under my skin, but how could I not defend myself? How could I let her think that I was small between the legs?

“I’m not small,” I said. “I’m actually bigger than average.”

She laughed. “Sure,” she said.

“I am,” I said. “Probably bigger than anyone you’ve ever been with—including your boss.”

She looked over at me with wide eyes. “Excuse me?” she said.

I bit my tongue. But now I didn’t feel guilty. I was trying not to let a smirk slip. If she wanted to call me small, then I figured I was free to take a stab at her. “I said it,” I said.

She stared into my eyes with a narrowed gaze. Then she sat up, making her breasts dance again for a moment before settling. “Take it out then, big boy,” she said. “Let’s see this monster cock of yours.”

I felt a cold shiver zip through my body. “What?”

“Take out your noodle. Let’s see this humongous thing.”

“I’m not doing that,” I said, crossing my arms, suddenly feeling awkward without a shirt on.

“That’s what I thought. You’re small. There’s nothing wrong with that. Most guys are small.”

I took a deep breath. “Fine. Want me to prove it?” I stood up, feeling stupider than ever. I took the waistband of my boxers, hesitated, and then I tugged them down to my thighs, letting my shaft dangle loose. I felt so stupid and so humiliated—but I was proving myself. My manhood wasn’t small; it was nearly eight inches: two inches bigger than the national average. “See?” I said.

She put her hand in front of her lips and began to laugh.

“What’s so funny?” I said. “I bet you’ve never seen bigger.”

She began to laugh even harder, making the embarrassment grow in my gut. Why was she laughing? Girls usually went silent at the sight of my meat. I was big—bigger than ninety-five percent of men.

“Like I thought: you’re small.”

I pulled up my shorts and sighed. “Now I’m starting to think you’ve never been with a guy before. You probably just sit at home and watch porn. Your standards are unrealistic.”

She was smirking now. “I’ve been with a few guys before,” she said.

“I’m sure that’s true,” I said, rolling my eyes.

Then she stood up. I looked up at her. She was hot, especially from that low angle. I loved the way her round tits looked from down below—and her perky nipples. She smiled and gently bit her bottom lip. She may have been a bitch, but she was a smoking hot bitch. Maybe she had been with some big guys. It was probably easy for her to convince men to sleep with her—even male models with record-sized snakes between their thighs.

She reached down and grabbed the waistband of her shorts. “What are you doing?” I asked. Then, without saying anything, she pulled down her shorts, revealing a long shaft: meat dangling down far, halfway to her knees. It seemed to swell slowly, as if it had been squished in her panties for hours, and it was finally allowed to breathe.

I gasped and fell back, unable to look away. I was shocked. My mind was spinning. Was it real? Why would she have a fake penis in her panties? And her ball sack was huge as well: also swelling as it felt the air for the first time in many hours. “You—You’re a tranny,” I said softly, unable to raise the volume of my voice. For hours, I’d been secretly admiring the body of a biological male. I’d spent the past twenty minutes ogling her perfect tits. I fell for a trap!

She giggled, twisting her hips so that her long shaft slapped against her thighs. “What’s wrong? Never seen a girl with a dick before?”

I finally forced myself to look away. “That’s gross,” I said.

“Excuse me? Gross?” she said, sitting back down. But she didn’t pull her shorts back up. Instead, she shimmied them down and tossed them aside along with her panties. Now she was completely naked in my basement. Now I really had nowhere to look.

I didn’t know what to say. I had to be careful. I knew what happened to men who offended transgender people. I didn’t want to end up with one of those labels: transphobic, homophobic, bigot—whatever. So I just kept my gaze in the other direction. “It’s just not my thing,” I said.

“You prefer small dicks like yours?” she said.

I bit down on my tongue and fought the urge to fight. I didn’t have a small dick—though I suppose I was small compared to her. How did she keep that thing hidden? If that was it flaccid, what did it look like when she was erect? My heart stammered. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs. “Why are you naked?” I asked.

“Because it’s hot. We don’t have any water down here. If we don’t keep cool, we’re probably going to die. And if my boss doesn’t come looking for me, we’re definitely going to die.”

My heart skipped a beat. Was she right? If someone didn’t come to our rescue, would we die? It was hot in that room. I was already thirsty, and we still had many hours before a potential rescue came.

“You know, we’re lucky that I left the door open. Maybe one of your neighbours will see it open and come to check on us.”

“You left my door open?” I asked.

“I thought I would be going back to the truck after I looked at your furnace,” she said.

I stared into her eyes. “None of my neighbours will come to check on me. They might come to rob me, but that’s about it.”

“Oh well,” she said. “I didn’t see any nice stuff up there anyway. No offense.”

I glared at her, which wasn’t easy to do. She was sitting with her knees up, but I could still see her package dangling down, resting on the floor like a tired snake. I still couldn’t believe how big it was. I couldn’t believe she was able to conceal such a thing. And how was she able to look so feminine? Surely with a ball sack like that, her body was teeming with testosterone. Where was her stubble? Why weren’t her shoulders broad? Why wasn’t her voice deep? Why couldn’t she open a tiny metal panel?

She laughed. I looked up into her eyes. “What?” I said.

“You’re staring at my cock,” she said. She flattened her legs and lifted up her shaft. “Do you like it or something?”

“Don’t do that,” I said, looking away. “I’m not gay.”

She gasped. “Gay? I’m not a boy.” She placed her hands down on the warm cement floor. “Tell me why I make you so uncomfortable.”

“I’m not uncomfortable. I just think it would be more appropriate if you covered up.”

“Says the guy who flashed his dick to the furnace repair girl,” she said, rolling her eyes. “After locking her in his creepy basement.”

“I didn’t lock you down here—you know what? Never mind. Let’s just mind our business until someone comes to rescue us. If no one comes, I bet one of these pipes overhead has water in it. We can break it and survive for at least a few days.”

“If you want silence, you got it,” she said. And then we were silent. We sat for ten long minutes, and then I decided to give the metal panel another try. I pushed and kicked and tugged, and then I did the same to the Plexiglas window. “You’re wasting your energy,” she said, breaking her silence.

“Well tomorrow we might not have the energy to try,” I said.

So I kept trying, pounding on the Plexiglas until my hands were sore. I went back to sitting, feeling embarrassed and defeated. The sight of her breasts caught my eye again. She had her eyes closed, as if she was trying to summon a nap. I was free to stare, but my mind was conflicted. I didn’t want her thinking that I was gay—I didn’t want myself thinking it either—but my God, did she ever have perfect breasts. And they didn’t look like implants. They were too soft and wobbly. Were they the product of hormone pills? Could hormone pills create perfect tits like hers?

She opened her eyes and I looked away quickly enough that she didn’t notice. The long silence continued. An hour passed. Now the sun was coming in through the small window, making the room even warmer. October fanned her face with both of her hands. As she fanned, her breasts jiggled. She stood up and paced around the room. Her long womanhood swayed from side to side, occasionally slapping against her thighs. It was hard not to look, especially when her back was to me. I still couldn’t believe the thing was real.

Then she broke her silence again. “I was supposed to take my pill three hours ago,” she said.

“What pill?” I asked.

“My hormone pill. I have to take them every twelve hours. But they’re in my truck.”

“Are you going to be okay?” I asked. I wasn’t terribly concerned.

“I’ll be fine. It’s just, something I get funny symptoms when I don’t take my pill.”

“Like what?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Don’t worry about it,” she said. “I’m sure it’ll be fine.” It was thirty minutes later when I noticed that she was squirming slightly. She got up to pace again. And then I could feel her staring at me while I was looking in the other direction.

I pointed to the drain on the ground. “If you have to pee, I’m sure it’s fine to pee in that drain. I think it goes down to the sewer.”

“I don’t have to pee,” she said.

I nodded my head. “Oh. Okay.” But she kept moving around. She was restless—maybe just bored. Maybe her legs were going numb from sitting for so long. Or maybe she was experiencing one of those symptoms that she was referring to. I looked over at her and forced a smile. She forced a smile back. Her eyes were glossy. She had something on her mind.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” I asked.

She bit down on her bottom lip and nodded her head. But now I was curious. I wanted to know what was happening. I wanted to know what sort of withdrawal symptom she was experiencing.


CHAPTER IV

Ten long minutes later, she spoke. “Let’s play a game.”

I looked over at her and shrugged my shoulders. “Like what?”

“We’ll play Twenty Questions. But we’ll make it more interesting. If you don’t guess what I’m thinking, then you have to do a truth or dare of my choice—and vice versa, if I don’t guess what you’re thinking. You can go first.”

I looked around the room and thought for a moment. “Okay, ask your first question.”

“Is it a person?”

“No,” I said.

“Is it an animal?”

“No.”

“Is it an object?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“It’s the furnace,” she said with an unimpressed look on her face.

I nodded my head. “Congratulations. You win,” I said.

“That’s no fun. Pick something hard next time. Now it’s your turn to guess what I’m thinking of.”

“Is it a person?” I asked. She shook her head. “Is it an object?” She nodded. “Is it something in this room?” She shook her head. I kept going, asking question after question, narrowing down her mind until I learned that the mystery object was a common item in a kitchen. “Is it a knife?” I asked.

“Nope, and that’s twenty questions, so you lose,” she said. “It was a frying pan. Now I get to pick a truth or dare for you—and I pick truth. Tell me: what do you have against transgenders? And be honest, because you lost.”

A lump began to swell in my throat. “I don’t have anything against them.”

“Would you sleep with one?” she asked.

I shook my head quickly. “No—of course not.”

“So you have something against them. What is it?”

I awkwardly bit down on my tongue. “I just—I like girls—no offense. I like normal sex—not that whatever you do isn’t normal. I mean—maybe it’s not or maybe it is, I don’t know. I just…”

“Be honest. That’s the game,” she said.

“I don’t know. I guess I would just hate to have my friends find out that I was with one. It’s nothing personal. It’s just that lots of people still make fun of trannies and guys who get with them. I don’t really care one way or the other—I just would rather not have to worry about my friends finding out, or my parents for that matter.”

She nodded her head, looking slightly upset. But she told me to be honest, so that’s what she got. “Okay, I’m thinking of something. Try to guess what,” I said, trying to change the subject. So she began to guess. I was thinking of a panda bear, and she got awfully close, using her twentieth guess with, “Is it a tiger?”

“It was a panda,” I said.

“That was my next guess!” she said.

“Okay. So what do you want? Truth or dare?” I asked.

“You’re supposed to pick,” she said.

“Okay. Truth. Did you just get this job because you slept with your boss?” I asked.

“That’s what you want to waste your question on? No, I didn’t sleep with him. In fact, I creeped his Facebook page after he hired me, and he’s a Christian and he’s very against homosexuals and transgenders. If he found out that I was trans, I’m assuming he would find a way to fire me. So no, I didn’t sleep with him—though I think he wants to sleep with me. He’s always asking me to come by his office, and he’s always putting his hands on me. One time he touched my breast at a Christmas party. He said it was an accident, but he got a pretty good feel.”

“Gross,” I said.

“Yeah. He’s married too. Now it’s my turn. Try to guess.”

I wasn’t at all close to guessing what she was thinking of. I knew it was a place. My final guess was Nevada. The answer was Mars. “Okay, truth again,” she said. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

I bit down on my tongue. “It’s a long story.”

“Longer than eighteen hours?” she said.

I sighed. “Fine. You really want to know?” I told her about Maggie. I told her about my best friend. I told her about the house we were currently trapped in, and why I bought it. I watched as October’s expression sunk down. “Wow. I—I’m sorry to hear that,” she said.

“It is what it is,” I said. “I’m thinking of something. Try to guess.” I wanted to change the subject quickly. For the first time since our split, I was feeling a swelling of sadness. My heart ached at the thought of Maggie. Was I finally starting to realize that we were really broken up? Was the pain of her cheating on me finally starting to set in? I cleared my throat and shook my head.

She began to guess. My thought was too easy and she managed to get it before question ten. So it was her turn. I started to guess. But she chose a thought that was too hard: a book that I’d never heard of, by some 19th century Russian author. “Well that wasn’t fair,” I said.

“I can’t help that you didn’t pay attention in school,” she said.

“Okay. Whatever. Just tell me what you want to know.”

“No—I pick dare.”

“Okay, what do I have to do?” I asked.

“I want you to get over your fear of ‘trannies’, as you call us. Grab my dick and massage it.”

“Do what? Are you fucking crazy?” I said.

She giggled. “The game isn’t fun if the stakes aren’t high,” she said.

“I’m not doing that,” I said.

“You have to. It’s not supposed to be something you want to do.”

I groaned and then I looked down at her lap. Her shaft was resting on the ground, curled as it sat on the warm cement. I didn’t want to touch it, but now I was terrified of offending her. She was sort of right: the game wasn’t fun without stakes—and there wasn’t much else she could have dared me to do in that small, empty room. So I moved closer to her. I hesitated and groaned again. Then I reached down and picked up her heavy flaccid member. I clutched it in my hand and began to massage it.

“I think you’re the perverted one,” I said, trying not to look. But I could feel it in my hand: warm and throbbing.

She bit down on her lip. “Maybe I’m a bit of a perv. But I’m allowed to be because I’m a girl.” She smiled. And sadly, she was sort of right. Women can get away with being sexual and forthcoming. Men have to be extra careful.

“Is that enough?” I asked.

“No. Keep going,” she said. “You can stop when I tell you to stop.”

But I could feel it getting harder. I could feel it swelling in my hand. Was she getting an erection? Wasn’t she embarrassed? I looked down and watched as her big, fat tip emerged from my clenched fist as I tugged down, pulling back her foreskin. It was still hard to believe how big she was. It was hard to believe such a petite girl could have such an enormous shaft between her thighs!

I kept rubbing it. The nervous tingling was starting to go away. Maybe she was right. Maybe it was no different than touching any other part of her body. It was just skin, after all: just like the skin on her arms and the skin on her legs. At least she smelled like a girl. At least she looked like a girl everywhere I looked, aside from that one spot between her legs. But even her shaft had a strangely feminine look to it. She kept her pubic hair shaved into a neat little square above her shaft, and the rest of her area was clean-shaven.

She let a little moan slip, making my heart skip a beat. Then I started to think about Maggie. I started to feel that sadness again, and I wondered if maybe our relationship wasn’t over. Maybe we were just going through a rough patch. Maybe she just made a mistake and I needed to forgive her. As I thought about getting back together with Maggie, my chest filled with a strong guilt. If our relationship wasn’t dead, then I definitely shouldn’t be touching another girl—especially one with a big, hardening shaft. So I let go. “That’s plenty,” I said before clearing my throat. “I think it’s my turn to come up with something. So go ahead and guess.”

Her cheeks were dark red. She bit her lip, took a deep breath, and then she cleared her throat. “Is it an animal?” she asked.

And the questions went on. I kept finding myself looking down between her legs. She had an erection now and it wouldn’t go away. It was throbbing, but it was too big to hide—especially given the fact that she was naked. So I tried not to look, and I tried to conceal my own erection in my boxers. Why was I erect? Why did stroking her for a minute make me so aroused? Why wouldn’t it go away?

We got to the tenth question. She wasn’t close to my answer, which was inspired by her own previous question: a book that I figured she would never guess, by a science fiction author who was only marginally famous. But as she got closer to the twentieth question, I found myself thinking of all the things I could make her do. If she could make me rub her cock, then that meant I could probably get away with a lot. Maybe I could make her rub me. Maybe I could make her get me off. Or maybe I could make her touch herself.

My mind could only conjure up sexual ideas. I tried hard to pull my brain out from the gutter, but the temptation of my power was growing inside of me, and I still had that throbbing erection.

“Okay, last question,” I said.

“Is it the Bible?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Nope. It was Children of Time, by Adrian Tchaikovsky.”

“Who?” she said.

I smiled. And then my heart stammered. She was still erect. I was still erect. No one had to know about what happened in that basement. “Well? What am I doing?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. I bit my tongue. I coughed. “Suck my dick,” I said softly.

Sh stared into my eyes. “You mean your little dick?” she said with a slight smirk. I didn’t reply. She had her little giggle, and then she crawled over on her hands and knees. I stretched out my legs. She pulled down my boxers. Then, without much hesitation, she took my erect manhood and stood it up. She gently licked my tip before sinking it into her mouth. Her mouth was warm in a pleasant way: wet and humid. She licked as she sucked, puckering her lips up and down my length. It was a real blowjob: better than anything I ever got from Maggie. Maggie hated giving blowjobs. She would only give me one every year, on my birthday, and even then I had to beg.

October pushed her head down far, getting my shaft into her throat. Then she pushed out her tongue and tickled my ball sack, making me perk up. I let out a deep sigh. Then I sunk my fingers into her hair and gently massaged her head. I looked down her smooth back, at her perky bum, which swayed gently in the air. I couldn’t see her giant erection, but I knew it was there.

“Just like that,” I said, relaxing my body. She bobbed her head elegantly. She was good at sucking cock, making me think she had quite a bit of experience. I loved the way she flicked my tip with the tip of her tongue. I loved the way she pressed her lips hard around my girth as she pulled up. And I really loved when she took my ball sack with the palm of her hand and began to massage.

I laughed nervously. “You’re going to make me come,” I said.

She looked up at me with her eyes, without taking her mouth off my dick. She smiled, and then she closed her eyes and continued. My shaft began to throb. I was close. I squirmed and groaned, trying to hold back, wanting the moment to last. “Oh God,” I groaned. And then she suddenly pulled back and let go of my balls—seconds away from my orgasm. I clenched and squirmed and groaned. Nothing came out. “W—Why did you stop?” I said as my face flushed.

“That was plenty,” she said with a wink.

I was tempted to grab my dick and finish myself off. I knew it would be a big, messy cumshot, maybe even reaching her. I took a big, deep breath.

“What am I thinking of, Silvius?” she said, still with her big grin and her big erection.

So I started guessing, firing questions off quickly without much thought. I couldn’t wait for my punishment. I wanted to stroke her again. I wanted to see her come. Maybe she would want me to penetrate her tight anus—I couldn’t wait. So for my final guess, I picked the first thing that came to my mind. “Florida,” I said.

“Not even close,” she said. “I was thinking of Paris. I even told you it was French.”

“My bad,” I said. “So what am I doing?”

She smiled big and then she bit her lip. “Get on your hands and knees,” she said. I figured she was going to put her dick in my mouth. I was terrified, but also excited. There was something alluring about her big shaft. It was so feminine in the strangest way. It made me so aroused, and that arousal was growing by the minute, to the point that it was already almost unbearable. I got onto my hands and knees, but then she stood up and walked around me.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“You got the question wrong, so this is what you’re getting,” she said. “It’s not fun if you just get what you want, right?” She grabbed my butt cheeks and she spread them. Then she spat loudly. Her saliva trickled down my butt crack and over my clenched hole. She used her fingers to spread it around, even penetrating me slightly with her fingertips.

“Whoa!” I said. “I’m not into this.”

“Too bad,” she said. “Try to relax. Don’t clench.”

She pulled me back slightly, so that my hole was on the same horizontal plane as her shaft. Then she pressed her tip between my cheeks. I froze, overwhelmed with terror. This isn’t what I wanted. I thought she wanted to be a girl! Girls don’t penetrate men. I thought her shaft was purely ornamental: a leftover from her past life. I didn’t think she would actually want to use it! I figured she would surely want to be the bottom. But now I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t want to back out of the game after I made her suck on my shaft for five minutes, until I nearly came in her mouth.

“Oh God,” I groaned, tilting my head down. I felt so humiliated and so pathetic. I was on my hands and knees, dripping with sweat, about to be penetrated by a monster cock. I wasn’t ready for it, and I never would be.

“Relax,” she said. And then she began to push in, using her clenched fist to guide my tip into her body. I felt it penetrate. I felt my hole stretching. I tried to clench, but it didn’t seem to make much difference. She was determined to enter into my body, determined to slide her long shaft through my tight tunnel. I groaned and cursed and curled my fingers against the cement floor. Her fingertips pressed into my sides. I could feel her veins throbbing. I could feel her tip swelling.

“Doesn’t it feel nice?” she said.

I wanted to reply, to tell her that I didn’t like it, but I could feel a swelling in my throat. I couldn’t speak. I was rendered mute and paralyzed at the same time. What would Maggie think if she saw me like this? Would her respect for me fly out the window? Why did I care? We were broken up. She cheated on me. I needed to move on.

October’s shaft had an upward curve to it, pressing up towards my back. My legs began to tremble and shake. I bit down hard on my tongue, nearly drawing blood. It felt good in a weird way: strangely euphoric, strangely pleasant. I groaned. I didn’t want her to know that I was starting to like it. I didn’t want her to think that I was gay. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like boys. She wasn’t a boy—that was the only reason I was allowing this. Right?

She finally let go of her shaft. She had enough of her absurdly long erection inside of my body now; it no longer needed the support of her clenched fist. I shuddered and groaned. I clenched my hole tight, but that only made her groan louder. She was deep inside of my body: maybe up near my lungs. Her shaft felt like a wine bottle stretching my hole. It didn’t seem possible that such a member could exist, let alone on a petite woman. I couldn’t help but think that the stretching would be somewhat permanent.

She let out a deep sigh and began to thrust in and out. I let my head hang down. I looked down my body and saw that my shaft was erect and bobbing with each penetration. I’d never seen it so erect, like a piece of metal fused to my body. I felt like I was on the verge of coming, which didn’t seem possible.

“Don’t stop,” I heard myself say, to my shock. I became silent as the euphoria swelled inside of me. She started thrusting harder and faster. Did I really like this? Was I in a deeper state of pleasure than I ever managed to achieve in half a decade with Maggie?

“Shit,” she moaned. “You’re so tight.”

“Please don’t stop,” I said.

She thrusted harder and faster, slapping my tush with her fit pelvis. I looked back and saw the tattoos on her thighs. Maggie didn’t have tattoos. She thought they were stupid, but I thought they were so hot. I started pushing my bum back with every penetration, getting all of her inside of me, making her shaft push up between my lungs, towards my throat. Was it really that big, or was that just in my imagination? “Oh God, don’t stop!” I moaned.

“I can’t hold on,” she said through clenched teeth. She was pumping me quickly now, sliding her shaft in and out of my puckering tunnel. I heard her groaning and I felt her squirming.

Then, she pushed in hard and froze as a warm fluttering erupted inside of me. Was she coming? Was she filling my colon with her hot tranny semen? I let out a loud moan, and then she slid her shaft back, pulling it out with a shlop! I suddenly felt empty and depleted. I carefully lowered myself down onto the cement floor and I began to catch my breath. Then I felt that hot goo oozing down.

“Roll over,” she said. I used the last of my energy to roll onto my back.

Then I saw her sink down on top of me, nestling her head between my legs. She puckered her lips around my erection and started to suck, picking up where she left off. And it didn’t take her long before I was coming. I wasn’t able to warn her: I didn’t have the energy to produce the slightest whimper, so I took her by surprise. She gasped, but she managed to catch it all in her mouth before swallowing it.

“Thanks,” was all I managed to say.

“Don’t mention it,” she said, wiping her lips. She took a seat on the ground and looked back up at the window. “The sun’s starting to go down. It must be around 4:00 PM.”

“So what? Sixteen more hours you think?” I said.

She nodded her head. “Hopefully. Assuming they even notice that I’m not there.”

“I’m so thirsty,” I said.

She giggled. “Your cum actually helped a little bit with that for me.”

My heart trembled. I suddenly came to the realization that a tranny had just ejaculated inside of my body, and then I came in her mouth. Had I lost my mind? Was the heat in that small room driving me insane?


CHAPTER V

It was 6:00 PM and we were both exhausted. My throat was starting to feel dry. Then, the furnace suddenly clicked off. The flame went out in the little window and I sat up quickly. October only rolled her head to the side. “Is it finally off?” she asked. Her forehead was glistening with sweat, as was the rest of her tight body.

“It’s off,” I said. “It should start cooling down now.”

“It just turns off like that every night?” she asked without sitting up.

I nodded my head. Then I looked up at the pipes above our heads. “Any idea which pipe is for cold water?” I asked.

She looked at the pipes. “If one of those starts dumping water on us, you’ll end up flooding your basement. I don’t see the shutoff anywhere in here.”

“Maybe we can just crack the pipe and get a little bit of water to come down. I can have a plumber come tomorrow. I don’t have anything to lose down here anyway.”

“I think the one on the right is cold water. I mean—you can feel it with your fingers. If it doesn’t burn you, it’s probably the cold water.” I reached up and felt. The pipe was cool. So I began to bang on it with the dull side of my clenched fish. It groaned and creaked. I was aiming right for the seam, where the pipe joined with another. Suddenly, a few drops of water leaked out from the seam. I kept pounding it, and then a trickle came out. I put my head underneath, tilted up my face, and opened my mouth. For the first time that day, I had something to drink. The water had a terrible copper taste to it, but it was better than nothing.

October stood her naked body up and nudged me to the side. She opened her mouth and drank some of the water. “Ew. It’s so metallic,” she said.

“It’s better than nothing,” I said. We both drank some more. I stepped back while she tried to catch the water in her mouth. It was hard for her, because she was so short. I couldn’t help but chuckle as the water splashed all over her face.

“Shut up,” she said. Then she closed her eyes and let the cool water wash down her head and then her body, as if she was taking a little shower.

“That’s not a bad idea,” I said. I cozied up next to her and let the cool water splash on me. Our sweaty bodies were pressed together. As she turned, I felt her long shaft brush against my leg, and then it brushed against my shaft. We both looked down. “Sorry,” I said.

“Sorry for what? I touched you.”

“I don’t know,” I said, feeling shy. I found myself looking away quickly as she caught me staring at her long dick again. She giggled.

“Don’t tell me you’re still weird about the fact I’m trans.”

I shook my head. “I don’t care about that.”

She giggled and stepped close to me. “So I’m not making you uncomfortable?” she said.

I shook my head. She was, but lying seemed like the best solution. Then she reached down and grabbed my cock. She grabbed hers with her other hand, and then she pressed them together. “What’s the matter? Afraid your friends will call you gay?” She began to mash them together.

I laughed nervously. “I don’t care that you’re trans,” I said.

Then she looked down and gasped. She held my cock for a moment longer before letting go. “Are you getting hard?”

I looked down. I was getting hard—and I was getting hard fast. My shaft was throbbing intensely. “I’m sorry. It’s just the rubbing.”

“I’m not getting hard,” she said.

I turned away, and then she grabbed my arm and spun me towards her. The cool water continued to splash on our bodies. She stood up on her toes and tilted her head up. I leaned in and we kissed. I’m not sure why I went along with it. I don’t know why I let her press her lips against mine, and I don’t know why I kissed back. I even let her slip her tongue into my mouth as I put my hands on her warm body. Now I was getting hard quickly: throbbing and growing. My tip slid up along her abdomen, and then my rock hard shaft was pressed against her body. She seemed to like it, grinding herself against it. She even reached down and grabbed it firmly, tugging it and pulling back my foreskin. She squashed it against her shaft again. Even flaccid, she was bigger than me. She pulled her hand up both shafts, nearly dropping mine. She had to use both hands to massage them properly.

“You like this, huh?” she said, staring into my eyes.

I nodded my head. “I guess so.”

“Does that surprise you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. Then I leaned forward and kissed her again. She squeezed our cocks tightly together and tugged hard—almost painfully. She moved her wet hand up and down. I caressed her sweaty body. Then I squeezed her breasts firmly before playing with her hard nipples. She laughed nervously, and then I felt her getting hard against me. I looked down and watched as her long shaft grew longer and thicker. Her reddened tip emerged from her tight foreskin. And then I couldn’t help myself.

I sunk down to my knees and slid the cock into my mouth. I sucked, bobbing my head. I licked her tip the way she licked mine. She tensed up and then she relaxed. Another nervous giggle slipped out from her lips. “I know you think I’m a whore,” she said. “But you’re only the second guy I’ve ever been with. And the first guy might not even count. He had sex with me while I was almost blackout drunk.”

I looked up at her and slipped her shaft out from my lips for a short moment. “I’m sorry to hear that.” Then I kept sucking. I wasn’t sure if I could believe her. She was too hot and too good at sex; it couldn’t have just been her second—or maybe first time. And why was she so horny? If she got this horny, there was no way she could go this long without putting out.

Or maybe this was the side effect of missing her pill. She said she took a couple of pills each day. Maybe she’d missed a few pills now. Maybe that testosterone was starting to enter her body for the first time in years and it was making her hornier than ever before. I’d heard that sex change hormones could make a person lose their sex drive, so it made sense to think that someone could regain their sex drive by missing a few doses.

I got as much of her monster cock into my mouth as I could. I sucked hard, bobbing my head. She massaged my hair. I felt her tip throbbing against my cheek. A thick strand of pre-cum oozed out from her shaft. I sucked it up and swallowed it.

“Do you want me to come in you or on you?” she asked with a soft voice.

“In me,” I said, muffled by her shaft. I wanted to taste her cum. The pre-cum was just a treat: just a tease. My own shaft was throbbing mercilessly now. I needed more. I needed the real thing. I started pumping her with my clenched fist: all of the inches I couldn’t fit into my mouth. I pumped hard and fast, desperate to taste her load.

She clenched and squirmed and groaned, and then she gave me what I wanted: a massive burst of hot cum in my mouth. I groaned as the bitter taste pooled on my tongue. I waited until her tenth and final blast before tilting my head back to slowly swallow the load. My head was spinning with excitement. My skin was tingling. I stood up and we kissed again. She licked my lips, getting a taste of herself, and then I found myself staring into my eyes.

“Sorry about what I said earlier, about you not deserving your job,” I said.

She smiled. “It’s okay. I get it a lot. I really can fix your furnace. I just need some tools.”

I nodded my head. And then I smirked. “I guess I’ll believe it when I see it.”

“Well when we get out of here, let me use your shower to clean myself up, and then I’ll fix it before going home.”

“Deal,” I said. “As long as I can slip into the shower with you.”

She smiled. “Deal. As long as I can slip into your tight ass again with my cock.”

That nervous tingling returned, but this time it was accompanied by a strong excitement. The ass fucking felt amazing. I wanted more of it, and I couldn’t wait to get more of it.

It was dark outside now—impossible to know what time it was, as neither of us had a watch or a phone. We were both tired: exhausted from sweating all day. I let October have my clothes to use as a pillow. I didn’t mind just leaning against the cement wall. It was the least I could do. I was starting to feel guilty about getting her locked in that room. Maybe it was my fault. Maybe I should have propped the metal door open. I knew that the handle got jammed sometimes, and I didn’t even warn her.

We chatted for hours. “So do you plan on visiting Finland at all?” I asked after we talked about school. But she didn’t answer. I looked over at her and saw that her eyes were closed. She was sleeping peacefully. I caught myself smiling. Then I decided to let my eyes close as well. Soon we would be free—assuming her employers came looking for her.


CHAPTER VI

It was early when I heard footsteps upstairs. It took a moment before I remembered that I was stuck in that room in the basement with October. I looked over at her and she was still asleep. Then I looked at the window and saw that the sun was just starting to come up.

I sprung to my feet. “We’re down here!” I called out loudly, waking October up. Then I grabbed my pants and I began to pull them up. “Help! We’re down here!”

“Is someone there?” October asked.

“I heard footsteps,” I said. “Please help up! We’re stuck in the basement.”

October sat up and grabbed her sweater, pulling it over her body before grabbing her panties off the wet ground. The pipe was still leaking. Everything was damp from the water splashing against the cement floor.

“I think they’re coming down the stairs,” I said, pressing my ear against the cement wall, trying to hear the footsteps. They were faint, but they weren’t far away: definitely in the house. I yelled again before banging hard on the stuck metal panel. I looked back at October, who was now pulling up her shorts. “I can hear them!” I turned to the metal door. “We’re stuck in here! Please help us!”

Then I heard the handle turning. I heard the creak, and then I heard the stuck bolt pop loose. I wanted to scream out in joy, but I contained myself. We weren’t going to die in a hot basement. We were saved.

The panel budged open. I grabbed it and pulled it hard, swinging it open, expecting to see some stranger with the furnace company, but instead I found myself staring at Maggie. My heart quickly plunged into my stomach.

“Silvius?” she said.

“Maggie?”

I watched as Maggie’s eyes drifted from me to October. “Hello,” she said softly.

“Uh, this is October. She’s the furnace mechanic. We got stuck in here yesterday. W—What are you doing here?” I said. I looked down at her body and then back up at her face. She was pretty. I forgot how pretty she was. I’d never gone weeks without seeing her. The longest I’d ever gone without seeing her was five days, shortly after we started dating. She was so gentle and soft.

She nodded her head slowly. “Your mom gave me the address,” she said. “So you bought a house on the street that I love.”

I nodded my head. “Yeah. I was actually going to surprise you on that day, but then… Well, you know.”

She looked down at the ground. Then October brushed by us. “I’m just going to go,” she said. Then she looked back. “I’ll have my boss send someone over to finish the job. It was nice meeting you.”

“Wait,” I said. I didn’t have her number. I didn’t want her to slip out from my fingers. But I didn’t want to ask for her number in front of Maggie. And now, Maggie was staring into my eyes with a concerned look on her face, waiting to hear what I had to say. October had a look of her own: wide eyes, full of hope and hesitation.

“What is it?” October asked.

And then I looked at Maggie again. Maggie looked back at October and then she looked at me. “Anyway. I thought we could go grab a coffee. Maybe we can talk this through. I’ve had a lot of time to think about what happened. I have a good feeling that we’ll be able to put it all behind us.”

I looked into Maggie’s eyes as she smiled. I did miss that smile. I missed the warmth that she would bring into a room with that smile. I missed being with her in bed, cuddling up on cold nights. I missed the way she would laugh. “Coffee?” I said quietly. “Um, maybe. Okay. Sure.”

Then I saw October turning away. I remembered October’s large appendage between her thighs. It was better that I wasn’t with a t-girl, with a girl with a cock, with a girl who was once a boy. But then I looked at Maggie and I remembered the sight of her with my best friend, on our bed. How could I know it wouldn’t happen again? How could I know that she really loved me? If she really loved me, she wouldn’t have cheated on me. And if I really loved her, it wouldn’t have been so easy to cut her out from my life.

So what was worse: a cheating girl or a well-hung t-girl? I found myself thinking of that large cock again. What was wrong with it? What did I have against it? I liked stroking it and I liked sucking it. Hell, I even liked when she put it inside of me. Maybe there would be a few awkward moments when family members discovered her reality, but they would just be moments: temporary. What Maggie did to me, and what she might do again—that wasn’t just a moment; it was a lifelong wound, a lifetime of distrust. I would never be able to look into her eyes the same way again.

October was halfway up the stairs. “October, wait,” I said. Maggie’s eyes narrowed.

“Silvius,” Maggie said. “Can we please just go for coffee?”

“I—I need to have my furnace fixed,” I said.

“Our furnace,” Maggie said with her warm smile. “And it will get fixed. You heard her: she’ll call her boss and have someone else come.”

“No. I want her to fix it. She said she would fix it,” I said.

“You’re being rude—and weird,” Maggie said. “Just leave the key under the mat and let’s go get a coffee. We can go for a walk. I’m sure the furnace will be fixed before we’re home.”

“She told me she would fix it,” I said. “I want her to do it. And—And I want you to leave.”

October was frozen now, staring at me with big, wide eyes. There was fear in those eyes, but also excitement. It looked like she was holding back a smile. Maggie, on the other hand, wasn’t about to smile. Her lips parted and her face was turning white. “Excuse me?” she said.

“You cheated on me. You made your decision. I don’t want to be with you. I want to be with her.” I pointed at October.

Maggie looked back at October for a long moment. Then she turned to me with dark, narrowed eyes. “Her? Silvius, she looks like a tranny,” she said with a whisper. I was shocked to hear her say it. Was it obvious? Why couldn’t I see it? I looked at October, who had obviously heard Maggie’s whisper.

“Mind your own business,” I said to Maggie. Even if it was true that October looked trans, it made no difference to me. I saw a beautiful girl. I saw a girl I wanted to be with—and a girl I knew wouldn’t cheat on me. “This isn’t our house. It’s not our furnace. It’s mine. Your house and your furnace is across town, and the lease needs to be renewed soon, by the way—without my name on it.”

Maggie pressed her lips thin. “Fine,” she said. She stomped towards the stairs and then bumped past October. Then she stopped and turned to me. “By the way, I slept with your friend five times this month.” Then she stormed off.

I smiled. I was so glad to hear her say those words; they were everything I needed to know that I was making the right decision. But even without them, I knew I wanted to be with October. I knew it wouldn’t be easy at times, and I knew there would be people who wouldn’t understand. But those were just obstacles. Every relationship has different obstacles.

October stared at me with glossy eyes, still holding back that little smile. “So do you want to take that shower?” I asked.

And then finally, she let that little smile slip as she nodded her head.

THE END
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