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TAKEN BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYER

A Transgender Discovery Story

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


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.
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