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Hannah stood in front of her dorm room closet, brow furrowed. It was like this every morning. She’d go out for a run, then take a quick shower, brush her hair, and then, when it was time to get dressed...get completely derailed.

The problem was that nothing ever seemed to look good on her. She’d tried to find outfits, of course, spent uncounted hours and hundreds of dollars digging through American Eagle and Nordstrom Rack looking for things that would fit both her body and her sense of style, but she was never happy with what she found.

It wasn’t that she hated her body, exactly. She knew what that felt like. Back when she’d been in her old body, back before that pill had come out that had changed everything, she’d been absolutely miserable, and she’d only ever been able to wear the loosest, baggiest sweatshirts and sweatpants she could find. Even then, going out in public had been exhausting, stressful, and sometimes utterly impossible.

No, now things were better. When she looked in the mirror, it wasn’t that she saw something that she didn’t identify with, or something that disgusted her. Now it was a simple case of body shame. The pill had given her the kind of body she wanted, but if she’d had the opportunity to choose...well, she might have wanted hips that were a little wider, or a butt that was a little bigger, or a pair of boobs that actually needed a bra. Scrolling through Pinterest, seeing all the shiny, pretty girls with their curves and their smiles...on bad days, it made her feel ill. How was she supposed to fit into clothes made for girls like that? She was just...so skinny, so plain, so utterly forgettable.

It seemed kind of silly, now that she really thought about it. So she hadn’t gotten the shape she’d dreamed of. So what? She was a lot closer than she’d been. Her face was more or less where she’d wanted it, at least. There were bigger problems, holes in the ozone layer, starving children in Africa, all that jazz. Her own disappointment at the way her body looked was nothing at all compared to any of that.

But even if she tried to get herself off the subject, it never worked. The problem was that all of her other issues stemmed from the shame she felt around her body. Her fear of sex and relationships came from worries that no one would find her desirable. Her lack of confidence in the classroom came from the fear that people might judge her appearance as she spoke. And her perpetual lateness to her 9:30 AM lectures was down to the unreasonably long time she spent every morning picking out her clothes. She’d once naively dreamed that all her problems would go away once she transitioned, but that wasn’t the case. Things were better, but...they weren’t really what they could be.

Sighing, Hannah tried to pull herself together. It wouldn’t do to stand in front of the mirror and brood all day; she did have other things to do. After another minute or so of fretting, she picked out the usual “indecision outfit,” a t-shirt and jeans, slipped on her shoes, and hurried out the door. There was no time for breakfast, and even then she’d probably be late...again. Sighing, she readied herself for another day of classes.

* * *

Her first lecture, Math 215, went by quickly. Maybe she didn’t have the confidence to answer questions in front of the class, but when left to work problems out by herself, she found the time flying by. Numbers had been her sanctuary, her haven, in a world where she’d felt like she didn’t belong. Even though things were a little better now, they were still comforting, like an old friend. Even the most challenging calculus problems were a source of solace for her.

Next came History of Modern Southeast Asia. Hannah didn’t find the subject particularly interesting, but she had had a free space in her schedule and a History distribution requirement to fill, and it had always been her dream to study abroad at Nanyang Technological in Singapore. The class felt like a good-luck ritual more than anything else – maybe if she demonstrated her dedication to the plan, the gods would smile on her and grant her their favor. She’d never been religious, but that was how it worked, right?

After two ninety minute lectures back-to-back, she always felt a little drained, and more so today; she really had to stop skipping breakfast. Famished, she hustled over to the cafeteria to get herself a plate of whatever looked most edible. Settling on her usual meal of a salad and French fries (she reasoned that, nutritionally, they were a carb), she looked around briefly before spotting her best friend, Grace, at their usual table towards the back of the cafeteria. They waved to each other, and then Hannah headed over.

Grace’s meal schedule could only be described as bizarre. Instead of eating three meals a day, as was common in the real world, or four meals, as was common in college (brunch, late lunch, dinner, midnight fast food), she lived on constant small snacks, each carefully calibrated to include the perfect amount of nutrition. This wasn’t easy at the cafeteria, where stone-faced workers silently doled out completely random amounts of food to each student, so she often had leftovers from previous meals. For “lunch,” which for her was meal number three, she was having an apple and a small container of sushi, both ready-to-eat items that came packaged in constant amounts. She professed to enjoy her eating habits, but Hannah always noticed her eyeing her fries. “Hey there,” she said, as Hannah approached. “What’s up?”

“Not much,” Hannah said, plunking down her tray. “I’m bushed after two classes in a row. How did I ever do high school?”

“High school was the fucking worst,” said Grace. “It should be, like, illegal. Cute eyeliner, by the way.”

“Thanks,” said Hannah, “but it almost made me late to math class.” She had been drawn to Grace the year before partly because of those validating little compliments she dished out. Even if the world judged Hannah for being transgender, Grace didn’t, didn’t seem to care at all, and Hannah loved her for it.

“Whatever,” said Grace. “Math class is one day. Sexy? That’s forever. Got any weekend plans?” Grace dreamed of being a fashion magazine editor, and she already talked like one. Looked the part, too. Hannah’s makeup look was something she’d spent years practicing, and yet it was still basic and uninspired; Grace’s was something new every day, always eye-catching and eternally impressive. Her sense of style, too, was flawless; every outfit she chose showed off her body in just the right way, allowing her to turn heads everywhere she went. Hannah admired her...and envied her. Why couldn’t she have that confidence, that presence, that effortless charm?

“No,” said Hannah. “Not really. I’m just gonna, you know, do homework…”

“No you won’t,” interrupted Grace, inspecting her nails. “You’re going to do all your homework on Friday afternoon because otherwise you’ll worry about it too much to be able to relax. Then you’ll spend the next two days watching drama videos on YouTube and eating animal crackers one at a time so that you don’t get ‘carried away’ and have too many. You have to get out there, honey. Do something new.”

As often happened when she hung around Grace, Hannah was stunned into silence. That had been her weekend plan, but when Grace described it like that, it sounded kind of...sad, almost, like something someone would do who was completely stuck in her routine. Finally, she collected her thoughts enough to respond. “Um...you know, you could be right, I guess. I just don’t know what that would be…”

“Of course I’m right,” said Grace. “Giving advice is easy as fuck. Now, when people give me advice...that’s when problems start to creep in. How am I supposed to do what other people say I should when I enjoy wallowing in my own problems so much?” She paused for a moment before laughing and moving on. “Anyway, you should find something. Hey, I have a friend who I can hook you up with. She always knows what’s up, you know, where the cool people are hanging out.”

“I’m not really sure I’m one of the cool people,” said Hannah, “but...I guess I’ll get in touch with her. Depending on what the thing she wants me to do is.”

“Give it a try,” said Grace. “Come out of your shell. It’s good for you.”

“Um...yeah,” said Hannah. “Hey, you never told me what you were doing this weekend.”

“Uh...well,” said Grace. “There’s a party I’m probably not going to, and it’s three dollar Jack week at the bar down the road, so…”

“Those aren’t real plans,” said Hannah. “When you have a real plan, you always talk shit about it first. Like, if you were really going to that party, you would probably have used the word ‘losers’ at some point. I want to hear what you are doing.”

It was Grace’s turn to be silenced for a moment. “Yeah, fine, you got me. I’m not really...super busy this weekend. So I guess that makes two of us.”

“There was that Brian guy from last weekend,” said Hannah. “You could call him.”

Grace made a face. “I...guess. I don’t know if we really...clicked. We’ve been over this before, right? It’s just not easy to...you know, make a commitment to a man like that. Men scare me.”

Hannah nodded. It was strange, but Grace’s confidence evaporated totally around members of the less-than-fair sex. While a casual observer might have expected her to have gone through a long string of boyfriends, she’d actually never seriously dated anyone at all, or even, to Hannah’s knowledge, had sex. In that way, they were in the same boat. “I know the feeling. Well, don’t push yourself.”

“Oh, come the fuck on,” said Grace. “You can’t let me push you around like that and then let me off so easy. You have to pressure me to go out and do something just like I pressured you, or my conscience will never leave me alone.”

“Oh, okay,” said Hannah. “Well, you may not like YouTube drama videos, but if you don’t go out this weekend, the only thing you’ll do is spend hours scrolling through k-pop stan twitter. And that’s even worse.”

“Fuck,” said Grace. “You got me there. Well...maybe I’ll look out for something I do want to do. But, if you’re okay with it, I’m still giving your phone number to that friend of mine. She can find something for you to do.”

“I’m not sure I like the sound of that,” said Hannah, “but fine. No guarantees that I won’t back out if it’s something completely crazy, though.”

“Oh, it’s not going to be that crazy,” said Grace. “Do you think I would trust my Hannah to someone who would do her dirty? No.” They both laughed, and then the conversation veered away from the subject of the coming weekend and around to classes. Grace was, of all things, a political science major, and she loved to complain about the loudmouths in her classes. “Don’t they understand that they’re not running for office yet? Every time they open their mouths, it’s gotta be some proclamation about the state of world history. Or else communism. A lot of communism. Jesus, get over yourselves!” Her rants were endlessly entertaining, and Hannah was a willing audience as Grace systematically deconstructed each and every objectionable member of her Political Theory discussion group. “After all,” she pointed out, “having to read Foucault is bad enough. Why should I also have to put up with these people who all think they’re gonna be the next batshit theorist?”

When Hannah finished her meal, they parted ways, Grace heading to that very Political Theory discussion group and Hannah to the library to start her homework. There was a decent amount, but she wasn’t one of those people who left it until the night before it was due; she felt the need to get it done quickly so that it wouldn’t build up and overwhelm her.

The afternoon oozed by, and equations were swimming in front of her eyes after a couple of hours, soon to be joined by grainy black-and-white portraits of the main instigators of the Malayan Emergency. Why did they all have to have the same haircut? It was hard enough to stay engaged with the boring, frustrating History readings without these even-more-boring characters coming in to take her further out of things. Eventually, though, she finished her required readings with a couple of hours still to go before dinner. Excited to finally be done with work, she gathered her things and headed up out of the library basement.

As she left the library, her phone buzzed with a text message from an unknown number. It had been sent thirty-five minutes before, but Hannah hadn’t received it because of the library’s basement forming a Faraday cage; that was something she was learning about in Physics. The message was short, reading simply, Hey, it’s Melody, Grace’s friend. I hear you’re in need of some weekend entertainment?

Hannah struggled for a minute to figure out how to respond, ultimately settling on the slightly-joking Well, Grace thinks I am, anyway. It wasn’t good to be too stiff.

Despite the long lag before Hannah had responded, Melody seemed to have been ready for her; a reply came almost instantly. What are your thoughts on frats?

Not a big fan, replied Hannah, trying not to sound too negative. At the same time, though, she had to disabuse Melody of even the vague, unformed notion that she might possibly be okay with going to a frat party. They were for...well, they were for frat types.

Understandable, came the response. But I wasn’t going to tell you to just go to a frat party. Anyone could have come up with that. No, this is a frat party you get paid to go to.

Um, responded Hannah, that sounds kinda sus.

I get it, replied Melody, but here’s the deal: You go to Alpha Pi Pi tomorrow night, serve drinks for four hours between nine and one, and get paid $150. No long-term obligations or anything, and for someone like you, otherwise unengaged, it’s a great way to make a buck, right? And the frats are way better now than they used to be. The school came in a couple of years ago and kicked major ass.

I’m not sure, Hannah shot back. That’s not really my kind of thing.

Grace doesn’t have any plans either, responded Melody. You two are friends, right? If I force her to go and be at this party with you, would you consider it?

It wasn’t an unattractive offer, actually. Keeping frat guys supplied with beer and jungle juice wasn’t going to be a full-time thing, since eventually they’d start getting tired of waiting and just go grab some themselves. Then she’d have some time to talk to her friend. And Melody was right about the frats. It had once been one of the big unspoken rules at Roberts, that you could never go to a frat party as a girl, but it wasn’t that way anymore – the school had taken over control of the frats from the national organizations, and stringent rules were actually enforced against the brothers. Nothing bad had come out of the Roberts frats in over three years now. So maybe...maybe it was an offer worth considering. That does change things, she replied. I don’t know if it’s a great idea, but I’ll consider it.

Decide fast, said Melody. You have to go to the frat tonight at around eight to ask for the job. They’re looking for a few girls, but there’s bound to be some competition.

Competition? Hannah was getting less sure about this idea again, after never being so hot on it in the first place. She couldn’t...perform for people, or whatever they’d want her to do. Still, the $150 was nothing to sniff at. Even though her clothes never seemed to look good on her, she was always on the lookout for new ones, always hoping to find the perfect fit, and $150 would go a long way towards the next Black Friday sale. Also, she had the first few months after college to think about – having a few thousand dollars by then was a goal of hers, and the payment from this could help with that too.

It was probably a bad idea, but screw it. Grace was right about the whole getting-out-and-doing-something thing, and this was something, all right. Plus, if Melody prevailed on her to come, she would be there too, which would help. All right, she texted back. I’ll do it.

Cool, replied Melody. I’ll tell Grace, then. Good luck!

Hannah found herself standing in front of her dorm room door; the text conversation had carried her all the way back across campus. Checking her watch, she saw that it was four-thirty. There was time for a cup of tea and a TV show before dinner, and afterwards she’d have to get ready to...make a good first impression. She realized she had no idea what she was expected to do. Oh well. She’d agreed to do this stupid thing, so why not go through with it?

Sighing, she unlocked the door and turned on the teakettle. At least she had some time to herself first.

* * *

Two and a half hours later, Hannah was back from dinner and ready to...get ready. She was pretty sure she knew what the frat guys would be looking for, but she couldn’t provide it, not really, for the same reason that she couldn’t fit into a lot of the clothes she liked most. Instead, she opted to improve what she could control, upgrading her eyeliner look into more of a wing shape that was sure to be eye-catching. At the end of the day, they were hiring her to serve drinks; that had been the entire job description. So they couldn’t complain too much if she didn’t look like a fashion model.

Then she had to decide what to wear. This was a great dilemma. If they were looking for a sorority girl, she didn’t have anything that looked remotely like that. And this was a job interview, but it was a job interview at a frat, so it was really hard to figure out what would be appropriate. Finally, she chose a cropped t-shirt and a pair of high-rise jeans. Was it formal? No, but it looked pretty good. At seven forty-five, she headed out into the warm California night, bound for the frat house.

Hannah heard the party before she saw it. Even from a block away, the hooting and cheering echoed through the quiet suburban neighborhood. It must be a nightmare to live around here, she mused. When the frat house finally did come into view, it was about what she expected. Except for the big ΑΠΠ over the doorway, nothing about it really looked like it had been cared for in many a year. Some of the windows were broken, and the entire front yard was covered by a hideous canopy made of blue tarps, the grass ground into the mud in what was clearly the scene of many, many parties just like the one that was happening just then. Since it was Thursday night, it appeared to be a “family” gathering – there were no girls that Hannah could see, just a bunch of brothers chugging beer and screaming at each other. What a scene.

And...who should she talk to? Cautiously, she approached the yard, trying to see if there was anyone present who might have some tiny amount of responsibility for what was happening. Most of the frat guys took no notice of her, giving her a cursory glance before returning to their boisterous conversation.

Just as Hannah was despairing, a tall, muscular guy wearing a tight-fitting tank top that really got her attention came out of the front door and, noticing her, waved her over. She weaved through the crowd, trying not to bump anyone on the way by, and soon found herself standing in front of him.

He was a little intimidating up close, towering half a head over her. “Hey, you here for the, uh, the job?”

“Um, yeah,” she said. “I mean, unless it’s...full or something. You know.” She was spouting nonsense, but she was so nervous all of a sudden that it was hard not to. He seemed to be getting her meaning anyway.

“Nah, there’s spots left,” he said. “I mean, you’re actually here on time. That’s, like, better than a lot of people manage. Uh, hey, come into the living room. I’m Ethan, by the way. And you are?”

“Hannah,” said Hannah. “Nice to meet you.” She followed him into the house, arms clasped tightly to her side like she did whenever she had to go into a place that probably wasn’t cleaned regularly.

The inside of Alpha Pi Pi wasn’t all that different from the outside. There were, of course, liquor bottles and other garbage scattered all over the floor. Most of the brothers seemed to be outside partying, but there were a few scattered around the ground floor, eating, gaming, even doing homework. To Hannah’s relief, she spotted the other girls off in a room to the side. One of them was talking animatedly about something or other, and there were a few brothers there too. Was this like a really casual group interview?

“We’ve got another one,” said Ethan, leaning into the living room.

“Oh, cool! That’s four, then,” said one of the brothers in the room. Unlike Ethan, who definitely had the frat-guy look, but in a non-threatening way, this guy definitely looked like bad news. Hannah got a definite Steve-from-Smash-Mouth vibe from him. Why would you go for that look? Despite that, he exuded confidence; he was taking up an entire couch purely by manspreading harder than she had ever seen anyone manspread in her entire life, including her own incredibly oblivious father. How did a person get to be that way?

Well, whatever. Hannah became aware that Ethan was saying something. “Well, you should, uh, sit down. And relax! You have the job.”

“Yeah,” piped up the manspreader. “Just ‘cuz you’re here on time. That’s all we’re looking for, you know? People think that because they’re working at a frat, they can fuck around and not show up. But you know otherwise! What’s your name? I’m Josh.”

“Hannah,” said Hannah, again. “Um, nice to meet you.” She was glad to have the job, but she still wasn’t entirely sure that accepting it was the right move. Oh well; you only live once, right? Looking around the room for a place to sit, she noticed that, of the two couches, one was taken up by Josh and one was taken up by the other three girls. Besides that, there was a filthy, chewed-up armchair that looked like it had gotten the worst of a collision with a ketchup truck, and then...the floor, which she just knew was a cockroach haven. The fact that the other two or three frat guys also in the room were standing was just better evidence that she was safest staying on her feet.

“Well,” said Ethan, “if we have everyone here, we can start the, uh, orientation, such as it is. Beer and other stuff is gonna be in the fridge, jungle juice is gonna be on the table, and just make sure to make the rounds every ten minutes or so. And, well, we’ll pay you after. Be there at nine, and you can leave at one. We’re not asking for a lot, so, uh, please do try to do that much. ” Despite his large size, he seemed to be a little awkward; not what Hannah would have expected, but it wasn’t a deal-breaker either. After all, he was still cute. She smiled to herself.

“Any questions?” asked Josh.

“Yeah,” said one of the girls, a glamorous-looking sorority type. Hannah felt intimidated just being around her. She just seemed so much more confident and comfortable with herself than Hannah did. “Like, what should we wear?”

The frat guys exchanged a glance before Ethan turned back to the girl and shrugged. “Well, I mean, I’m not gonna be a fashion cop. Just dress like you’re going to a frat party, I guess. Maybe a little nicer – if you’re serving drinks, you want to draw a little attention, right? But do what you feel.”

They all stared at each other for a moment, everyone seemingly trying to decide whether it was appropriate to make small talk in a room that none of them really wanted to spend a lot of time in. Hannah was just now realizing that the odor she’d been smelling since entering the house was actually coming from the carpet. How was that...how was that possible? Following the lead of the other girls, who were slowly getting up, she turned to go. “Well, thanks for the job and stuff,” she said, turning to Ethan. The other three murmured their agreement.

“No problem!” said Josh. “We were in need, and you provided! That’s capitalism, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” said Hannah. She headed out of the living room and weaved her way through the crowd outside, thinking about what she was going to wear. Did she have anything that would be appropriate at a frat party? Unless she wanted to give off a pretty major nerdy-girl-with-senioritis vibe in a sweatshirt and some old jeans, the answer was no.

Just then, a car pulled up to the curb, an old, beat-up Chevy sedan from at least three presidential administrations before. Hannah would have recognized it anywhere. She ran up to the passenger door window just as it was rolling down. “Grace? What are you doing here?”

“Get in, loser, we’re going shopping,” said Grace, smiling. “Melody told me about your wild weekend plan. Well, I’m willing to go to a frat party if it means getting you out and about as well. But if you’re getting paid to be there, you’re not going to be able to get away with your usual look, right?”

“‘Look’” is generous,” said Hannah, “but I don’t know about, you know, shopping. What am I even gonna buy that fits me better?”

“You’ll have me to help,” said Grace. “We’ll figure it out when we’re there. There’s a sale on at a lot of the mall stores, so whatever you do get is gonna be cheap, at least. Hurry up, get in!”

Smiling weakly, Hannah pulled open the door and slid into the passenger seat next to Grace. The other girl really did have good fashion sense, but she was also a little...intense when it came to shopping. This promised to be a memorable evening.

* * *

The Dos Hermanos mall wasn’t terribly crowded at nine p.m., which was just before most stores closed up for the night. Grace seemed worried as they pushed open the main doors. “What if we don’t have enough time?”

“We’re finding one outfit. It shouldn’t take that long.” Hannah smiled; she knew that that was bound to get Grace going.

“You can’t just go to the mall and buy one outfit!” said her friend. “This is what I keep telling you, Hannah. If you just had more of a shopping mindset –”

“What, I could spend entire days here like you do?”

“And so what if I do?” asked Grace. “It’s a routine. Look around the sale racks, then pick out shoes and an outfit to go with them, rinse, and repeat! I’m just trying to save you from boring outfits.”

“I don’t know if ‘boring’ is the issue, really,” said Hannah, “more that everything makes me look like I’m wearing a garbage bag or something. Even if you put on an actual garbage bag with holes cut in it, you would still look good.”

“Oh, Hannah, be nice to yourself,” said Grace. “Remember, the last time I helped you, we found those cute jeans. This is just the same as then, only easier, because we can’t only look at t-shirts and jeans like usual. You have to branch out a little - it’s a party!”

“I...I guess,” said Hannah. “Well, it sounds like you have some ideas in mind, at least.”

“Do I!” said Grace. They wandered through the mall, ducking into a number of stores on the way, but Hannah didn’t find anything she liked in the first few, even with Grace’s help. Everything was too fitted, or too formal, or too unflattering in other ways. She began to get the familiar sinking feeling she got every time she shopped.

As they were walking through store number five, Hannah despairing of finding anything as the mall’s official ten p.m. closing time drew nearer and nearer, Grace pointed to a rack of clothes. “Hey, what about those?”

“These are...t-shirt dresses?” Hannah asked, pulling one out to get a better look. “I don’t know, I…”

“No, this is perfect!” said Grace. “If you’re worried that you’re too skinny – and you’re not, you’re just being hard on yourself, and you should stop – but if you are, these are baggy but also kind of sexy at the same time. They kind of add curves, you know? I don’t know how to describe it, exactly. Just get in the changing room!” She handed Hannah a dress in her size and pushed her towards the changing rooms. Faced with no choice but to comply, Hannah headed in and slid the curtain shut behind her.

The t-shirt dress was intimidatingly large. It was an oversized style, so there was a lot of extra material where a normal dress might have fitted more tightly to Hannah’s body. Maybe Grace was right that that was an asset.

She slid the garment on and took a look at herself in the mirror. Actually, it wasn’t a bad look at all, was it? Sure, it was kind of the fashion equivalent of a cop-out, but it brought attention to her legs (which were nice), without being too baggy to the point where it looked like a muumuu or something. And it was long enough to steer clear of the VSCO vibe, which was a relief. Still, she wasn’t totally sure that it was the right look. After examining herself for a moment longer, Hannah stepped out of the changing room to get Grace’s opinion.

“Oh my god!” said Grace. “See, I told you! You look so cute!”

“I mean, I -” Hannah had never been good at taking compliments.

“Shhhh,” said her friend. “You never want to hear anything good about yourself. Don’t ruin this moment! This is the perfect outfit!”

“Are...are you sure?” asked Hannah. Maybe it was kind of okay, but she had trouble believing her new look was worth making this much of a fuss over. Then again, Grace always tended to get excited when they went shopping.

“Trust me,” said Grace. “This is the one you’ve been looking for. We don’t even have to get anything else. Come on, change out of it and let’s buy it right now!”

“Um, okay,” said Hannah. Maybe it was cute. Heading back into the changing room, she shut the door and took a good hard look at herself. Despite all of Grace’s praise, she couldn’t quite believe that she really did look good. She decided to try an experiment: Screwing her eyes shut, she imagined that the mirror was a doorway, and that the girl on the other side of it was someone else, someone she didn’t even know. What would her first impression be?

Opening her eyes, she felt a broad grin spread over her face. The feeling was almost as good as when she had first put on a dress, over five years ago now. It really was a good look, but more than that it was a culmination, a reminder of just how far she’d come. There had been a part of her, just under the surface, that had never quite accepted that her body was something she really was allowed to like, to be proud of, even to show off. And that insecurity wasn’t gone; far from it. But here, in this dress, in this moment, she could forget about it. For a moment, she almost wished she had an Instagram or something just so she could post a picture, which was an urge she rarely felt.

Hannah knew now that she had to buy the dress. Who knew a 3XL t-shirt could make a person so happy? She changed out of it, and then, stepping out of the changing room with it over her arm, she flashed Grace a smile. “I think I’m gonna go for it. This dress really is cute.”

“I’m so happy for you,” said Grace. “I’ve never heard you say that you liked how something looked on you! I think this is a big step.”

“Yeah, yeah,” said Hannah, leading the way to the register. “But don’t push me too much on this, or maybe I’ll get second thoughts.”

“Fine,” said Grace. “But I’m glad I came along, just so that I could see it happen with my own two eyes.”

The dress turned out to be 50% off, so in addition to a cute outfit, Hannah was taking home a bargain. Though she didn’t fully show it to Grace, she felt happier and more confident than she had in a while. Sometimes she got that feeling when buying shoes or jewelry, but never clothes. And she was also happy that she’d brought her friend; even though Grace could be a little bit loud and exuberant, she really did have an eye for fashion.

As they left the mall, Hannah breathed in the cool night air and smiled again. Just think, all this and she was going to a frat party. Hopefully it wouldn’t be too terrible.

* * *

The next day flew by. No one at Roberts had more than one or two classes on Friday, and neither did Hannah, so after she did some of her homework, she spent the afternoon relaxing and watching drama videos on YouTube. Grace had made fun of her for it, but sometimes a girl just had to unwind.

Eventually, though, it was time to start getting ready. She ate dinner and then parked herself in front of the mirror in her room, trying to figure out the makeup look she wanted to go for. The question, as she understood it, was simple: Dramatic eyes and simple lips, or dramatic lips and simple eyes? Doing both was too much; doing neither was too casual.

She decided to go for the eyes, which had always been her hard-drinking uncle Andy’s advice, albeit in a much different context. It took longer, but she wanted to make an impression, right? And it was a good idea to catch some attention if she was going to be serving drinks.

The problem was, it wasn’t easy, not at all. After around forty minutes of looking up tutorials, wiping off old attempts, and cursing, Hannah finally had something she was happy with. After putting the finishing touches on the look, she went to get dressed, which thankfully was much quicker. By eight fifty, she was ready to go. It was still hard to believe that she’d found an outfit she could really love, but looking at herself in the mirror confirmed it again; the dress really was cute. She was cute. Was there any better feeling than this?

Luckily, the night was warm and even her loose, lightweight dress was more than enough to keep her comfortable. The walk to the frat seemed to go by quickly; even though she’d agreed to do the job, wanted the money, and had even gotten a little bit excited to see and be seen in her brand new dress, she still wasn’t quite sure what to expect. After all, it was still a frat, and she wasn’t sure she had made a good decision. Only time would tell.

Once again, Hannah could hear the action at Alpha Pi Pi before she saw anything, but this time it was even louder; music boomed through the neighborhood, and occasional shrieks of female laughter proved that the Friday night bash was drawing a wider crowd than the night before. That was good; if there were other girls there, maybe things would be...a little more normal.

The front yard was even more crowded this time around, and Hannah had to elbow her way through it as she struggled to find Ethan, or even Josh, anyone who would tell her what exactly she was supposed to do. After a few minutes, she was relieved to find the former standing in the front doorway, chatting with one of the other girls who had come to the frat the day before. When he saw Hannah, he raised a hand in greeting. “Hey there. Uh, here to get started?”

“Yes,” said Hannah. “But, um, how will people know I’m serving drinks? Because, I mean, I don’t look any different than anyone else.”

“Yeah,” said Ethan, “we thought of that. Turn around.” Hannah complied, hearing the rustle of paper before something was pressed firmly onto her back. “There we go,” he said. “Now I just need to do the other side.”

“What does the paper say?” asked Hannah.

“Oh, just that you’re serving drinks,” said Ethan, holding up another piece of paper with a piece of tape stuck to the top. “Here’s the same sheet again.” Sure enough, it read, simply, I’M SERVING DRINKS. “Actually,” he said, looking down, “maybe I should let you put it on. ‘Cause, uh…”

“Because of what?” asked Hannah. He seemed even a little more awkward than usual all of a sudden. “Just stick it on.”

“Uh...well...I…” he swallowed. “Whatever.” Raising the paper, he stuck it to the front of her shirt...right between her boobs. Blushing, she realized that she’d been incredibly dense. Of course he’d been embarrassed. Still...there were worse things than having this above-average-looking man tape a piece of paper to her shirt.

Focus, she reminded herself. Yes, Ethan was certainly easy on the eyes, and cute in an awkward kind of way, and nice...but she had a job to be doing here. Better to focus on that. Maybe she could let herself off the hook when she got off the clock, but right now she was being paid, and if a job was worth doing, it was worth doing well. “Well, thanks,” she said to Ethan. “I guess I should get started.”

“Yeah, of course,” he said. “If you need anything, feel free to ask...but, uh, otherwise, that’s all I wanted to give you.”

“Okay,” said Hannah. “I’ll see you around, then!” She dove into the crowd inside the house, looking for the refrigerator. On the way, she was bombarded with requests for beer, jungle juice, and more than a few beverages they either didn’t have or that there was no way in Hell she would be making. Who went to a frat party and asked for a martini? Ultimately, she decided that the best strategy was just to get a bunch of the most popular drinks and hand them out to whoever was lucky enough to run into her.

She found herself working out a pattern: Starting at the fridge, she would head out into the living room, around the ground floor, and then through the yard. Trying to push her way through the crowd was a little stressful, but the work was kind of satisfying at the same time; she’d been a waitress at the pancake house in her town, but the customers there were cranky, demanding old men who thought a quarter was a good tip. The people at the frat party were happy with whatever she had, as long as it had alcohol, didn’t feel entitled to special service, and couldn’t force her to please them if she wanted to get paid. So the fact that it was noisy, crowded, and filthy wasn’t the whole story, at least.

Hannah was so busy that it was only after an hour or so that she realized that Grace was supposed to be there. The house had been getting even more crowded as the pregamers and the fashionably late had been filtering in, so she could have arrived without Hannah noticing. She resolved to keep an eye out during her next circuit.

Just as she began to wonder whether Grace actually had shown up, she spotted her friend in a corner of the yard, talking to a group of people she didn’t recognize. Working her way over, she managed to catch Grace’s attention before handing her a can of beer. “Hi!”

“Look at you,” said Grace. “Working hard, out and about. I told you weekends didn’t have to be boring!”

“I kind of want a boring weekend after this,” said Hannah, yawning. “Wading through all these people is tiring.”

“Oh, come now,” said her friend. “The night is but young! Nobody expects you to just do this the whole time. You can take a break every now and then and meet some new people. Why not? Just think – you have a cute outfit. Have confidence in yourself!”

“True enough,” said Hannah. “Well, I might take your advice, but I want to make sure nobody can say I didn’t put the effort in first. I think I have to at least do better than the worst girl they hired.”

“Good point,” said Grace. “I guess I shouldn’t keep you too long, then. I’ll be here until midnight, probably, so you can come check in if, you know, you need anything or whatever. I know you weren’t too sure about this, and I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable or anything. Not on my watch!”

“I appreciate it,” said Hannah. “See you later, then.” She went back to her rounds, handing out drinks to whoever hurried over first. Between her and the other girls, who she passed sometimes, the crowd’s alcohol cravings seemed to be under control, especially once most people had been there for a while and the ones who didn’t want to get really drunk had stopped hitting the sauce. That meant she had some time to herself, which she generally spent chatting with her fellow waitresses in front of the fridge.

Before she knew it, her watch read 11:30 and the party had begun to thin out just a little. That was an opening for her to go see how Grace was doing. Wending her way through the crowd, she checked the front yard for her friend, but couldn’t see her anywhere. She wasn’t anywhere indoors, either. Had she left?

Hannah didn’t want to give up just yet. What if Grace needed her or something? It was better if they checked in every once in a while. The frat did have a backyard, but since the property backed up on a steep hill, it was nothing but a tiny, rocky patch of grass – not really a great hangout spot, so Hannah hadn’t bothered to go down there to serve drinks. If people wanted hooch, they could come up and ask for it in a more reasonable location. She was a waitress, not a dog that would fetch on command, Now, though, she wondered if that was where Grace had gone.

The backyard adjoined the frat house basement, but it could also be reached via a steep, rickety wooden staircase that clung to the side of the house. That was the route that Hannah used, clinging to the handrail in an attempt to calm her fear of heights. The stairs were almost pitch-black, the only illumination coming from the little light that filtered in from the party around the corner of the house.

Before Hannah reached the bottom, she heard heavy breathing. What...what was happening? Was that Grace? Peering around the corner, she got a glimpse of something she instantly wished she could unsee. A porch light shone wanly from above the basement door, and just at the edge of the pool of illumination it provided, two naked bodies were entwined in the grass, trembling and writhing with pleasure. Though she couldn’t see the other girl’s face, Hannah knew that it was her; she had never heard her friend gasp and moan like that, but the voice belonged to the same girl without a doubt. Blushing beet-red, she hurried back up to the party, trying her hardest to forget what she had just seen. She wished that the Earth would just open up and swallow her whole; wouldn’t that be easier than trying to come to terms with getting a very unwanted view of her best friend? And who the hell was the guy? Grace had always been fairly open about her fear of sex, but this man, whoever he was, had somehow managed to make her feel comfortable enough to go for it.

Still, the sight hadn’t been...not hot. Hannah had seen her share of porn, but the sex was always so fake, so overblown, so play-acted, that seeing two real human beings getting it on was kind of...well…if it hadn’t been her friend, if she wasn’t incredibly embarrassed by the very idea of being turned on by it, she almost might have...kept watching.

Oh well. Mind out of the gutter! There were drinks to be served, after all, and her shift wasn’t over yet. She’d just have something to, well, keep her mind occupied in the meantime. It wasn’t creepy to just imagine these things, right? As long as she didn’t act on it? Smiling, she headed back to the fridge to go load up on beer. Some of the other girls had slowed down as the night went on, and someone had to pick up the slack.

* * *

Finally, one o’clock was drawing near. Hannah still preserved a vague hope of making something happen with Ethan, but, failing that, going back to her dorm and having a shower and a good night’s sleep didn’t sound too bad either.

Just as she was making a last round of the front yard, which had nearly emptied because of the chill breeze that had started to blow at around midnight, she heard a creaking coming from the side of the house. Someone was climbing the stairs! She hurried over to the front door, trying to look as though she just happened to be coming outside, then stood still, waiting for whoever it was to emerge.

To her surprise, the first person to round the corner of the house was none other than Josh. His frat-boy swagger was even more exaggerated than normal as he flashed Hannah a smile before heading into the house. This was a man who had just had sex, and unless he had gone down there without Hannah noticing, his partner in the act had been…

...had been Grace, who rounded the corner as Hannah watched. She looked shy, but pleased with herself – or at least she did before she caught Hannah’s eye. Hannah had forgotten to look nonchalant and busy, and as soon as Grace realized that her friend had noticed her, she blushed beet red.

Hannah decided that it would probably be less embarrassing in the long run if they both just talked about it now, rather than having it hang over them forever. Besides, Grace didn’t know that she knew what had been going on down in the backyard. Waving cheerily, she headed over. “Hey, how’s your night been?”

“Hannah! I...um…” Grace was completely tongue-tied, which was rare indeed. Hannah couldn’t say she wasn’t enjoying the moment. “I was actually thinking about going back to my room, but, um, I’ve been having an all right time, I guess.”

“Good to hear!” said Hannah, going for a tone of bubbly innocence. “Were there people hanging out down there in the backyard? You should have told me! I haven’t brought any drinks at all down there tonight!” This wasn’t strictly true – she had been carrying a can of beer when she had gone down the stairs – but Grace would have no way of knowing that.

“Uh, well…” Grace was about to say something, but then another expression crossed her face. “Wait a second! You’re teasing me. You saw Josh coming up!”

“I might have,” said Hannah. “And I’m happy that you managed to find a guy who would help you face your fears...I was just surprised it was that guy.”

“Oh, shut up,” said Grace, smiling. “Look, I was looking for a guy who was so caught up in his own mixture of horniness and self-obsession that he would be too busy to think about my body, or my personality, or anything else I’ve been insecure about. And Josh was that man. I’m not saying my choice was objectively good, but...it helped me.”

“I know,” said Hannah. “Listen, I’m proud of you. That’s further than I’ve gotten.”

“If I could do it, you can do it,” said Grace. “Just find a guy who makes you feel safe, and who respects your consent, and who’s willing to overlook your hangups and insecurities, and let whatever happen that you want to happen. And if he hurts you, I’ll come and rip his face off. Personally.”

“Thanks, Grace,” said Hannah. She was truly grateful to have a friend like her. And, though Grace didn’t know it, Hannah knew just how well the other girl’s approach had worked. That would probably have to be a secret she took with her to the grave, but then there were worse secrets to have to keep. “Well, if you’re heading out, I’ll see you tomorrow, probably.”

“Sure thing!” said Grace. “Now go slay ‘em, babe!”

“Um, yeah, I will,” said Hannah. She wasn’t sure if ‘slay’ was a word she had ever used to describe anything she did, but that was just Grace being Grace. She watched her friend walk through the slowly-emptying yard and step onto the sidewalk. Hannah was just worrying about whether it was safe for her to go back by herself when a car pulled up to the curb. She was surprised to see Melody in the driver’s seat. That girl had really gone above and beyond, all so that Hannah could get a short-term job at a frat. It was inspiring to see such dedication.

Just before the car pulled away, her phone buzzed with a text from Melody. Hey, I’ll be up all night, so just text me when you’re done and I’ll come get you too.

Hannah smiled and tapped out a reply: Okay, thank you so much! Now she was free not to have to worry about walking back so late at night. That left only one thing to think about, and that was what she was going to do with – and to – Ethan. The night wasn’t over just yet.

Heading back inside the frat, Hannah found the object of her desire sitting in the living room, looking a little tired and maybe a little drunk. When he saw her, he raised a hand in greeting. “‘Sup?”

“Not much,” said Hannah. “But I just noticed that it was one a.m., so I was thinking about, you know, finishing things up.”

“Oh?” Ethan checked his watch. “Uh, damn, I guess so. Time flies when you’re having fun, huh? Well, you can head out anytime.” He paused. “No, actually, I guess I have to pay you. That means we have to go to the safe room.”

“Safe room?” asked Hannah.

“Oh, it sounds cooler than it is,” said Ethan. “It’s in the basement. There’s some other stuff in there too, but there’s a safe up against the wall where we keep the cash.”

“Oh, okay,” said Hannah. If this was a chance to get him in a room alone, she was willing to take it.

“All right then. Just, uh, follow me,” said Ethan, getting up. He led her back into the house and down the narrow and dimly-lit basement stairway. They came out into a mildewed hallway with a number of doors leading off to either side. “We use the basement for a lot of stuff,” explained Ethan. “Freshmen have to sleep down here, and there’s laundry too. Actually, you’re probably, uh, not really here for a tour.”

Hannah wasn’t, but she didn’t mind getting one; his voice was rich and smooth, pleasant to listen to. It was just one part of the spell he somehow put on her. “Where’s the safe room?” she asked, trying to keep the conversation going.

“It’s just down here,” he said. They rounded a corner and came into a common space with couches, a pool table, and a TV. Ethan opened a door off to the side and motioned for her to go in first.

The ‘safe room’ was actually kind of nice. There weren’t any windows, but it didn’t smell as weird as the rest of the frat house, and the couch pushed up against the wall looked reasonably clean. The room’s namesake safe was tucked into a corner. Besides that, there were a few shelves covered in board games, as well as a repository of used textbooks that were presumably kept for younger members of the frat.

“I have the cash in an envelope in here,” explained Ethan, heading over to the safe and twisting the combination lock. “Just a second.” After a moment of fiddling, he got the safe door open and pulled out an envelope, which he handed to Hannah. “There you go. Unless there was anything else, uh, thanks for helping us out.”

Hannah felt panic swirl through her. She had the money, but that wasn’t all she wanted, and now she felt like a golden opportunity was slipping through her fingers. “U-um, wait!” Ethan turned to look at her, and she realized that she had to come up with a reason for him to stay. “Um, I, uh...I need help with something…”

“What with?” He walked back towards her. “Did I underpay you or something?”

“N-no, it’s just that…” Hannah swallowed. “I...there’s no easy way to put this, but...I think you’re...I think you’re super hot, and...and I want you.” The last few words slurred together a bit as she hurried to spill her guts out to him, but he seemed to get her meaning anyway. His eyes widened as he listened, and the hint of a blush crept into his cheeks. For such a big guy, he was incredibly goddamn cute.

For a moment, there was silence. At last, he managed to get out a reply. “Are you sure? I -”

She nodded. “I’m sure. I’m not sure I’ve ever wanted anything more in my life.”

“That’s good,” he said, a shy smile creeping across his face, “because...well, I think I might feel the same way. The moment you walked in here yesterday, I knew you were someone special. You’re beautiful, you know that?”

Now it was Hannah’s turn to blush. He was so sweet. “Thank you. You know, you’re not so bad looking yourself. God, I...I want you right here, right now.”

He raised his eyebrows. “In the safe room? You’re a little freaky, huh?”

“Freaky, maybe. Desperate, definitely.” She looked him in the eyes. “So...what do you say?”

For a moment, he paused, taking a deep breath. Then he returned her gaze and smiled. “How the fuck could I ever say no to a girl like you?” And then, all of a sudden, she felt his big, strong hands on her shoulders, pulling her closer, and then their lips were locking together, each one sighing as the pleasure and satisfaction of the kiss swirled through them. It was Hannah’s first one ever, and, though she’d always suspected that they weren’t worth the hype, she knew now that that wasn’t true. Though she’d known this man for only a little over twenty-four hours, she never wanted the moment they were sharing to end. It was just too delicious, too comforting and safe and warm.

He enfolded her in an embrace, and she returned the favor, though she felt that there was little her thin arms could really do to contain his muscular body. It was worth trying, though; was everything she’d ever dreamed of in a man. She hadn’t been sure, when she’d transitioned, whether she was even into men, whether she could truly love a member of the same gender she’d failed so miserably to pretend to identify with – but, if the man was Ethan, she apparently could.

Her lover seemed to feel the same way. For a moment, they broke apart, each trying to recover their breath as they gazed into each other’s eyes, and the look of desperation in his was just as intense as she imagined it was in hers. Her heart was pounding, sending blood rushing to every part of her body, and her breathing was growing faster and shallower, both signs that she was about to lose control of herself, to abandon her inhibitions, to give in to pure desire.

As their lips locked once again, Hannah realized why she’d always felt incomplete, even after transitioning, why she’d never been secure in her sense of self. Sure, society’s relentless barrage of judgement hadn’t helped, and neither had her own insecurity and dithering over what the future Hannah would be like, over the woman she wanted to become, but those were unimportant compared to the last missing piece that had never fallen into place.  She realized that, without falling in love – or at least lust – there was no way to fully realize the person she had transformed into.

Revelations aside, this moment was delicious for other, cruder reasons, one of them being anticipation. Soon, she would get to see what Ethan looked like under that tight tank top. She couldn’t wait. How lucky was she, that the universe had given her this gift?

Suddenly, Hannah felt one of Ethan’s hands leave her shoulder, and then, after a brief pause, snake its way under the loose hem of her dress and, pushing fabric out of the way, reach under her bra and begin to massage her small breasts. She moaned into the kiss; Ethan was clearly as eager as she was, and willing to take the initiative. Hannah hadn’t been quite sure how one went about the business of having sex, so she was glad that Ethan had a firmer idea. Already, she trusted him enough to follow his lead, even if they barely knew each other. Being around him just made her feel safe.

She did want to return the favor, though, so she slid a hand under his tank top, resting it on his firm abs. It wasn’t good to rush things, but this small gesture was enough for the moment; being able to explore his body was a wonderful treat, even if the real money shot – seeing what was between his legs – was yet to come.

He broke off their kiss and looked her in the eye. “What do you say we, uh, get some of these clothes out of the way?”

Hannah smiled. “I’d love nothing more.”

Ethan’s eyes lit up as he reached once more for the hem of her dress, not to bypass it but to remove it completely, sliding it up and over her head. As she freed herself from the fabric, her hair tousled, she smiled; his eyes were locked to her body, darting back and forth between her breasts and her panties, which she realized probably covered a little more than he was bargaining for. Was that something to be worried about?

Her eyes met his. “Babe, I realize I forgot to tell you –”

“I don’t care,” he said, laughing. “I don’t care what’s between your legs. I don’t care what society thinks. I only care that you’re a girl, which I know because I’m a straight guy and I find you hot as fuck.”

She grinned. “You always say the right thing. I...it’s not fucking fair. I keep trying to find things to be insecure about, and you never let me.”

“You have nothing to be insecure about,” said Ethan. “And, uh, if any other guys have rejected you because of an unimportant part of your body, they’re the insecure ones. I want all of you.”

Hannah found herself moaning with anticipation. The way Ethan talked to her was just so confident, so smooth, and so goddamn kind that she found him all the more attractive for it. Was it possible, she wondered, to die of arousal?

If it was, she had to be getting close as his hand began to massage her bulge, rolling it between his fingers. She felt desirable, even sexy, in a way that she never had before. It was addictive, delicious, and, even though she knew they had barely gotten started yet, she struggled to imagine a life without the sensations she had just begun to discover.

Still, though, she would be remiss to neglect her lover’s pleasure. Besides, now was her chance to see him naked, right? With his cooperation, she pulled his tank top up over his head, tossing it to one side. His shirtless torso was magnificent, but she wasn’t done yet; there was still a trouser snake that needed to be let out of its cage, after all. She reached for his jeans, then paused; she felt like a completely different person than the girl who’d come to the frat party just a few hours ago. That Hannah had been shy and unsure; this Hannah was throwing all her hangups to the side and abandoning herself to the pursuit of pleasure. She had no idea she was capable of such a thing.

Then she felt Ethan’s hand on hers, guiding her to the button of his jeans, reminding her that he wanted this as much as she did. Maybe now wasn’t the time for philosophizing; maybe it was the time for mind-blowing sex, and she could think about it later. She liked that idea.

Her lover’s jeans fell open as she undid the button and slid the zipper down, revealing a sizable bulge in his briefs. She felt her mouth watering. How had she gone so long without this?

Hannah fell to her knees as Ethan watched, surrendering to a compulsion deep within her. She didn’t know where it came from, exactly, or why, even if she wasn’t generally attracted to men, she wanted to suck a dick so much, but she did. “You know,” she said, looking up at him, “I’ve always wanted to do this.”

“Well, now’s your chance,” said Ethan. “Don’t worry, I don’t bite.”

“I feel so fucking lucky,” said Hannah, pulling down the hem of Ethan’s pants, along with his underwear. His cock only sprang out once his jeans slid down past the middle of his thighs. As she watched, it throbbed with arousal, the flesh slowly stiffening as more blood poured into it. Soon, it was pointing directly at her, a clear sign that she was the cause. That was kind of fitting, wasn’t it?

A drop of precum was beading up at the tip of the thick shaft; she wasn’t sure she’d ever seen anything that erotic. There was only one thing she could do, really. Leaning forward, she planted a kiss on his waiting rod, lapping up the clear liquid. It was slightly salty and musky, not sweet like some erotica stories described it, but the flavor was still something she couldn’t get enough of. After all, the precum – and the big load that was sure to eventually follow it – was his gift to her, a sign of just how much she turned him on. And that meant that it was something to be savored.

Of course, Hannah couldn’t just stop there. Slowly, tenderly, she worked her lips down his shaft, feeling the curve of his glans, the beautiful shape of his beautiful rod. When she got to the base of his cockhead, she stopped, allowing herself a moment to savor what she already had. She swirled her tongue around his meat, allowing the taste of swear and precum to flow through her mouth. And she began to suck, very gently, letting the suction add to his pleasure.

She had no idea what she was doing, really, but she was equipped with a potent tool of her own: the fact that she’d been jerking off a penis for years now, even if it was her own, meant that she knew what would feel good, what wouldn’t, and how to coax her lover to a massive orgasm. Honestly, how could a cis woman even compete, at least without years of experience under her belt?

Ethan didn’t seem to care that she was a novice. His breathing was growing labored, and she could feel his heartbeat speeding up. As she watched, he grimaced, her ministrations challenging his self-control. She wondered whether he was suppressing the urge to throw caution to the wind, to grab her head and stuff his cock down her throat as deep as it would go. She hoped so; that would be hot as fuck.

Slowly but surely, Hannah began to work more and more of his cock into her mouth. A deepthroat would be hot, but realistically there was no way she was going to pull it off, not with no cocksucking experience. Instead, she tried to fit as much of him as she could into her mouth normally. While she wasn’t quite able to kiss the base of his shaft, coming up just short, she did get most of his thick rod into her mouth. Now she was ready to really get things moving.

Just then, she felt Ethan’s hand on the back of her head. It wasn’t the rough domination she had imagined, but his tenderness almost made it better. The gesture of control, of possession, was now so casual as to be almost beneath mention, something that it was something they could both take for granted. And that was a delicious sensation.

Still, there was a cock to be sucked here. She began to bob up and down, working her tongue all the while and keeping up the suction. He sucked in breath, seemingly trying to keep the rising tide of pleasure within him under control. She could see, though, that that was likely to be a losing fight. In fact, she hoped it was, because she wanted his cum too.

As Hannah got into a rhythm, she felt everything slip away, the gross frat house basement, her busy college lifestyle, her stress and worries, everything except her and Ethan. She luxuriated in the feeling. Her life seemed so simple all of a sudden: work and play both paled in comparison to this third sensation, the experience of giving and receiving pleasure, of kneeling down and being taken. Of course, there were other things to think about, but she would never quite leave the feeling she felt now behind. How could she?

Ethan’s heart was beating faster now, his breathing getting heavier, and she was just beginning to wonder how much longer he’d be able to hold on for when he gasped, pushing her head off, squeezing his eyes shut as he just barely warded off an orgasm. “Oh my god, I was almost – damn, you’re good. You’re really good.”

She smiled. “Thanks. It’s just beginner’s luck, though. That and, you know, years of experience doing something similar.”

“Good point,” he said. “That was the blowjob I’ve been missing all my life...but fuck, there’s still work to do. I couldn’t cum yet, you know?”

“Of course,” said Hannah, smiling. It felt good to be good at something, even this.

“I am still planning on cumming, though,” said Ethan, squatting down. All of a sudden, his mouth was just inches from her ear, and she shivered as his hot breath raked her skin. “I’m just going to do it inside you.” The words came out as a whisper, and Hannah moaned at the sheer eroticism of the gesture. He knew how to play her like a fiddle, and she wanted nothing more than for him to keep doing it.

“I need you, baby,” she sighed. “I need you right now. Take me.”

“Just what I was thinking,” said Ethan. He grabbed her under the arms and tossed her onto the couch, as easily and casually as if she were a child. She was reminded of his immense, gentle strength – and of how he was about to bring that strength to bear upon her. Even though she barely knew what she was signing up for, she shivered with anticipation. Her lover was awkward in the streets, but...well, it was a different story in the sheets. She felt her legs opening, readying herself to receive his tool.

As she watched, he pulled a condom over his cock, then lubed up. Had he been keeping those packets on his person? She wondered if he’d planned to come to the party to have sex...and whether he’d intended to do it with her. She hoped so.

“Be...be gentle,” she said as he tossed the packets away and readied himself to penetrate her. “I’ve never done this before.”

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I will. But, well…” he smiled. “That doesn’t mean I’m not gonna fuck your brains out.”

“Oh fuck,” moaned Hannah. “Just...God, I want you inside me so bad. Make me feel so fucking good I go fucking crazy.”

“As you wish,” said Ethan. Just then, she felt his cock pressing against her sphincter, gently pushing into her. It was easy enough at first, but as more and more of his glans slid into her, her poor hole had to stretch further and further to accommodate it. Soon, the sensation was painful. Gritting her teeth, she tried her best to ride it out; already, there was a flicker of pleasure as the muscle stretched further than it ever had before. She wanted to feel more, to experience everything that Ethan’s dick could offer – but to do that, she had to get through this first unpleasant step.

Then, all of a sudden, the last of his cockhead slipped into her, and Hannah gasped with pleasure. Before, the sensation had been painful; now it was nearly unforgettable. There was still stinging, still pressure, but now she understood why people went crazy for this. As his cock slipped into her ass, it sent waves of pleasure thrumming through her. All she wanted was for him to go deeper, to give her even more of what she now realized she’d been missing for years. This was fucking magical.

And it was only getting better as his shaft began to bury itself in her asshole as well. The stimulation from her sphincter was great, but as he penetrated deeper inside of her, another sensation began to make itself known. Something deep within her was beginning to awaken, a potential new source of pleasure. Her anatomical knowledge was hazy – was that her prostate? Either way, she couldn’t get enough of what Ethan was giving her. The orgasms from jerking herself off had always been nice, but they were shallow, superficial; even the best had hardly been mind-blowing. Ethan’s cock, though, sending as it was reverberations of pleasure to her very core, promised to bring her to a completely new kind of climax.

At last, after what seemed like an eternity of anticipation, he bottomed out, his pelvis bumping against hers as the last of his cock slid into her. For a moment, he paused. She wondered if he was waiting for something, deciding to throw him a bone. “Fuck, baby, that feels so good. Fuck me!”

“I don’t know,” said Ethan, a new tone creeping into his voice. “Are you sure? I’m not sure you’re really ready to take my cock. I mean, I’ve done this before, and a girl’s first time is never easy.”

“Oh God,” moaned Hannah. “Don’t fucking tease me. You don’t know how badly I need this.” As she said it, she realized how true it was. She had never needed anything more than she needed for Ethan to fuck her, for him to pound her into the sofa, to dominate her and to squeeze every ounce of pleasure out of the experience for both of them.

“Well, when you put it like that,” he said, “it’s kinda hard for me to refuse.” She gasped as he began to pull out of her. The sensation was completely different, but just as addictive as before, and she grabbed onto the couch cushion, trying to stop herself from screaming with pleasure. After all, it wouldn’t do to let the entire frat house know what was going on in their storage room.

When about half of his cock had emerged once more into the open air, he stopped before beginning to push in again, then pull out, building up into a slow but steady rhythm. Each thrust sent a spark of pleasure racing through her, jangling her nerves and making her whimper with pleasure. If it was this good now, then what about when he got up to speed?

She was bound to find out soon. His thrusts were getting faster, but also deeper, as he tested the limits of what was possible, of what he could do and what her body could take. She felt her eyes crossing as he hit somewhere buried in her depths, generating a sensation completely unlike anything she had ever experienced. “Oh my...oh my fucking God, I don’t know what you’re doing, but keep fucking doing it! Just like that!” The words escaped her lips almost before she realized she was saying them, a torrent of stream-of-consciousness obscenity that she couldn’t have repressed even if she had wanted to.

“You...oh shit, you fucking like that?” groaned Ethan, thrusting in just that same exact way, that magical way that promised to drive her crazy. The pleasure was beginning to build now; she felt a reservoir inside her, located somewhere deep within her abdomen, filling up with pleasure. And, with each thrust, her lover seemed to multiply the pleasure he had already given her, creating a powerful feedback loop that drove her towards the edge, faster and faster with each passing second. How long could she hold out...and what would it feel like when she finally did reach orgasm?

Hopefully, Hannah could at least last long enough to get Ethan off. He had pulled out before, but since he’d almost reached orgasm, she had half-expected him to blow his load right away when he entered her asshole. Fortunately, he’d been able to hang on, but he definitely seemed to be struggling now. His eyebrows were knit together, and his face was a frozen grimace of pleasure and concentration as he tried to keep himself under control. Surely he couldn’t last for very much longer either.

As he pounded her ass, she felt herself pass a milestone: the pleasure from each thrust had stopped intensifying, and they had reached a kind of equilibrium. For a minute or so, they rode the pleasure from the act of sex, waiting to reach orgasm but not impatient for it; how could they be, when what they had now already felt so good? The sense of intimacy, of connection, was so wonderful, so incredibly potent, that it was hard to imagine how it could get any better.

Hard, but not impossible. The drive to get off, to find a new height of sensation, compelled Hannah to try to squeeze even more pleasure out of each thrust, grinding against her lover, getting him to push deeper into her than he ever had. The reservoir inside her was full almost to overflowing now; soon the dam would burst, and then...well, she didn’t know exactly, but she knew it would be good. Every time their pelvises slapped together, every time that place deep inside of her sent a wave of buzzing stimulation through her, she got closer and closer. Soon, she could almost taste it. She was almost...almost…

And then, deep inside of her, a wave of ecstasy was unleashed. Hannah screamed as her limbs shook, as her insides vibrated with pure, thrumming pleasure. The sensation was so intense that it was almost frightening. It felt as though her very core was rocking with overwhelming bliss. She had had orgasms before, of course, but none had compared in the slightest with what she was feeling now. She already knew that, no matter what happened, she would never be able to leave this behind.

After she’d regained a bit of lucidity, she realized that Ethan had cum too. Had her orgasm sent him over the edge? Regardless, the sight of him gripping her thighs, grunting as he unloaded sperm into her tight asshole, was incredibly erotic, and it made her own orgasm, which was beginning to wind down now, just that little bit better.

As the pleasure ebbed away, she tried to catch her breath, gasping and holding on to the couch for support. When Ethan was finished, he began to pull out, breathing heavily. It was hard to figure out what to say in such a situation. For a minute, they just looked at each other, each trying to recover, to collect their thoughts and ease themselves back into reality.

Then Hannah spoke. “You...damn, that was really, really good.”

“Yeah, I, uh...it’s been a while since I’ve cum that hard.” Ethan was suddenly awkward again, back to the way he had been before. It was amazing to watch the change. He began to pull his clothes on, and she followed suit. She wanted to get cleaned up, but with most of the cum caught by his condom, she didn’t desperately need to...and besides, going home wearing Ethan’s seed was kind of hot. Really hot, actually.

Without saying anything, they began heading up through the frat house. Some of the brothers flashed meaningful glances Ethan’s way; even if they hadn’t heard Hannah’s screams, his mysterious disappearance was surely a dead giveaway as to what had been going on in the basement. Soon, they were standing in the front yard again, the chill midnight breeze nipping at them both.

“Well, um, I hope we see each other again sometime,” said Hannah. She wasn’t sure what she wanted to happen between them, but she did know the answer wasn’t nothing.

“Yeah. Uh, I want you to have this.” Reaching into his pocket, Ethan pulled out a piece of paper. “This is my number. Hit me up when you want to...you know…” he grinned.

She couldn’t help but smile back. “I will. Don’t worry.”

For another moment, they stood there in silence, and then he turned to head back into the house. “See you around.”

“See you!” she said. As she watched, he walked back into the house, and she was left standing alone. She pulled out her phone and shot Melody a text, asking for a ride home. It was always going to be awkward, doing the walk of shame and all, but overall the night had been worth it. She’d learned a few things about herself, and about sex, and about Ethan as well. And about Grace. Had that really happened? She blushed as the image of her friend and Josh surfaced, unasked-for, in her mind.

Still, Grace had been right all along. Getting out and trying new things had been good for her. Smiling, she looked up at the stars; they were unusually clear that night.
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