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That Girl Is Quick

A Transgender Transformation Romance Story

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


I’m straight, OK?

I need to get that out of the way right now. Totally straight. I walk around town, you see me going to work, you can look right at me and you don’t think twice. 

You think I’m a dude. 

Just some dude outside, like a thousand other dudes outside that you’ve already forgotten you ever saw. 

Someone with a job, and maybe a car, and a degree, and a name you don’t know, and a nice messenger bag, and at least one nice pair of shoes, and maybe a dating profile on Partnr. And then you get on your train, and you move on with your life, and you forget that you ever saw me, even if you see me the next day. 

Some straight dude looking straight, right there in the city. 

That’s me. Some guy named Michael. 

Sometimes. 

Except when I dress up like a girl, which I’m kind of in love with. Then you think “who’s the hot girl running in the park?” And I'm not being conceited. I look hot when I dress up as Michelle. It’s the main reason I keep doing it. Not that it’s just a visual thing; it feels like the most natural thing in the world to do, and then I do it, and I look in the mirror, and it is the most natural thing in the world. 

I put on a sports bra, and show off my flat stomach that I worked hard for. I put on tiny running shorts that lift my ass and somehow they make it look like I have little hips, and my light brown ponytail bounces as I run, and I look hot. 

I know it. I know what hot girls look like, because I like hot girls, and so do all the guys who pretend not to check Michelle out as she runs through the park. 

I like hot girls. 

I see them on TV, I stop and watch. I see them in porn, I get turned on by what I see. I see them on the street, I make it seem like I’m not looking, but I am. 

I’m checking out their hair (how long did that take to style?), I check out their shoes (do those come in a size 10?), I look at their skirts (could I pull that look off?), I look at their hips, their panty lines, their cleavage, their smiles, their makeup, their everything. 

I like to look at them, I like to think about them, I’d love to touch them and feel how smooth their legs are, how ticklish they are as you work your way up their thigh, how soft they are when they let you kiss them. 

Well, one day I’d kiss one. 

But until then, I settled for wanting to be one. 

Sometimes. 

A girl named Michelle. 

And the weird thing about Michelle is that…she’s also straight. As in, Michelle is a straight woman who likes guys. 

What gives? 

It’s always been this way, ever since Michelle first emerged. It was the Summer between Junior and Senior year of college, and I stayed behind to take three classes. I was subletting a studio a few blocks from campus, and after fighting my curiosity for two years, I finally broke and bought the beginning of a second persona. 

I didn’t know what I was doing. I bought makeup, yes, but it wasn’t the right shade. I bought a skirt, but I didn’t know what size I was. I bought a top, but I didn’t know how to do my measurements. I bought shoes, but didn’t know how to convert sizes. And I bought panties, but didn’t want to admit I wanted the slutty ones, and instead I bought unsexy ones that still thrilled me from the moment I put them on. 

And as I wobbled my way around my studio in an ill-fitting first outfit with a garish makeup job, I knew I was never going back. There was someone else in my life, for good, and I needed to learn everything I could about them. About me. 

I stayed up late that night, crossed my legs tightly, ordered a bunch more clothes, and tried to ignore the longing that I felt inside of me. 

Why did I feel that? I felt like something was missing, that something needed to be filled. It was not something I had ever felt before, and before long I found myself throbbing in my unsexy, high-waisted gray cotton panties, feeling the hairs of my cheap wig getting stuck to the globs of cheaper lipstick in the corners of my mouth. 

A week later my outfit was better. The week after that I had a whole wardrobe, and for the rest of the Summer, Michelle left the apartment almost every morning.

Michael got through college, but Michelle got me into terrific shape. I’d go out running as Michelle. Michael never wanted to run anyway. He’d make up excuses, he’d hit snooze on his phone, he’d stare at his baggy shorts and dirty sneakers, and he’d go back to bed. 

Michelle, though? Michelle would get up, put on the smallest thong in the drawer, slide into mint green running shorts, or maybe the hot pink ones, or sometimes the leopard print ones, or een full leggings if it was chilly, and she’d put on her somehow-always-brand-new sneakers, and put on a sports bra, and tie her hair back, and off she went.

All the time, like clockwork. Normal, normal, normal. 

Sometimes, no alarm was necessary. She’d be up with the sun, dressed immediately, and out the door, flying through town, floating over campus, outrunning the river, and back in the shower before most of the town was awake. 

Michael was alive; Michelle lived. 

Michelle was amazing, and it didn’t take long for her to get into great shape. 

Lean, hard, but squishy in the right places, because bodyweight squats were incredible. 

Michael may not have been photogenic, but Michelle was. Michael may not have been happy with his Partnr app profile, but Michelle was pretty happy with hers, mostly photos taken at 1 in the morning as she tried on every outfit she had and made it seem like she was more exciting than she was. And Michael may never have gotten any attention on Partnr, but Michelle matched with lots of people.

Maybe too many.  

Most of the time it was gross. Guys who sent dick pics with no warning, guys who lived 200 miles away, guys with empty profiles, and guys who didn’t even bother to edit their wedding rings out of their photos. 

And then there was Brian Merchant. Who matched with Michelle, and sent a charming message, and I actually replied asking if he saw I wasn’t a cisgirl, just to make sure he wasn't some new type of scammer I hadn’t learned about yet.

“Hah, yes,” he had written. “I know who I’m looking for.”

Well, glad one of us was sure. 

I was straight, remember. Or, I could check a few boxes, but only one at a time. And Partnr let you say you were trans, but I don’t know that that’s what I was, it was just the closest way to answer their questions. 

Brian was 27, I was 23. He was 6’3”, I was 5’7”. He had a great job, and I wanted one of those one day. He was also in great shape, and so was Michelle. Michael was a little effeminate, and that was just fine for Michelle. 

When I was dressed as Michael, the thought of going on a date with Brian was revolting. When I was dressed as Michelle, it was all I could think about. Fortunately, there was a solution to that problem: I stopped dressing as Michael when I was home. 

When I say that Michelle was straight, what I mean was that she wanted dick. Like, it was a major hunger when dressed up. Yes, she was the motivated side of my life. She was way better at catching up on work when I had to take work home with me on nights or weekends. She was better at time management. She was better at saying no to ice cream or cookies. And she was better at saying yes to going to bed early (who wouldn’t be, in those sexy little silk pajamas?). 

She also got horny pretty often, sometimes distractingly so. It would be a long build-up of sexual tension, all Saturday. I’d run in my revealing, form-fitting outfits, and I’d be very aware of guys checking me out as I ran. I’d get home and shower, using all of my girliest shampoo and conditioner, I’d shave my legs, shave between my legs, and make my body completely smooth. I’d slip into some panties, squeeze into some leggings for the afternoon, slink into a skirt or a tight-fitting dress for the evening, and there would be this sexual electricity that stayed running all day.

My senses felt heightened, my body felt admired even though no one was in my apartment with me, and I kept a low-grade horniness going the entire day, complete with the feeling that nothing would be better than a hard, warm dick inside of me, especially if it was attached to someone who was in shape and knew what they were doing with it. 

By the time I crawled into bed, I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off of myself. 

And it would be over immediately. 

Every time. 

I’d get in bed and grab my hairless little girlcock and stroke myself…

…twice, and then it was over.

I’d get out my thin pink vibrator, turn it on, feel the buzzing before it even touched me, and I’d start to spray cum all over almost as soon as I touched the vibrator to the head of my erection. 

Or I’d calm myself, do some deep breathing exercises, and lube up one single finger, working it into myself…

…and I’d get one-knuckle deep inside my body before losing control and making a gooey mess. 

I had no stamina. I had slightly more if I stayed as Michael. But Michelle came very, very fast. 

And it made sense. Michelle’s entire life was foreplay, which is part of what made it so delightful, and alluring. Who wouldn’t want to be low-key turned on for 24 straight hours? Who wouldn’t want to have some sort of sexual connection to literally anything they did? Who wouldn’t want to be aware of every square inch of their gorgeous skin all day, every day? 

Well, there was a downside. And that downside is what kept Michelle from agreeing to a date with Brian when we first matched. 

Michael didn’t want Brian; Michelle did. Michelle didn’t think with her dick; she thought with her whole body. Michael wasn’t around often enough for his vote to count when Brian suggested a dinner at Trillo. Michelle said yes and had her dress picked out before the message was marked as Sent. 

And that’s how I went on a first date and came in my panties before it was even over. 

Let me explain. 

***

Brian was not just some guy. Remember, I was some guy, or Michael was.

Brian, though, was that guy. 

He wasn’t the guy you forgot; he was the one you remembered. 

Like I said, he had a good job. He was tall, had broad shoulders, thick forearms, big biceps, and smelled like…pine. Not pine cleaner, but a pine forest. He smelled like he could swing an axe. 

He didn’t reach for things; he took them. 

He wasn’t cheesy; he just knew what he wanted. 

And for that first date, it was clear that he wanted Michelle. He wanted me. 

“I have to be honest,” he said on the stoop of my building. “I’m used to people looking worse than their photos. You look way better.” 

I felt myself blush, and I tucked my hair behind my ear, and I’m sure he could tell I melted. 

Why did I melt? Because he acknowledged the work it took to get into shape? Because he made it seem like my afternoon of fussing with makeup was worth it? Because I had taken 800 selfies and now had the confidence to use at least one of them for my dating profile if the night with Brian didn’t work out?

Why did I want this night with Brian to work out? 

Four or five steps away from my building and I was already hoping that the date went well, and my normal Michael Thoughts disappeared, and as soon as they vanished I knew I didn’t miss them. 

I may have been able to run fast, but that night the walk to Trillo was a slow walk. 

Calman Street was a quiet residential street, and as soon as we turned onto Third Avenue, it was louder, brighter, and busier. As soon as we turned, I noticed a young man holding hands with his girlfriend and sneaking a look at me. 

Brian saw it too.

“See? I’m not the only one who thinks you look great.”

“How do you know he wasn’t looking at you?” I said, feeling the cool late Summer air on my bare legs and feeling like I just got out of jail. 

“He could have been,” he said satisfactorily, tangling his fingers together and cracking his knuckles. “I mean, people do fight over me in public.” 

He offered me his arm, and I took it. 

No one had done that before. Literally no one. No one swiped for Michael, no one talked to Michael, no one looked at Michael. But from the moment Brian pulled out a chair for me at Trillo and we pretended to look at the menus (where were the prices?), I was aware of every last bit of attention that was being paid to the girl in the short black dress. 

We had chatted. We joked. He joked and I laughed. I joked and he laughed. 

I was the kind of person who could do that? Who could be a conversationalist? Well, Michelle could if Brian led, and Brian was totally fine leading. 

Not leading me on, but leading. 

Being in charge. No awkward downtime, no random blushing. No moments of “so…do…you like….stuff?” 

He picked the wine (pinot noir). He talked about food. He changed the subject when I asked about work. 

“It’s not interesting,” he said. “It pays pretty well, but it’s not interesting.” 

Lucky me had a job that also wasn’t interesting, but didn’t pay that well. 

Not well enough to take a date to Trillo. 

“If you don’t want to tell me about work,” I said, “what do you do for fun? Do you run?”

“I don’t,” Brian said, shaking his head, “but I saw that you do.”

He meant my profile on Partnr. He meant the photos of me in my tight shorts. The one of me casually stretching my long, lean legs, as if someone else was in the room taking the photo for me, but I really propped my phone against a cookbook The photo of me in leggings, looking back over my shoulder on my way out my door, like I was on my way to run and someone called “hey! Look cute!” after me and snapped a photo, but again, I had put my phone on a stack of books on the coffee table. 

But those photos existed, and I took them, and I wanted them to be seen, and then they were. 

And he liked them. He said so himself. 

Suddenly I was imagining him looking at my body. 

“Why did you swipe on someone like me?” I asked, trying to somewhat change the subject. I crossed my legs under the table, squeezing hard. 

“I wasn’t the only one who swiped, you know,” he said, sipping his wine. 

“I know,” I said. 

“So why did you swipe?” 

“You’re avoiding the question,” I smiled, poking at my plate. 

“Does it matter what you’re attracted to?” he asked. 

“I guess not,” I said, knowing that I could give a different answer to that same question depending on what time of day it was. 

Depending on whether I was wearing panties or not. 

Depending on whether or not I was in heels. 

At the moment, I was in both, and knew exactly what I was attracted to. 

“You’re obviously attractive,” he said, finally answering my question for real. “You’re a good photographer, so I can tell you care about something. You have a tidy apartment, so you are at least somewhat organized. You run, so you have some discipline. You run regularly, and so not only can you set goals, but you can reach them. You dress well, so you have some dignity. Also you laugh at my jokes. Now your turn.” 

Each of his compliments made me tingle. I felt myself swell in my underwear, anticipating…what? All he did was validate Michelle. He justified her existence with each new thought. Attractive? Disciplined? Someone with goals? 

Not only was that who I wanted to be, but it was who I wanted other people to know. And somehow he knew those things. 

“This is my first date,” I blurted. 

He stared at me, waiting to see if I was joking. I felt myself blush, which seemed to be the cue he needed to see I was telling the truth. 

“Well,” he said. “We’ll just have to make sure we don’t mess this up then.”

And he held his wine glass out for me to clink. 

The truth was, I almost came right then and there. I was squeezing my legs shut, hard, keeping my growing, needy bulge in its place. But as I leaned forward to touch glasses with him, it was almost like I stroked myself with my thighs. 

One long, firm, desperate stroke. 

Something my body had been aching for, and something that took me from being on High Alert and moved me straight to Panic Mode. 

As I leaned forward and touched his glass, I could tell what had just happened under the table. I knew that if I leaned back, it would be a second stroke. And then what? I’d make a mess, right under the table. 

He’d know. 

And I couldn’t let that happen. So I did what any other self-respecting girl in a skirt on a first date would do, and I spread my legs, wide. I felt the skirt hike up high on my thighs, I felt the hot little bulge in my underwear become free, and I felt a small amount of relief that let me slowly–slowly–ease myself back in my chair until I was sitting and trying to force myself to think unsexy thoughts. 

Which was hard to do, especially since he felt larger than he did when we first arrived. His smile was wider, his shoulders broader, his jokes funnier, and his charm even more disarming. 

Something got unblocked when he said he found me attractive, that he found me disciplined, or that I had goals. 

I had no goals other than “run” and “get in shape” and “be Michelle.” 

For what? 

What was the goal? 

Get off? I could do that myself.  

Get laid? 

Wasn’t that everyone’s goal? I’m sure Brian didn’t mean it that way. 

Although Brian was right: we both swiped. We wanted something. He wanted me, I wanted…I might not have been ready to say it yet, but it was pretty obvious what I wanted based on what I had been fighting in my underwear, right? 

I cleared my throat and tried to stay focused. 

Overall, dinner was wonderful, and he paid for it all. Two wood-fired steaks, wine from some magical country, tiramisu that made every one of my nerves crackle at the same time, and then he paid for the bill with no second thoughts, and I saw it was more than $300. 

Do you know how many pairs of panties I could buy for $300? Or even for $200? 

I put my arm in his on the walk back to my place, and I was transported to some sort of dream. It was perfect. All of it, perfect. He was rugged; I could stop pretending I was too. I was soft. I felt like a puzzle piece. 

His hand slipped to his side, and my fingers found their way in between his. We clasped hands and walked that way for blocks. My heart fluttered as we rounded the corner and we were on my street.

What would happen next?

My brain buzzed as we approached the stoop to my building. 

And then we stopped, and so did the whole world. 

“I had a nice time, Michelle,” he said, looking down on me from above. 

“I did too,” I said, wanting to tuck my hair behind my ears again, or twirl my hands, or do anything but stand there waiting for something to happen that I knew I couldn’t make happen. 

But then it happened. 

His lips reached down and found mine, and they were warm, and soft, and I melted as our lips met.

Everything about Michelle became clear. That there was a Michelle, that this was her goal, that Michael was disappearing, and that there was a whole world waiting for a girl to come find it. 

So I melted. I stuck to the pavement while the world spun, and I tuned out the sounds of the city, and they didn’t matter anyway. My body felt alive in his arms, and I swooned. 

And then I came right in my panties. 

Five quick, unannounced spurts. 

No warning, no nothing. I had been alive since dinner, and I had felt right on the edge as we walked back to my building, and my skirt was fluttering in the breeze, and my panties offered no protection from the nighttime air, and I chose not to wear stockings because of the weather, and my legs were bare, my arms were bare, my soul was bare, and it all became too much, right there on my stoop. 

He took me in his arms, and he kissed me, and it was perfect, and my body thought so too. 

Sploosh. 

Right in my crotch. 

I whimpered as we kissed, and I didn’t know what to do, and my heart was pounding, and I emptied myself right into my underwear, pulse after pulse after pulse, and I was too embarrassed to end the kiss, and yet I didn’t want it to go anywhere else because of what he’d find, and because I knew I wasn’t going to be horny for another few hours, and I ruined it. 

The kiss fizzled out, and I ruined it. 

“Thanks for a nice night,” I sputtered, and I turned on my heels and ran inside, and he was still standing on my stoop as I ran away, and I slammed my apartment door shut, and I felt myself turn a deep shade of crimson, and knew that Michelle’s life was already over. 

***

Except it wasn’t. 

It took a few hours to recover the next day. I lounged around the house in leggings and a crop top, and I did my makeup to feel better, and I did some voice training exercises, and I even started to get horny again, which I guess was a good sign. 

Sometimes I liked to drag my fingertips up the sides of my thighs, especially if I was wearing stockings or leggings. I loved the feeling of my fingertips, or of my nails, dragging against the thin, smooth, clingy fabric of form-fitting clothing that I knew was accentuating rather than hiding my body. A body Brian noticed, and even held. 

It wasn’t long before I felt alive again, and I began to look at the embarrassment of the night before as something to work through. To overcome. To try again, and the next time it would work, which would mean there would be a next time after that, and another, and who knew what was past that. 

But cumming too quick was a guy problem, and Michelle was no guy. 

Michelle lived more in three hours than Michael lived in three years, even if the night ended so poorly that I knew I’d eventually have to hit the reset button, get back on Partnr, and try and find the next Brian. 

Because the current Brian wasn’t coming back. There’s no way. Not after he was left on the stoop with no explanation, both of our lips still tingling from an electric kiss. 

All morning: no message from Brian. 

After lunch, nothing. 

All afternoon, no message. No checkin. No “I was thinking about you.” Nothing. 

Nothing. 

Michelle was a better thinker than Michael. Michael ruminated. Michelle figured things out. And when I needed to figure things out, I had one way of creating the space for it: go for a run. Run through the park maybe, or along the river path, or maybe even along Second Avenue if it wasn’t too late in the day. 

Pacing through the apartment waiting for a message wasn’t a great use of time. Refusing to send a message wasn’t a great use of time either. And sitting around embarrassed about cumming in your panties as someone kissed you was the fastest way to get hard again, and the cycle would only repeat. 

I was already dressed for a run, and 

“Hey,” a familiar voice said as I closed the front door to my building. 

Brian. 

I turned and there he was, standing on the sidewalk, leaning on the railing of the stoop. He was in jeans, flipflops, a white shirt with his sleeves rolled up so I could see those forearms again. 

Just cool as can be, smiling at me. 

“Whoa,” was all I could say, and I felt myself flush. I felt my crotch get hot as my body remembered what happened the last time I was close to him. “Please tell me you haven’t been there all day.” 

Brian laughed, a sound I liked to hear. It was sincere. It was throaty and deep. It was a sign of amusement. That I amused him. 

“No,” he shook his head. “I was in the neighborhood, believe it or not, and thought I’d stop by to see if you were in.” 

“I’m not in,” I said. 

“I see that,” he said, looking me up and down. “Going for a run?”

I nodded. 

“I had a really nice time last night,” he said. “And I wanted to apologize for coming on too strong.”

“You didn’t,” I started to say, but he held up a hand. 

“Look, I was moving too fast. It was too much too soon, and you weren’t ready,” he said. 

“I was too ready,” I muttered.

“No, I shouldn’t have kissed you.”

“You should have,” I said. I looked down on him from where I stood. It didn’t feel right, though I could smell him; that felt right. The same woodsy smell, an oasis right there in the city. 

He took one step up from the sidewalk, and my heart caught in my throat. 

“I just…am not very good at this,” I mumbled. 

“You’re fine,” he said, taking another step. 

“I wish I had more experience,” I said. “I had a nice time, but I just…I’m not sure what happened at the end.”

I knew exactly what happened, and I couldn’t tell him, right? I mean, let’s reverse roles for a second, and assume that a hot girl kissed Michael on the stoop, and Michael was the one who came in his underwear. 

Would that be hot? 

Would the girl think “he was so into me he jizzed all over, right then and there”? 

And would she be so pleased that the date would keep going? Would she schedule a second date right then and there? 

Of course not. 

The date would end just like my date did. With a quick exit and a squishy walk up the stairs where you could die of embarrassment in peace. 

“I find you really attractive,” he said, now standing on the top step. He was now my height, which was better. 

“I do too,” I stammered. 

He stepped up again, and he was taller than me, and everything was right again. 

“I’d like to try and make it up to you,” he said, taking my hand in his. “No pressure, just another go. I won’t push. I just…kind of got lost last night. I couldn’t control myself, and I let it get away from me.” 

I’m the one who couldn’t control myself, I thought to myself. 

“I…don’t know what to say,” I said. Again, I wanted to play with my hair. I needed something. Anything. 

“Well, you could say yes,” he said. 

I said yes without knowing it. Or, my boy did. Last night for sure. 

And right now? I was immediately transported to the last time we stood on the stoop, the night before. I felt smooth, delicate, pure. I felt admired, exposed, and desired. 

Someone from my dating app sought me out and wanted more. Someone wanted me for who I was, and cared enough to tell me in person. 

And they smelled divine. 

And they held me in their arms again. 

And they smiled, and meant it. 

And Brian put one hand against my cheek, and I felt his strength. He stroked my cheek and I closed my eyes, and I could feel the world start to shift again, and I was ignited from within. 

Somewhere in my body a fuse was lit, and I felt it. I felt it spark, I felt it burn, and I felt it spread. 

It spread to my legs, where I felt weak. 

It spread to my chest, where I felt tingly. 

It spread to my underwear, where I felt hot. 

And I opened my eyes and looked at him, my breath caught in my throat as I felt myself pass over the edge yet again, unprovoked, and with him smiling down at me and stroking my face, I once again filled my panties, squirt after squirt after squirt, and all I could manage was a pathetic little “oh!” as I held on to his hand with both of my hands, using him for leverage as I emptied myself right into the little crotch of my underwear. 

I cleared my throat and the gravity of what just happened hit me, full force. I was again reduced to nothing in front of him, unable to handle even a small part of who he was. 

He stared down at my crotch where I could feel the warmth already spreading. In white leggings? There was no hiding this. 

I felt myself flush again, red with the burning embarrassment of a thousand humiliations. 

There was no denying the wet spot in front of me. It started small, then spread until it was the size of a quarter, then I saw I was starting to ooze through the fabric. 

My life was over. Again. 

I looked up at his face in time to watch him figure out what happened. It was a flicker of recognition, and it was subtle, but it was enough. 

“Are you OK?” he said. 

“No,” I whined. “No, I’m not!” 

To someone on the street, it probably looked like I had to go to the bathroom. I was squeezing my legs together and bending down a little, trying as hard as I could to hide myself from view. 

“It’s so, so embarrassing,” I said, turning towards the front door. For the second time in less than 24 hours, I was about to run away and leave him on my front porch, my underwear full of cum. 

He perked up. “Embarrassing? Really?”

“My God, Brian, yes, it’s humiliating.”

“I don’t think so,” he said, shaking his head.

“Please.”

“It’s not humiliating to me,” he said. 

“You’re not the one cumming uncontrollably,” I said, crossing my hands over my problem area. 

“It is the hottest thing ever,” he said, locking eyes with me. 

“Stop it.” I wanted to cry. 

He got right in my face and took my hand. “It’s the hottest thing ever,” he said again. “I promise you.” 

“Watching someone lose control before anything happens? Relationships end over this.” 

“They can start over it, too.” 

And he kissed me again, and once more, I was flooded. 

We stood there, him with his massive body and me with my underwear full of cum, and he didn’t care. He still wanted it. He still wanted me. 

The kiss was everything all over again. It was the same as the night before, but now meant more. He was consoling me. He was telling me everything was OK. He was holding me, all of me, and wasn’t running away. 

And he was keeping me from running away. He held me, and it was fine, even though it really wasn’t. But it would be fine. It would be OK. 

We broke our kiss, and I couldn’t bear to look down at my crotch. I knew what was there. He did too. 

“Why don’t we get cleaned up and we can talk?” he said, pointing towards my door. 

For the second time in 24 hours I squished my way up the stairs towards my apartment, only this time it didn’t feel like a humiliating death march. Sure, he was probably staring at my ass as I walked, but I worked for that ass, and he wanted to see it. 

Sure, there was probably even more cum leakage, but he didn’t care. He still wanted me. 

Even after everything, he still wanted me. He still held me in my apartment as I calmed down. He still stroked my hair. He still shushed me when I tried to croak out an excuse. 

We stood in my apartment and I felt pathetic. I looked down at the wet spot in front of my crotch like some twisted wet tshirt contest. 

“Let’s get you out of those pants,” he said, grabbing on to my waistband. 

“I am so afraid,” I said. 

“Don’t be,” he said. 

“I cannot believe I cum just from kissing,” I breathed. 

“I never knew I was that good of a kisser,” he smiled. “So it’s not all bad, you know.” 

“But then what?” I said. “How can I do this if I can’t even kiss you without making a mess?”

I pulled away from him and finally got to play with my hair, which I started to twist into a rope. 

“Like, we can never go on another date again, right? We’ll kiss at the movies and they’ll need a mop. Or we’ll go to a wedding together and I’ll upstage the bride because I’ll be easy to clock: the only girl in a dress with a cum spot on her dress. Let alone the fact that we’ll never get married because the minister will say ‘you may now kiss the bride,’ and then everyone will get a show as I cum right in front of a whole church.”

Brian smiled through my rant. 

“I’m not sure–” he started. 

“I am!” I said. “I’ll never kiss you before work because I’d need to change again. And you’d go to kiss me goodnight and I’d mess the sheets. We’d do so much laundry, all the time, forever.” 

My chest heaved. My front was wet, my heart was heavy, my life was so unclear. 

“Let’s get through the next five minutes first,” he said. “And I know how.” 

He slid towards me again and worked his fingers into my waistband. 

“I know what’s going to happen,” I whined. 

“Then let it,” he said. 

And he leaned down again and kissed me, hard, as he helped my leggings down my thighs. 

I whimpered again. 

“How was that?” he said after the kiss broke. 

“It was…good,” I said, looking down at my wet panties. 

“Did you cum again?”

“No,” I said. 

“Good,” he said. “Let’s keep going.” 

He brought my leggings all the way down to the floor and I stepped out of them, and then I was back in his arms, receiving yet another deep, warm, passionate kiss. 

This time I yelped. 

Brian’s hand found mine, and brought it to his belt buckle. 

I knew what to do with it, and could feel my body tingle again as I clicked it open. Then it was his turn to have his pants drop to the floor. 

“Anything?” he said, as he kicked his flip flops off and his jeans stayed on the floor. 

“No,” I breathed. 

I stood there, a little wet lump in my panties, watching Brian work his hand into his boxer briefs and pull out a semi-hard dick that put mine to shame. Not only had it not cum twice, but it was much thicker than mine, and much longer, even though it wasn’t fully hard. 

“What are we doing with that?” I asked, knowing the answer. 

“What both of us clearly have wanted ever since last night,” he said. 

“I–don’t have any lube,” I said, with a worried look on my face. 

“Yes you do,” he said, and he pulled the waistband of my panties away from my body, then lowered his hog so it nestled right in the crotch of my panties. 

I looked down as my own spent little dick drooled on his, and I felt the warmth of his massive member as it nuzzled its way between my legs. I spread my thighs apart and made room, and he slid himself into the gooey mess I made, then grabbed me by the hips.

What could I do? I put my arms around his neck and held on to him.

He drew himself back and forth, squeezing himself just under my balls, and I felt his whole length slide beneath me. He was rubbing himself in my cum, teasing me with his size, and my breathing changed, which gave me away: Michelle, as I said, was straight. Here as proof, because she wanted dick. 

“I know you’re just trying to make me feel better,” I breathed.

“Is it working?” he asked, a little smirk on his lips. 

“I’ll let you know in a little bit,” I said, and then his lips were on mine again.  

This time, though, he reached down and dipped his fingers into my crotch, gathering up as much of the still-warm cum as he could, then spreading it over the head of his dick. With his slick fingers, he gave the head of my girldick a little squeeze, and I felt myself start to stir again. 

“Still didn’t cum?” he asked when our kiss was over. 

“Not yet,” I panted. 

“Good girl,” he said. His gaze started to wander, looking behind me to my right, and all around the apartment. His eyes finally rested on something behind me, and he smiled again. I turned to see what made him grin, and as I did, he lifted me off the floor with both arms and carried me over to the kitchen table. 

“Oooh!” I squealed as I felt myself transported for real. 

He sat me on the edge of the kitchen table, and then leaned forward to kiss me once more. This time, our kiss was broken by his firm hand placed right at my sternum, guiding me backwards, helping me to lay down. 

Looking up at him from the table, I watched as he tugged my panties to the side, and then maneuvered himself between my legs.

God, this was happening. This was really happening. 

I couldn’t see what he was doing, but I felt. Dear God, did I feel it. 

He was holding his cock right against my ass. Just holding it there. I could feel it, soft and wet, pressing right against my opening. All I could do was grip the table with both hands as I felt him start to ease himself inside me. 

Despite knowing I wanted to feel it, despite wanting a hot straight guy to show me what he had, my body was not cooperating, and he had to push harder, and I gritted my teeth as he did. 

With a jolt, my body gave up, and I felt a rush as he slid inside me, past my defenses, and my body lunged forward as I saw fireworks, stars, and galaxies were born. 

God, it was indescribable. A wave of pain was replaced almost immediately by a rush of pleasure I had never felt before, and then my body gave in to the long, drawn-out sensation of Brian inserting himself, inch by inch, into my tight ass. 

He reached down and grabbed my little dick between his thumb and forefinger and gave it a few little tugs. I was still soft, and still sensitive from having cum a few minutes earlier, but it still was a flood, all at once. Someone else was in charge of my body, and I was along for the ride. 

All I could do was lie back on the table as he began moving his hips and fucking me. 

“There we go,” he whispered, and he grabbed both of my legs, placing them over his shoulders. “Good thing you’re flexible,” he grinned, 

One slow stroke became two, two became three, and then, like a piston, he began thrusting faster and deeper. 

Something was inside me, tucked away, hidden until this moment, and he was making sure I knew it was there. Whatever it was, it was getting all of its nerves activated at the same time. He slid inside and stroked it the whole way, then slid out and did the same. It was unbelievable agony, laying there on my back, feeling something in my body swell and ache for more. With each stroke my body hummed and tingled, and we pushed against each other. 

I could see me flopping around in rhythm with his strokes, and could feel that all-too-familiar quiver start at the base of my dick. Sure, I was still soft, but did that matter any more? I already knew I could burst without being touched. 

“Oh my God,” I yelped as he started fucking me with full-length strokes. “Don’t ever stop doing that!” 

I fought his grip because I wanted my legs to be wider. I didn’t know why, I didn’t know what compelled me, but I strained against his grip until he relaxed and my legs were wide open in front of him, my package bouncing around in time with his movements, and my body already starting to let me know that it couldn’t hold out for much longer. 

“You are so tight,” he breathed, rubbing his hands all over my stomach.

I grabbed my knees and looked up at him, longingly. I knew I came quickly, but I wanted him to have more stamina than me. I needed him to. I needed him to take me somewhere I had never been, and I did not want him to run out of gas before either of us got there. 

“I’ve been thinking about this since before our date,” he said, ramming his thighs against me as he stretched me out.

All I could do was watch a single drop of clear fluid spill out of my dick and then stick to my abdomen as I flopped around some more, helplessly. 

The table wobbled beneath me as he kept pumping at me and my dick started to feel hot. I felt my balls tuck in close to my body, and I knew what was going to come next. 

“Don’t stop!” I whined, feeling myself get close to exploding. 

I clenched my body, tightening my grip around his shaft as he fucked me, and he growled like a savage. 

“I can’t take much more of this!” he groaned, and my body tightened even more, reaching for the climax I knew was right there. 

Through gritted teeth and eyes squeezed shut, I felt my body give out, and for the third time in 24 hours, my soft little cock spurted out as much as it could manage. Pulse after pulse spilled out of me, spraying in all directions as Brian kept going. 

And then I felt the spasms inside of me. Not my own, but his. He buried himself inside of me with one last pump, buried to the hilt, and then he arched his back and snarled at the ceiling as I felt his cock start to erupt. 

Every spasm rocked my body, every blast of his cum felt like a pint, and I felt him empty himself inside of me, the most glorious punctuation on my own orgasm. 

I made him do that. 

I wanted him to get me off, and he did, and then I felt so good to him that he snarled like an animal and who knows how much cum he shot inside of me, because it was still coming and I lost count. 

My chest heaved as I watched him slowly return to me. He lowered his head and wiped his forearm across his forehead, smiling from above. 

The table was still. The room was still. Our breathing was in unison, fast at first, then slower, and soon it would be normal together. 

He was softening inside of me, and I could feel it. I was always soft, and looked around me to see how far my cum flew when he fucked it out of me. 

How did I even manage to cum anything just now? 

How did I cum so quickly, then do it again with almost no rest? 

All I did was kiss a guy and then let him fuck me on my own table. 

How straight was I? 

He smiled at me and I felt one last little drip come out of me, and I had my answer. 

“First date, huh?” he said, running his hands all over the inside of my thighs, which were still tingling. 

“Yeah,” I breathed.   

“What should we do for our second date?” 

“Oh God,” I laughed. “I need at least a week off.” 

“No way,” he said. “Can’t do it. Too far away.” 

He looked down at the front of his shirt, which used to be clean and white, and now was dotted with cum from where I flung it at him. 

“This shirt isn’t exactly clean anymore,” he said. 

“Sorry,” I blushed. 

“Tell you what,” he said. “Why don’t we take this white shirt and do some laundry? I know some white leggings and some white panties that could be cleaned. We’ll throw it all in together.” 

“And what are you going to do, wear one of my shirts home?” I meant one of Michael’s shirts, but I didn’t say that. 

“No,” he said. “I think we should stay here and make out. Work on your stamina a little bit.” 

“Oh, really?” I teased. “My stamina?” 

“Mmhmm,” he said, nodding, still rubbing my bare legs. “We need to get you to a good place. If we’re going to start kissing in public, we need to make sure you’re not going to cum all over.” 

By this time he was too soft to stay inside me any longer, and I felt him slide out of me with a wet thwop against the table. He held his hands out and I took them as he helped me sit up on the table. 

“How about I’ll clean up here, and you go start our laundry?” he grinned, giving me a quick kiss on the lips. 

“Exactly how many times do you think I can cum in one day?” 

“Let’s find out,” he said. 
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