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THE RIGHT WRONG GIRL

A Trans Girl’s Unforgettable First Time

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


“Danielle? Is that you?” 

My goodness that made me jump. I was not expecting to talk to anyone, and it took me a second to regain my composure. I set my phone down. 

“No,” I said. “Sorry, you’ve got the wrong…person.”

He was tall, freckled, with close-cropped reddish hair. He was wearing a white dress shirt, dress slacks, very nice shoes, and had a leather messenger bag slung over one shoulder. It was a Saturday morning and he looked like he was off to work. 

I was sitting outside the coffee shop, scrolling on my phone, having a cup of coffee. He had just come from inside and was holding a cup just like mine. 

“Sorry,” he said. “You look exactly like a girl I know.”

“No, I’m not Danielle,” I said. 

“You even sound like her,” he said, cocking his head as if to look at me from a different angle that only he could appreciate. “This is so weird. Well, just a head’s up: you have a twin. Sorry to bother you.”

“No problem,” I smiled, and I watched him walk away. He turned back once to look, sipping from his cup as he did it. Then he turned the corner and was gone. 

I looked exactly like a girl he knew. 

By itself, that wasn’t remarkable. People look like other people. People have twins they don’t know and never meet. People get confused for other people all the time. 

But this? I looked like a girl he knew, and I could feel myself smiling the broadest smile my face ever made. 

Because I couldn’t look like a girl he knew. That wasn’t possible. And for a very good reason: I’m not really a girl. I mean, I looked like one at that moment, sure. I had long, brown hair. I had long, smooth legs with black high heels at one end and mystery at the other. 

I had on a sundress, yellow, a cute denim purse in the chair next to me, a coffee cup with red lipstick left on the table in front of me, that I would occasionally pick up with my bright red, shiny fingernails. 

I would forgive you if you thought I was a girl. 

I would also hug you. Or worse. Because I was definitely not a real girl. 

I felt like one, sure, and I looked like one. I acted like one. I wanted to be one, but maybe not all the time. Or not yet. 

But that hair? It was a wig. My smooth legs didn’t stay shaved all the time, my underwear was usually boxer briefs and not pink, high-cut bikini briefs, and most people weren’t trying to hide what I was trying to hide between my legs. 

The nail polish was brand-new, I had never worn the shoes out of my house before, and that sundress had tags on it until that very morning, when I snipped them off, said to hell with it, and walked outside to do errands. 

Errands that I wanted to run forever, especially if strangers–let’s be honest: handsome strangers–confused me for girls they knew. 

I hadn’t had much luck going out dressed as Samantha, and for an embarrassing reason. 

When I said I was trying to hide something that was between my legs, I wasn’t kidding. I was blessed, or cursed, with a pretty big dick. 

Not that it did me much good, especially now. 

I tried going out wearing little biking shorts so I could walk by the river near my townhouse, but I couldn’t tuck; I looked like a girl with a dick. 

Jeans? Jeans were no better. I had nowhere to tuck anything, and walking was uncomfortable. So I couldn’t easily wear jeans. And I bought a really nice maxi dress for when the weather got a little warmer, but it was form-fitting at the hips and couldn’t hide the bulge in my panties. 

Leggings or yoga pants were fine around the house, but not out in public. And I didn’t tend to wear them around the house all that often because I simply didn’t feel girly in them. Sure, I did if I turned around and checked out my own ass in the mirror, but once I turned around, there was no mistaking it: Samantha wasn’t really a Samantha. 

But a billowy sundress? Yes, please. And today was one of the first days that I wore one outside, and it was worth it.

For a guy to confuse me with a girl? Absolutely worth it, and in my head as I got up from my table at the cafe, I was mentally picking out which of the other two dozen colors I’d order as soon as I got home. 

By the time I walked the ten or so blocks back to the River Landing Townhouses, I decided on five: red, navy, white, pink, and the white one with red polka dots. 

I didn’t have to worry about my neighbors seeing me, or wondering why a strange girl would leave the house when no one saw her go in. I didn’t have neighbors. I mean, I did, but not permanent ones.

My townhouse was 282 River Landing, right in between 280 and 284. It was a unit of three, all in a row, at the end of a cul de sac. Both 280 and 284 were weekly rental properties, and no one stayed there for more than a few days at a time. When they did stay there, they tended to keep to themselves. 

Which meant that I could go to my little back porch and be mostly out of view of my neighbors thanks to the privacy walls that extended out past our patios a little. If I went to my upstairs balcony off the bedroom, then I’d be in full view of the balconies on either side of me. 

So I tended to stick with the patio if I was going to be girly. I called it the Girl’s Porch. I didn’t use the Boy’s Porch very much. 

Since the weekend was going to be gorgeous, I wanted to have at least some of my Saturday be Bikini Time. 

I know what I said about my tucking problem.

I get it. I know it sounds weird to say that I didn’t like being in some kinds of clothing at home because I didn’t feel feminine thanks to my impossible-to-hide third leg, and then turn around and say how much I liked bikinis

But a bikini was different. I didn’t mind the bulge that I had in that. I would have loved to have less, sure. But it was a real turn-on to walk around in skimpy bathing suits, feeling almost-but-not-quite naked. I loved the feeling of my bare feet on the tile floor in my kitchen as I padded in and out, back and forth off of the Girl’s Porch. 

I loved the coconut smell of sunscreen, the feeling of my wig in a long braid, or a ponytail. I loved sipping some fruity, refreshing drink, feeling myself trying to swell in my bikini bottoms and not being able to. 

I may not have felt feminine in everything, but in a bikini? I felt like a real girl. My nipples would even show through the bikini top, and it would get even worse. 

Or better? 

I don’t know how this started. It was something that I never did, and then one day, I did. I did the same thing everyone else seemed to do: found the internet, and then found a more secret corner, then another, and then one more. 

Pretty soon I was getting off and “doing research” pretty often, and making sure that I always had extra money around for new clothes. 

Yes, I said “doing research.” It was research. To see how I could look. Looking at real girls was misleading; I’d never be able to pull that look off, no matter what it was. But people like me? I wanted to see what they did. How they managed to do their makeup, how they looked while walking, or sitting, or getting off. 

All those pretty little femboys online with their tiny nubs. They’d call them a “clitty” in their video descriptions, and it wasn’t far from the truth. They wouldn’t jerk themselves off like a guy and they could still get hard. Or even better, they didn’t need to touch themselves and they’d dribble cum anyway. 

I envied them. Because I was packing so much between my legs that I may have looked feminine to that guy, but the sexier and sluttier things got with myself, the less feminine I felt. It was purely fantasy for me, as I was pretty sure if I ever got with a guy who thought I was a sexy girl, he’d change his mind real fast when he took my pants off and he saw I was carrying more around than he was. 

So not only did I not feel feminine with what I had, how could a guy feel masculine if he compared himself to me?

I know, I know. Loads of guys would kill for what I had and I shouldn’t wish it away. 

But it’s true: I didn’t want it. So any outfit that made me conscious of it was bad, and any outfit that made me not even think about it was good. 

Bikinis: good. 

I had a brand-new leopard print one that I wanted to wear, although given the compliment I got from Mr. Handsome, I almost didn’t want to change out of my sundress. 

There would be other days, other sundresses, and other Mr. Handsomes, even if I only talked to them at coffee shops. 

I slipped the sundress over my head and stood in my bedroom in front of my full-length mirror. I loved watching myself change. At first I loved watching myself transform from someone I recognized into someone I didn’t know.

Slowly, I got more comfortable as Samantha, and eventually I think I liked watching myself change because Samantha didn’t resemble Samuel. Not even a little. 

Well, there was one thing they had in common, and it was dangling between my legs like a dumb elephant’s trunk. I swung it around, then put an end to it all by pulling up my bikini bottom and snapping the waistband with my thumbs after it went on.

It fit perfectly. High-cut, slightly ruched backside, and the leopard pattern hid the bulge much better than the white bikini did. 

I tied my top on, and modeled for myself. 

I had picked Samantha because it was close to my real name, but I don’t know. “Danielle” sounded pretty fierce. Did Danielle wear leopard print bikinis? 

***

My timer went off, and it was time to flip over. I was out on the patio, getting a little sun in my new bikini. I set a timer when I did my back because I can’t read a book or look at my phone without holding my neck in a weird position and hurting it, so I would just lie there. Except I fell asleep once, got completely sunburned and was miserable for three days until it started to peel off.

That was the only time I made that mistake. Ever since then, I have used a timer. 

I moved my reclining chair so it was more in the sun, and the metal loudly scraped across my stone patio. 

I laid back, got comfortable, and held my book up so it would block the sun. 

It was a smutty romance book called “Touched By the Right Man.” The main character, Alicia, caught her fiance cheating with her old college roommate, then went to rough it in order to find herself. She did manual labor on a ranch in Montana and did an awful job until one of the ranch hands, Bradley, took pity on her and taught her everything. She was a fast learner, and after a couple of weeks was able to do almost everything unsupervised. She spent a lot of time learning the history of the ranch, which was Bradley’s family. . 

She also spent a lot of time falling for Bradley, which was fine until his girlfriend Kate came to visit. Alicia backed off, remembering how terrible it felt to lose her fiance to someone else, and she packed up her stuff.

Well, Bradley followed her back to Los Angeles a few days later and told her he broke up with Kate. Then they passionately shagged in her apartment with the curtains open, and the author spent two pages describing her orgasm. 

But what an orgasm. 

What would I give to have something thunder through my body like that?

Alicia’s fiance must have learned how to make love from a book. The way he did it was almost clinical. Timid. She felt like he was afraid of hurting her, and so they didn’t really form much of a connection. 

Bradley, on the other hand, was rough. After telling her that he broke up with Kate, Alicia knew what was coming next. She melted, and she wanted him and finally got to have him, and he was not timid at all. 

His hands were rough, he was strong, he was not afraid to sweat while making love, and was not afraid to make her sweat. It was passionate, it was raw, and it was aggressive. They clawed at one another, she felt alive, and her whole body exploded, and she was so sore the next day that she treated her body the way she did when she would run a 5k race. 

That was fucking. 

I don’t know when I started reading smutty Romance books. Last year? Last Summer? Whenever it was, I read a lot of them. It was something I really enjoyed when I got girled up, because even if the outfit I was weaning didn’t completely work, the book sort of took things the rest of the way. 

I felt better while reading this stuff. It was fun to feel good. Why hadn’t I done this sooner? Why did I spend most of my life reading horror? 

I reread the last few pages, and felt myself swell in my bikini bottoms. It was undeniable how reading this stuff turned me on, but what about it was getting me worked up? Was I imagining myself as Alicia, or Bradley? I had Bradley’s equipment, but I wanted Alicia’s reaction. Her world appeared to change forever, and I wanted that, for sure. 

I seriously doubted anyone would ever manhandle someone like me, though. If Alicia dropped her pants and had a bigger dick than Bradley, how would that story end? 

I had no idea. No one wrote those stories. 

I was left to read about real girls and watch girly boys get off online. 

When I closed the book I couldn’t smell my own sunscreen anymore, and I wondered how long I had been lost in the book. I probably should have set a timer for both sides.

Right when I put my book down, I caught some movement out of the corner of my eye, above me. 

Someone was on the balcony of 284. 

Someone walked gently from the edge of the balcony and walked back towards the house. I could see them through the cracks between the floorboards as they cast shadows on the patio beneath them. 

Someone could have been watching me this whole time and I had no idea. And what did they see?

I looked down at my glistening, wet-looking naked body, barely covered by a bikini that left very little to the imagination. 

Which was the point, of course. But how confident was I that the bikini bottoms hid my not-so-little secret? 

Once I saw the person walk back to the balcony and watched a head slowly peek out over the railing, I decided that I wasn’t very confident about it at all, and I went back inside. 

***

There was a knock at the door.

There was almost never a knock at the door. Still, it was Saturday, there was usually some kind of package in the mail, and did I forget about something I ordered that I might need to sign for? A new outfit? Sometimes it was fun to buy things and forget about them, and then a few days later, new sexy clothes show up in the mail. 

Was that it?

Just to be safe, I grabbed a big pink beach towel and wrapped it around my waist to cover myself. No sense giving the mailman a show. 

When I opened the door, it was not a delivery guy at all. It was a young man in his mid-twenties I had never seen before. He was about my height, well-built, nice haircut, a little scruffy in the face, and had friendly-looking greenish-gray eyes that stood out in the sunlight. 

He opened his mouth and cocked his head.

“Um, Danielle? I thought that was you.” 

Again? Who was Danielle? 

I must have looked startled, because he backed up a little bit and held his hands up.

“Sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to scare you, it’s that I’m renting the place next door, and what are the odds that it’s right next to the one you’re renting?”

“I’m not Danielle,” I said.

He looked confused. “You’re…not? You look just like her.”

“I’m not Danielle,” I said again.

He pointed at the mailbox and said “so you’re actually S. Herlihy?” A wide package was stuffed in my mailbox, forcing the lid open. Because it was open, you could read the label on the inside. I grabbed my mail. 

“I am,” I said, closing the lid of the mailbox. “And you’re the second person today to ask if I was Danielle, believe it or not. Is this a practical joke?” 

Suddenly the compliment that the other handsome young man paid me didn’t feel as good. Like there was some conspiracy to build me up and knock me down again. 

“No?” he said. “No, it’s not a joke. You look exactly like my friend’s ex-girlfriend.”

“Tall red-haired guy with freckles?”  

He looked at me like he was confused. “Yeah, Jared? Do you know him?” 

“No,” I shook my head. “He was the guy who confused me with Danielle this morning. You’re the second guy to ask if I’m Danielle.” 

“Man, you really do look like her. Yeah, so that guy Jared? Danielle is his ex. He was probably floored when he saw you.” 

“He looked surprised,” I said. 

“Well, me too. But that’s not the only reason I knocked.”

“It isn’t?” 

Uh-oh. 

“So this might sound weird, but the guy I rented this place from said there would be towels and stuff, and there’s just nothing here. I spilled a little coffee this morning on the counter and it’s still there because there are no paper towels or napkins or anything. I thought if you were Danielle, I could borrow something from you, but you’re not, so never mind.”

“You just need paper towels and a towel?”

“Yes, but don’t worry about it,” and he backed off the front stoop. 

“I mean,” I looked down at what I had wrapped around my waist. “It might be pink.” 

“Please don’t worry yourself,” he laughed. “It’s my mistake, I thought you were someone else, someone I knew, and it’s totally fine. I’ll run out to the store.” 

“Wait right here,” I said. 

Why was I doing this? Because I was nice? Because it was an easy problem to fix? 

No, deep down it was because I wanted to know something about Danielle. I wanted to know something about this twin I never knew I had. Maybe if I did him a favor, he’d do me a favor. 

I came back to the front a minute later with a roll of paper towels and a blue towel I had never used. They had come in pink/blue pairs, and I only used the pink one. 

I held them out to him and instantly wanted to die.

My towel got caught on the doorknob of my front door and dropped right to the floor at my feet. 

I was standing in front of a stranger, completely exposed in a small, tight, bikini that was absolutely broadcasting what I had between my legs. I hoped I had gotten enough sun where he could not see me blushing.

If he saw, he did not let on. As soon as my hands were free, I bent down and pulled my towel back up. I wanted this to be over, but I hadn’t learned anything about Danielle yet. 

And he didn’t seem to be spooked. 

“I can absolutely have this back to you tomorrow,” he said. “I’ll even wash it. I promise you I will not forget to give this back.” 

Before I knew it, “I know Francis” came mumbling out of my mouth, but as soon as it did, I regretted it. I needed to be careful. Samuel had met Francis, the landlord of 284. Samantha never did. 

“So who is this Danielle person?” I said as he turned to go. 

“Excuse me?”

“Well, twice I’ve been confused for her, and I don’t know anything about her. Does Jared live here?”

“Yeah, a few of us flew in to celebrate his promotion. Dinner out tonight, lake party tomorrow. College friends. So, uh, I guess you could say Danielle broke his heart.”

“So he wasn’t happy to see me.” 

“I think he was happy you weren’t actually Danielle,” he laughed. “They didn’t end on good terms.” 

“Did she cheat?” I asked as he started to step over to his stoop. 

“Ouch,” I said. “Please tell me it wasn’t with his old roommate.” I was thinking of my book for some reason. 

“With quite a few people,” he said. “And honestly: I’m glad you’re not her. Thanks for the towel, S. Herlihy.”

“Samantha,” I called after him. “Call me Samantha.”

“Dustin,” he nodded at me. “Thank you for helping out. I’m going to clean up my mess now.” 

Did he see me? All of me? 

I shut my front door and instantly got busy trying to figure out why he left so quickly. The only explanation I could think of was that he saw my bulge and was horrified. That he was going inside to text his buddies about the obvious transgirl next door with the massive thing between her legs, the one who is fooling nobody, who looks like Danielle except as a dude. 

I imagined him telling the story over his celebratory dinner tonight, that everyone would have a good laugh.

They’d ask him to tell the story again tomorrow, and he would, and it would be funny. And then they’d all be drunk because Jared earns a lot of money now, and they’d ask to come over to his rental place and stand on the balcony and sneak looks at the girlboy next door. 

They’d borrow salt. 

They’d ask for butter.

They’d come back for another towel, and they’d snap it at me over and over until I was naked and my clothes fell off and I couldn’t cover myself with my hands and they’d be laughing. 

No, they wouldn’t. 

I was being ridiculous. Sam, Samantha, it didn’t matter. It could even be Danielle. It was my fucking house and I could walk around however I wanted. And even if that guy saw what I was packing, so what? He was going out to dinner tonight, he said he had a lake party tomorrow, he was in town for probably 48 hours and then he’d be gone forever and it didn’t matter. None of it mattered. 

I let the towel fall from my waist again and looked at my little bump.

It wasn’t bad, really. I mean, it was noticeable, but not massive. The pattern really did hide things, and the tightness of the material did keep things in check. 

I was overthinking things, and it was perfectly OK to walk around your own house on an early Summer day by yourself, feeling alive, and sexy, and complete. 

I walked past where I had set the mail, and remembered the package. 

I opened it and got excited partway through. I had ordered something and forgotten about it. It was backordered, it was from the Spring, and it was a little black cocktail dress that I wanted to wear. Not that I went to cocktail parties, but every girl needed a little black cocktail dress, and now I had one. 

My last one had the same problem as my maxi dress: it showed too much. This one was a little looser in front, and stood a better chance of keeping secrets. 

I couldn’t wait to try it on, and I had the perfect pair of strappy black heels to go with it. 

The only problem was that I had a lot of day to kill before I could wear a black cocktail dress around, even if it was my own house. There was something elegant, classy, and cosmopolitan about it. It meant “night life,” and right now it was early afternoon. 

I decided to head down to the basement, where I had a workout area set up. I couldn’t work out in a bikini–I guess I could, but what are workout outfits for?–so I changed into an outfit I dreaded.

The outfit was a total fail. A tight, light purple workout romper. 

It looked awesome online.

The model looked gorgeous. 

Her muscles were toned, she had a great ass, and everything was smooth all over. 

Did I look like that?

Uh, not really. 

Although I still remember the first time I put it on. I felt sexy. I felt like I was tight, and fit, and had energy. I looked at myself in the mirror not long after I tore it out of the package and put it on, loving the way my ass looked. 

And then?

And then I turned around. And there was a massive sausage right in plain view. There was nowhere for it to go. I remember laughing–honest to God, laughing–when I saw myself in it. 

But now? I put it on and felt more feminine. I felt sexy, like I could turn heads in the gym. Like people would look at me and think “God, Danielle is sexy,” and they’d have a hard time concentrating when I did squats. 

I don’t know why Danielle was in my head, but she was. Somehow this whole day gave me permission to wear something I had written off, and I was fine with it, and we don’t always fantasize about what we want to fantasize about, right? 

I stared at myself in the mirror after I put the romper on, and I could see the outline of my dick. Instead of getting mad about it, though, I traced the outline of it with a finger. It was slightly ticklish as I made it up and down, and I started to get hard. It stuck up from my crotch towards my belly at a slight angle. 

I kept going. I was giving it a feminine touch, and I didn’t feel remotely boy-like while doing it. It was just a good feeling and a light, sexy touch while feeling the tightness of a cute workout romper.

The light purple color meant that it didn’t hide much, and after a few minutes of tracing around myself, I could see a dark spot form at the tip of my girldick. I looked down at my belly and could see the clear fluid squeezing through the fabric. 

I did not want to go further. I mean, I wanted to, but I did not want to be the one to do it. And to get my mind off of it all, I went downstairs and started my workout.

With an absolutely throbbing erection, I did my four sets of bodyweight squats. Each time I lowered myself to the floor I felt the tug of the fabric against my body, felt the lighter-than-light touch of the clothing as it dragged past the head of my cock. 

I did my four sets of fire hydrants, and felt the same thing. 

I did my crunches and still felt it.

Same with my planks. I raised myself up on my arms and looked back down along my body, seeing my unhideable bulge pointing at the floor, pulsating as my body strained. 

My body shook as I counted down my very last plank, and then I collapsed on the floor. I still had a lot of afternoon left before my cocktail dress date with myself, and I ended up spending it in the bathtub, then shaving my legs, then self-waxing, then brushing out my wigs, then digging through my underwear drawer for a pair of panties I hadn’t work in a long time, but that would come in handy if I was going to attempt the cocktail dress.

It was a pair of pink, seamless briefs. I had no idea what they were made of, but they were stretchy. They really had no seams, and I had no clue how they were even made. It almost felt like a balloon, but it was definitely cloth; you could see the fibers. 

I could wear the dress without feeling like a panty line would show, not that there would be anyone around to see it. And I could stuff myself into them and be squeezed tight, but not too tight. I’d still be able to walk and I’d still feel girly. 

I made a smoothie for dinner, then sat in the living room and tried to get into a new smutty book, but I couldn’t. I ended up reading the last two chapters of “Touched By The Right Man” again, and stopped when I was aware the sun was going down. 

It was time. Time for my new cocktail dress, time for my new shoes, and time for my plan of watching the sun go down out on my Boy Porch. Except I wouldn’t be a boy. 

I knew as soon as I slipped the dress over my head that it was a winner. I knew before I even smoothed it down in front of me that it would make me feel just as secure as the sundress did, and I mentally decided to purchase the white cocktail dress, the pink one, and the red one, and I hoped I’d forget that I did so I’d get another surprise like today’s. 

I looked stunning as I looked myself up and down in the mirror. The heels were elegant, the dress was form-fitting in all the right places, it concealed what I wanted it to conceal, and it stayed up without straps, no small feat for a dress that didn’t have boobs to cling to. 

It was perfect. 

Though I knew better, I looked like I was about to go out on a first date. Or maybe just a hot date. But I looked like I was about to go out and get lucky, and that whoever I was with was worth it, and that I was worth it. 

From head to toe, I looked hot. My legs disappeared into my dress and revealed just enough where even I wondered what was up there. My heels were worth every penny, and made my legs–and ass–tight. I was sexy. I felt sexy. 

And since I knew my new neighbor was out to dinner with his friends, and was spooked by me anyway, I could use my own balcony. You know, the one normally for boys only. 

The sun was low enough on the horizon that I knew I’d only be out there for twenty minutes or so before it set, but I also didn’t want to stay inside until dark and miss the transformation. That would be the safe thing to do: to hide in my townhouse until no one could see how cute I looked. 

But “the safe thing” and “the fun thing” were different, at least tonight. And the fun thing even had some safety built in since I had no neighbors. 

I slid my door open and stepped out onto my balcony. The Boy Porch. And my heels made a sound on the deck that made it clear it was not a boy walking around. 

I knew there was no one below me, but if there was, they would see right up my dress. I also knew there was no one to my left or my right; if there was, they would have seen a suddenly confident young woman in a sexy dress walk all the way to the balcony, lean over it with her shoulders, stick her ass out, and look like she could be taken from behind.

Good God, where was my mind? I was performing for an audience that wasn’t there because it felt good. It felt amazing to be outside, watching the sky turn red, pink, and purple, all at the same time. It felt amazing to feel the cool evening air touch whatever fabric my panties were made out of, because the air went right through them and I felt just as exposed as I was in the bikini earlier. 

I shifted my hips until I found a comfortable way to lean, and I felt myself charge up as the sun got lower and lower in the sky. 

Soon it was just a bright wink right at the horizon, and then it was gone. 

I was standing outside on a suddenly chilly night, dressed for a hot date, and the closest I could come was by myself, in the house, with some kind of toy and some videos I’d find online. 

Some cute femboy with her hung friend. Some hottie in lingerie riding a dildo while her dick flopped all over. Some anime cosplay transgirl with a mask on, rolling her eyes as some guy wearing a GoPro plowed into her and she moaned out a climax. 

I’d be by myself, but I’d imagine myself feeling what she was feeling, whoever “she” ended up being. 

And before I could do anything, before I could move back towards the house, the lights turned on in 284. 

I froze. 

I shouldn’t have done that. I probably only had a few seconds, but a few seconds would have been plenty of time to run–even in heels–back to my own door. But instead, I froze. 

Then the sliding glass door of 284 behind me opened, and it was too late. 

I was afraid to turn around, but I didn’t hear voices, so I figured Dustin was by himself. But the problem was that I was leaning on my balcony, basically showing my ass to whoever was behind me. This wasn’t a problem when no one was behind me, but it was a big problem when there was. 

“Samantha? Is that you?”

I shouldn’t have been nervous, but I was. I had already talked to the guy. He knew me as Samantha already. And I was actually wearing less clothing when I first talked to him. But for some reason, I felt nervous. 

“Back from dinner already?” I said, half turning around.

“Ah, kind of. I never went.”

Shit. Had he been inside this whole time, watching me through the window? 

“No? You look dressed for it.” 

He was in a dress shirt, nice pants, and very expensive-looking brown leather boots. 

“I was the only one without a date,” he said, shutting the door behind him and walking out to the end of his balcony. “I didn’t feel like being a seventh wheel. It’s fine. I’ll catch up with everyone tomorrow.”

“At the lake.”

“Yes, at the lake. You know my schedule better than I do, considering we only met a few hours ago.” 

He leaned on his balcony the same way I was leaning on mine. I never liked how the upstairs balconies flared out on the sides; yes, it meant people could put grills and potted plants and tiki torches out of the main sitting area, but there wasn’t a ton of space between everyone’s balconies. In fact, you could reach out and touch someone on the next balcony, and it was entirely possible to jump between them safely if you were athletic enough. 

“You only had two things on your schedule,” I said. “I didn’t have any on mine. Remembering two things is easy.”

“Well, nice night,” he said. “Looks like we’re both dressed up for something we’re not going to.”

“Um, yeah. Guess so. I was out here just to watch the sunset. I was about to call it a night.”

“Already?” He looked at his wrist. “I thought you said you didn’t have anything on your schedule?” 

“Plans change. I’ve got to get up early tomorrow.” 

I wasn’t lying. I could go inside and set my alarm early. I had nothing to do after that, but he didn’t need to know that. I was kicking myself for not ducking back inside after his lights turned on. 

It was much more fun pretending I had an audience. Actually having one was nerve wracking. 

But why? He was easy enough to talk to, and I was comfortable enough with my sexuality to admit he was good looking. But that was as far as it needed to go: he thought he was talking to a girl, not someone who could lift their skirt and then outduel him. Girls couldn’t do that. 

“Enjoy the lake,” I said, turning around and enjoying the sound my heels made as I walked away.

“Night, Samantha,” he said, and I slid my door shut. 

Back in the relative safety of my place, I needed to come up with something to do where I could keep my skirt on. I didn’t want to still be thinking about him, and I didn’t want to go to bed early. Although I could go to bed and spend a little quality time with myself to work off the sexual tension that I built up all fucking day, I’d probably be doing it with a cluttered mind. Dustin would be in there, right next door. I had already realized he had probably been looking when I didn’t know it; would he be listening without me knowing too? Would I be getting myself off with an audience who had his ear pressed against the wall?

I needed a clearer head, and by the time I got to the kitchen and saw my little bluetooth speaker on my kitchen counter, I knew how I was going to spend my time.

I picked a slow jazz playlist, and slinked around downstairs. The dress, the heels, the all-day validation that I looked the girliest I’d ever looked: all of it seemed classy and…right. The jazz seemed to fit. Classy girls listen to jazz, don’t they? Don’t they go out to jazz clubs when they wear a dress like mine? 

I ran my legs against each other as the piano played. I ran my hands down my thighs as the rumbly bass finished its solo. I felt the drum rhythm in my entire body, especially the places that stuck out a little. 

My nipples tingled. 

My crotch quivered. 

I sat at the kitchen island in a high stool, drumming my fingers on the counter in beat with the drums. I knew the song but couldn’t place it: piano, bass, drums, trumpet, and…I couldn’t place the other percussion instrument. It wasn’t always in time with the rest of the piece, and it was occasionally offbeat enough to be distracting. 

Then the song ended, but the beat went on. 

Wait. So that wasn’t a beat. It was something from upstairs. A tapping sound. On glass?

I cautiously went upstairs, and when I got to my sliding glass door, there was Dustin, looking a little embarrassed. 

“Hi,” he said sheepishly when I slid the door open. “So it looks like I may have locked myself out earlier. I have the keycode to get in the front, but can I go through your place?”

“Of course,” I said. “Did…you jump across the balconies?”

“I had to,” he said, stepping into my townhouse. “It’s too far to jump down, but I didn’t have any other choice.” 

I led him downstairs, and the music got louder, until we were in my kitchen and he was looking around, trying to make it look like he wasn’t looking around. 

“Nice,” he said. “You like jazz? I love it.”

“It’s good,” I said. “I felt like listening to it tonight for some reason.” 

Because it made me feel like a classy young lady, is what I didn’t say. 

“The place we were going to go tonight for dinner apparently had a country band playing downstairs,” he said, making a disappointed face. “I’m glad I skipped it.” He looked at me as if there was more. 

He did not say more. 

“Here, I’ve got an idea,” he said, holding out his hand. “One dance, then I’ll leave you alone for the night since you have to get up early.” 

“Wait, what?”

Did he just ask me to dance? In my own house? 

“One dance,” he said. “Why not? We’re both dressed for it. You look great, I look passable. It’d be a shame to waste it. We’ll pretend we went out.”

I did not want to dance with him. 

Actually, that was a lie. I did, but I didn’t want to admit it, even to myself. And he did say that I looked great…

The song ended and we stared at one another awkwardly as he waited for my answer. 

The answer I didn’t want to say. 

Please don’t be a slow song, please don’t be a slow song, please don’t be a slow song…

It was a slow song. He held out his hand again, and this time I took it. 

He held my left hand with his right, then put the other hand on my waist. I put my free hand on his shoulder. 

Was that right? 

Before long, he was swaying me. His hand was pressed firmly against my hip, the hip that my dress exaggerated. 

The hip that I pressed into him. 

“There you go!” he said, and he dipped me without warning.

“Oh!” was all I could think to say, and then I was back up again, head spinning. 

Was I even a dancer? I could move my body, and I could definitely move it if someone else was leading, and Dustin was easy to follow. 

And he smelled pretty good. 

And he was holding me tighter…

And we were definitely closer than we were a moment ago. 

I wasn’t even hearing the music anymore. I was feeling it, and all I could think was “if only.” 

If only this could happen. 

If only something like this could always happen. 

If only I could know ahead of time who would want someone like me, before unleashing the surprise that gave me away.

If only…

My panties may have been doing a good job keeping me constrained, and my dress may have been good at hiding a little bulge, but if he pulled me any closer, he’d have to notice that he was dancing with someone who brought a little extra. There was no way to keep someone from feeling an erection pressing into their body. I had to hope he didn’t pull me closer.  

Then he pulled me closer.

I felt myself melt against him, and I felt our bodies crash together…

…and I felt him stiffen.

I don’t mean “down there.” I mean, his arms and body stiffened up. Like he had just learned something he wasn’t expecting to learn and it made him suddenly tense. 

It was done. I could feel it. 

If only.

I backed away and looked at him. “I’m sorry,” I said. “You have to go.” 

“I do?” he said. “May I ask why?”

“You know why,” I said. “This…can’t happen.” 

“The rest of the song? We can pick a new one.” 

“No,” I sighed. “This. All of this. It can’t go anywhere.” 

“Of course it can,” he said. “I felt you. I thought you wanted it.”

“You…felt me?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Pressing into me while we danced. You know. You were…I could feel you.” 

“I’m so embarrassed,” I said. This time I knew I wasn’t red enough to cover my blushing. 

“I thought that meant you wanted it too,” he said.  

What did he mean, wanted it too?

“So you wanted it? Wanted me?”

“Um, yes,” he said, like it was obvious. “I did get to see you in a bikini earlier. Which, great bikini, by the way.” 

“You’ve known this whole time?”

“I’ve known this whole time.”

“And you didn’t run screaming?”

“Why would I do that?” 

“I…don’t know. Because it’s…different.” 

“So what?” 

He asked it like he wanted an answer. And I didn’t have one. 

“You saw all of me earlier, and you still wanted me? Not because I’m some exotic version of Danielle?”

He laughed and took me as if we were going to dance again. He clasped my hands. I couldn’t hide that I was trembling. 

“You are not some exotic version of Danielle,” he said. “You look like her. She was gorgeous. You’re gorgeous. But she was a bitch, and you’re not.” 

“So I’m a less bitchy version of Danielle with a little extra?”

“If you say so.” 

Another slow song began to play, and then his lips were on mine, and I let them stay there. 

If only. 

I don’t know how long we were like that, faces pressed together, him holding me around the waist. Our lips were parted, and we worked our tongues against one another. And then he pulled his face away but not his body.

“We don’t have to do anything else,” he said. “If you’re not…oh, hey, what’s happening here?”

At that moment, the underwear that I was so proud of, the underwear that had kept me from bursting out of my own body and giving everything away, decided to let me down. 

I started to get hard, and I stabbed him right in the groin with my semi-hard…I didn’t even want to think about it. The whole day I had been hiding from my horniness, and there was nowhere left to hide; it took over and made it very clear that one thing was on my mind. One very obvious thing. 

He looked down between us at the way my dress was sticking out a little. 

His pants looked the same way. 

He was hard too. Even being stabbed with a girldick, he was still turned on. 

If only? 

It was. 

We kissed the whole way up the stairs, leaving his shirt halfway up. One heel came off in the upstairs hallway, the other at my bedroom door. He lifted my dress over my head as I worked his belt buckle, and his pants fell to the floor as he flung my dress into the corner. 

Both of us stood there in the moonlight, standing in our underwear, and then at the same time, we reached for one another’s waistbands and down they went. 

We were completely naked. Totally exposed to one another.

In the darkness I could not tell how big he was, but it didn’t matter: he grabbed me and gave me a long stroke up my whole shaft, and he didn’t stop. 

I reached down and did the same to him. 

He was already stiff, and he had every inch between his legs that I had between mine. There was nothing to be self-conscious about at all. And soon we were passionately kissing, stroking one another off with our hands, and it was perfect. 

I grabbed him by his cock and led him to my desk, where I kept my lube that I used during my “research” sessions. I pressed it into his hand and he quickly squeezed some into his hand, working some over his shaft while he teased me with one lubed finger. 

I had never had anyone do that before. Never in my life had someone else gotten to touch me like that, and my head was reeling, like he had just dipped me again while dancing. I felt myself tense up as he worked his finger inside me just a little, and heard him whisper “relax,” and I melted again. 

I braced myself on my desk as he worked a finger in and out of me, making me weak in the knees, feeling myself get harder and harder as he stroked himself in time with what he was doing to me. 

He worked a second finger inside of me and I gasped, hearing myself start to breathe heavily, almost in time with his thrusts. 

He was working magic inside of me, coaxing moans out of me that I never knew I could make. I was completely lost to how good it felt, to how there was a building pleasure inside of me that did not seem to ever end. It just grew and grew and had nowhere to go, so it grew some more. 

I could barely stand, and Dustin sensed it, because just like when dancing, he was easy to follow. He withdrew his fingers and spun me around so I faced away from him, and then I felt him working the tip of his erection right where his fingers just were, and I wanted him to just let it go; I wanted him to just let me have it. I felt empty without his fingers doing what they had done, and I was shaking. 

I could feel my girldick, heavy and ready, bouncing between my legs as he got my hips into position, and then slid in. 

I gasped as the head went in. It was thicker than his fingers, thicker than anything that had ever been inside of me, and it surprised me with a shock of pain, but that initial burst of pain went away almost instantly and was replaced by the swelling feeling again, and he slowly brought his whole length in and out, dragging it out in a teasing way, making me feel completely full and ready to lose my mind. 

It was agony. Beautiful, wonderful agony, and I was so lost in it that I became aware I was moaning again and had no idea when I had started.

“This is so damn hot,” he breathed in my ear, and he put his hands on my hips, and began going faster.

No, he put a hand on my hip, and with his other hand he reached around and began stroking me.

The very thing I was afraid of, to have someone so terrified of what I had between my legs, that they wouldn’t be able to have sex, and yet here we were: I was being fucked from behind by a guy who thought I was hot, lead me in a dance, and was now leading me in other ways and wasn’t the least bit intimidated by it. 

I did not want him to stop.

He began pumping more, and stroking harder, and that swelling feeling inside of me started to feel different. It started to feel familiar, like I was about to go as far as I was capable of going, and it would only end one way.

And for as much as I wanted to cum, badly needed it the whole day, I did not want this to end, and I reached down and held his hand still. 

“Not yet,” I breathed, trying to catch my breath.

He nodded and kissed my neck, then did it again, and then he walked me to my bed, where he laid me down on my back.

He spread my legs open, and worked himself back in, and this time I was as helpless as I’ve ever been, laying on my back with my legs wide open, taking a big dick and watching my own hard cock bounce in time with his thrusts. 

I stayed hard the whole time, and he stopped stroking me, instead grabbing my knees and holding me wide open for him.

I wanted it to keep going, and I bought us a few minutes, but I was too close to the edge, and I think Dustin knew it. He was bringing me to the brink, and it was torture because I didn’t want it to end, but I wanted what I was feeling to go where it needed to go, and he was going faster, and faster, and faster…

…and I couldn’t take it any longer, and I watched as I started to spurt while he fucked me. I didn’t even touch myself, and I was gushing over and over and over again, spraying cum on my chest, on my nipples, and in my belly button. I must have spurted a dozen times before it started to slow down, and once it did, my cock fell against my abdomen and stayed there, immediately starting to get soft.

Dustin pumped me for another minute, then gasped “I’m cumming too!” and pulled out right before he started cumming all over my cock.

I was spent. 

I looked down at the mess all over me, and then my gaze went up to meet his. He was rubbing my knees, my legs still spread open, and he was smiling. 

“You are way hotter than Danielle,” he grinned. 

“I don’t think I can walk for a while,” I said.

We stayed like that, the two of us, and I felt him running his hands all over my legs as our breathing calmed. Eventually everything was back how it was, only there was some electricity to the way we were looking at each other.  

“Well Samantha,” he said, settling down next to me on my bed. “If I told you there was a lake party tomorrow and you could wear a bikini, and I didn’t feel like being the only one without a date again, what would you say?” 

“Are you asking me out, Dustin?” 

He reached between my legs and started working our cum all over me, using it as lube, and I could feel myself start to get hard right away.

He wasn’t intimidated by it at all. He wasn’t intimidated by me at all. It was the most normal thing in the world to reach between your new lover’s legs and jerk their pretty dick off. It was normal. I was normal.

I wanted to cry, but it was starting to feel too good, and I knew what I wanted to focus on.

“Um, what are you doing?” I teased, but I kept my legs open for him.

“I’m influencing your answer,” he said.

It took another hour for me to answer him. It was an answer I always wanted to give, yet one I didn’t think I’d ever give.

Which was ‘yes,’ by the way. Eventually.

But first it was ‘oh God,’ ‘just like that,’ ‘faster,’ and ‘don’t stop.’
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Excerpt from “Work of Art”

“Oh, sorry. Didn’t see you there.”

Of course not. No one ever saw me. I didn’t want to rub my shoulder where the big guy bumped into me, but it did hurt a little. 

All the young men in the hallway outside the classrooms were at least a foot taller than me, maybe more. Hell, some of the girls were taller than me, and not just the basketball and volleyball players. 

Yes, I was in college. Yes, I had good grades. Yes, I was 19 years old. No, I was not a little kid, even if I sometimes felt like one. 

The big dude in front of me didn’t hold the door for me as we left Flagler Hall. Everyone was moving a little faster than usual because it looked like it was going to rain, but we still had to slow down to let all the students empty out of the McManus Lecture Hall and merge onto the main pathway back to the dorms. One girl got all the way down the steps of McManus, then stopped short right in front of me to light her cigarette. 

“Excuse me?” she said after I bumped into her. She blew smoke in my face. “Watch where you’re going, shortie.”

Shortie. 5-foot-5-inches gets you the nickname shortie. 

At least she called me something. A lot of the time, I am invisible.  

When I’m not invisible, I get made fun of for my size, or my shyness. Or how I don’t look like a guy and look more like a girl. 

There’s just one problem: it kind of turns me on.

Like, a lot. 

And that feeling was usually centered in my underwear, which was most often a pair of black briefs. That day, however, was different, as it was the first day I was walking around on campus wearing a pair of silky women’s underwear. 

Panties. 

A thong, to be precise. It was a secret I carried with me, under my clothes, and it was thrilling. I was the only person to know about it.

Or was I? Did anyone see it in class? I sat in the second-to-last row, so someone in the back row could have seen the pink satin thong peek above my sweatpants if I leaned forward in class.

Did I lean forward in class? 

Or did someone see a panty line the way I could sometimes see when I walked behind girls? 

The thought of someone discovering my secret was strangely thrilling, and it made me aware of how compressed my already-little cock was in the narrow crotch of the thong. I had been in a near-constant state of being turned-on since I left my room that morning, and I had no idea what Professor Algren even covered the last 30 minutes of class. My mind was elsewhere. It was centered on what I was going to be doing once I got back to my dorm. 

My dorm. Meister Hall. It was still ahead of me, and I still had what felt like miles to go before I got back. It was 2:45 pm on a Thursday, and I was done with classes for the week. I had no plans to go out, no plans to even eat. I avoided the dining halls because they were expensive, and I had already spent most of my money for the semester. I was rationing macaroni and cheese, ramen, instant coffee, and raisins. All because I blew my budget on panties, skirts, makeup, and worse. 

But when you have a single room and you want to dress like a girl, what do you do?  

Before I left for college, Dr. Woo wanted to prescribe me some pills for anxiety, but I didn’t want to take them. I whined to my parents that I needed to be clear-headed if I was going to keep my scholarship, and after a while, they agreed. They argued with Dr. Woo, he eventually changed his mind, and instead signed a letter saying I needed a single room. I had had a single ever since, and I had avoided buying a huge wardrobe for two years. But for some reason, the Winter of my Junior Year was the hardest, and when the weather started to get warmer, I spent about ten straight days signing for packages in the mail room. The result was a wardrobe that was mostly sexy, mostly slutty, and something that I spent most of my nights and weekends wearing. 

Ahead of me, I could see flashes of lightning in the distance, just behind the dorms. The tower dorm, Tremont Hall, was farthest away, and all of us watched in awe as a rain cloud passed overtop of it, pelting it with rain. It took a second for the sound of it to reach us, and by then we were all standing still, waiting for the inevitable. 

We didn't have much time, and we could already hear the yells of the girls who hadn’t quite made it into Tremont before getting soaked. 

I could not get wet. I was wearing light gray sweatpants and a pink thong. If I got wet, would the thong be visible? Would people be able to tell? The fantasy of being found out was one thing. The reality of it was quite another. 

I was not going to wait in the rain to find out, so I looked off to the right at Dreyer Hall, a building I had never been in. It was for the Art Department, and I just made it inside when the rain reached the academic quad. 

Even with the inner door closed I could hear students in the quad yelling and laughing. Some people got caught in the rain on purpose. Some started running toward the dorms just as I started running for Dreyer Hall. And some were headed into the quad rather than away from it. 

I could hear the rain pelting the roof of the building as I looked around. The hallway was long, running the whole length of the building. It looked like offices and classrooms were on the ground floor, and upstairs were a bunch of studios and lofts. There was a balcony that ran the whole length of the building on the second floor, and I could see into a few studios as I walked around. 

There were sculptures in the hallway, installations hanging from the ceiling, and every bare wall had student art work hanging on it. 

I tried to look at the student work, but my stomach was rumbling the whole time: fifteen minutes of trying to look at art and being reminded of how little you had to eat, and how little money you had to do something about it. I had skipped lunch that day after eating a granola bar for breakfast, and was already worried about what I’d do the next day. I had three weeks of class left, and three granola bars. 

Some of the paintings just looked like splashes of paint to me. One looked like there could have been a person that was painted over. 

Was that the point? To erase someone?

Some of the photography was interesting. A few people had taken photos of interesting spots around campus. One series of photos showed a naked girl standing near various buildings at night. It was sexual and non-sexual at the same time. You could never see her face, and that made it alluring.

Who was she? 

Had I seen her before? Had I seen her on campus fully-clothed, and had no idea that I had now seen her naked? I was drawn to looking at her body. She was smooth, like me. She was short, like me. She had a great butt.

Like me?

She had more pubic hair than I did, that was for sure: I kept myself completely shaved, whereas this girl had a full bush between her legs. 

I took slow steps down the hallway, feeling my satin panties rubbing between my legs. My little cock badly wanted to get out of the panties, but I had to wait. I could still hear rain on the roof, and I needed to kill more time. 

Right after the naked girl photo series, there was a bulletin board, and I stopped to read it, not that any of it concerned me. 

Bass player wanted for a band. Well, I didn’t play the bass.

Painters wanted to paint sets for a drama department production. I don’t paint. 

Scholarship deadline for graduate work in fiber arts. I didn’t even know what “fiber arts” were, so the scholarship was probably not going to happen. 

And then there was a sign below that one that stopped me in my tracks. 

NUDE MODELS WANTED

LGBTQ+ friendly

Body Positive

Pays $200

Text Dr. Caron for info

$200. 

It was as if there was a spotlight shining directly on the money. $200. 

Rarely in life do you ever have something like this happen. Or maybe it’s not rare that these things materialize. Maybe what’s rare is that you’re paying attention enough to realize it. 

It was one of those fliers that had tear-off tabs at the bottom with what must have been Dr. Caron’s phone number on it. No tab had been taken. 

I looked around the hallway to see if anyone was around.

No one was. 

Could I do that? Could I do what this sign was asking for? I assumed it was asking for a nude model to be in front of an art class and get drawn. 

Right? What else could it possibly be for? 

It had a “T” for who it was friendly towards. It advertised its body positivity. 

If there was ever a relatively safe place to do this, I had found it. 

It paid two hundred dollars.

I quickly tore off a tab and stuffed it into my sweatpants, then made it look like I was lost in thought about the sculpture on a little table when a thin man with a long, braided beard came in from the doorway at the opposite end of the building. I had walked the whole length of the building as I waited out the rain. 

“Of course it stops raining right when I get to my office,” the guy muttered, shaking out his umbrella and collapsing it. I looked outside behind him.  

If it had stopped raining, I could get back to my room and get on with my day. 

Sure enough, the rain had stopped, the afternoon was humid, and the birds were starting to chirp again. I walked the rest of the way to Meister Hall with my hands in my pockets, making sure the little tab of paper made it with me. 

I got to my dorm room, 401, where our names were posted outside our doors. Mine was right there, on its own: Noah Clement. I opened my door and stepped inside.

In a few minutes, I’d be Noelle Clement.

What does Noelle do next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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