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The Secret Next Door




When Cassie moved in next door, my buddy Craig and I didn’t think much about it.

Living in a college town, we were used to seeing college kids come and go in the house beside ours. Of course, we’d been “college kids” ourselves only a year before. But now we were both official college grads, sharing a two-bedroom house that Craig’s uncle owned, pretending that made us something close to adults.

We’d thought ours was the only rental house on the street, but when we saw a For Rent sign staked in the yard next door, we knew something had changed. A quiet older couple had lived there before. The kind of couple who watered their lawn at exactly six in the morning and gave polite little waves from behind their screen door.

“I knew they’d get tired of the parties and stuff,” Craig said, already theorizing about why they’d moved out. “They probably sold, and whoever bought the place is renting it out to students for shameless monthly payments.”

My roomie followed this with the sound of a cash register and rubbed invisible dollar bills between his fingers.

Craig was the type of guy who wouldn’t have minded that sort of behavior. If anything, I was surprised he hadn’t tracked down the owners and offered to apprentice with them, so he, too, could learn how to screw over college students. I was a bit different. Having just rented a campus apartment myself—and watched my lease crawl higher every renewal—I was a little less sympathetic to the house flippers in town.

But neither of us had a leg to stand on, because we didn’t know shit about the situation next door.

All we really knew was that the older couple had moved out, and a smoking-hot girl had moved in.

Again, though, we didn’t think much about it. Sure, Cassie was fucking hot. But it was a college town. Hot girls were a dime a dozen. And both of us knew we didn’t stand a chance with a girl like Cassie.

She was tall and slender, with long platinum-blond hair that fell down over what we both guessed were fake boobs. Neither of us cared, though. Cassie looked like a fucking Playboy centerfold come to life—smooth skin, bright hair, that lazy kind of confidence that made every guy nearby suddenly aware of his hands, his mouth, his posture, everything.

It was a warm June afternoon when I first saw the dark green van parked in her driveway. The air had that sticky, cut-grass smell, and the sun was bright enough to make the pavement shimmer. I hadn’t seen Cassie yet, but Craig had.

“Dude, some girl is moving in next door,” Craig had said to me.

His blue eyes were bright with excitement and amusement as he wandered around the kitchen. I was sitting at the table, working on a quick bowl of cereal—the breakfast of lazy champions—while Craig moved around with a little extra spring in his step. He’d shaved his normally scruffy facial hair and done something to his usually unkempt, shaggy reddish-brown hair. Not much, but enough that I noticed.

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.

Craig had a girlfriend. But he was the macho type. He’d barely scraped together a business degree while playing football and getting wasted every other night. How he passed his classes, I’ll never know. I was sure it involved paying off a few students, and possibly a teaching assistant or two, to help him limp across the finish line.

“Bro, if I wasn’t with Melissa, man,” he continued.

He had this long, dreamy look in his eyes, as though he was at that very moment imagining Cassie and himself right beside her—or on top of her.

“Right,” I said, “but you are.”

“Buzzkill, bro. What’s your problem?” Craig said, agitated.

“My problem?” I chuckled. “I’m just stating the obvious, aren’t I? You have a girlfriend, and I’ve seen how awful you are at trying to juggle two chicks. Remember Janelle and Taylor?”

Craig rolled his eyes and shrugged. “Okay, I was a fucking sophomore, though. I didn’t know shit. This is different. I’ve learned. I’m wise.”

“So wise you left your fly unzipped,” I said.

“How gay are you, looking at my dick?” Craig said, hurriedly zipping his pants as a cocky grin played on his lips.

“If you’re not going to fuck her, then I will,” Craig said. “I’m giving you a heads-up since you’re single, bro. I’m doing you a solid, okay?”

“Oh, thanks for your infinite generosity, bro,” I said.

“You’re lucky I’m so generous. A dude like you can’t get girls like that—not if guys like me are around.” Craig flexed his bicep like we were in some bad beer commercial. “You’re too skinny. Girls like muscle.”

“Some girls do, and some girls don’t,” I reminded him. “Remember that girl I dated, Kat?”

“Dude, she was such a bitch.”

“No, she just didn’t fall for your dumbass fake charm—the same charm all the bimbos fall for.”

Craig, knowing he’d lost the argument, gave a dismissive sigh and shook his head, as he so often did whenever reality bruised his ego.

Even after he left for his job working the front desk at the big gym downtown, I didn’t think much about this new girl. I wasn’t about to let myself get my hopes up.

I was, after all, twenty-three and had only had two girlfriends in my life. And the farthest I’d gotten with either of them was a few blowjobs. I was still a virgin, and I’d become a touch bitter about it, really. Not in some loud, angry way. More like a low, private embarrassment I carried around with me. I didn’t want anything to do with girls unless they were so interested in me that sex seemed inevitable. Otherwise, what was the point? I’d already done enough wanting from a distance.

So however “hot” Craig thought this new girl was, it didn’t matter.

If Cassie was out of my league, then she wasn’t worth hoping for. She wasn’t worth fantasizing about.

Of course, that was my course of action until I actually saw Cassie.

I was leaving for my job as the manager of a retail store. My college degree in business administration was really working wonders for me—not. It was that morning that I saw her for the first time.

The green van had disappeared, so I figured she wasn’t home, either. But I was wrong. As I stepped into my car, which had already grown hot from the early summer morning, I saw Cassie emerge from her front door. She had a small dog—a Yorkie—on a leash and appeared to be taking it out for a walk.

I don’t know if my jaw actually, literally dropped, but I’m sure it came close.

She was tall, with her blond hair moving in the gentle breeze like it was doing her a favor. She wore the shortest denim shorts I’d ever seen and a tiny black tank top that gave a full view of her flat, toned stomach. She had a small piercing in her belly button to match the tasteful little nose ring she wore, too. Cassie didn’t look edgy, exactly, but she had just enough counterculture going on to keep her from looking stuck-up, despite the fact that she looked like she had every reason to be.

Her eyes were big and blue and alive. They moved around the yard, the street, the sidewalk, taking everything in, and it didn’t take long for them to find me as I started to pull out of my driveway.

I tried my best not to stare at her, especially once she looked at me.

But I couldn’t help it.

And, much to my surprise, she gave me a small smile and a wave. I was shocked. Most girls who looked like Cassie would have turned away with a cold, stone-faced expression, like acknowledging me might cost them something. But not Cassie. She had this inviting, sincere smile, with pink, pouty lips that curled at the corners and made way for a set of dimples.

I was in love.

And I was paying no attention at all to the road as I backed out of my driveway.

Naturally, I backed right into a postal truck that was cruising slowly down the street.

“Oh, shit!” I gasped, feeling the jolt ripple through my body as metal screeched against metal.

“What the—? Have you lost your mind?” the postal worker shouted as the back of my car nicked the side of his truck.

I quickly jumped out and started apologizing like my life depended on it. The man—a skinny, older, gray-haired guy with a matching mustache—rolled his eyes and seemed to accept the reality of the situation faster than I did.

“I… I don’t really know what to do when you hit a postal truck,” I said with a nervous laugh.

“Well, your insurance information would be a good start,” the man said, with absolutely no interest in small talk.

“Oh. Um, right.”

I rushed to the passenger door and opened the glove compartment. My car smelled like old receipts, warm plastic, and the stale fast-food bag I’d been meaning to throw away for three days. I grabbed my insurance card and handed it to him before looking at the damage.

It wasn’t much. In fact, if there was a dent, it was on my vehicle and not his. But the red paint from my fender had rubbed against the side of his bluish-gray truck.

“Here,” the man said.

He handed me a copy of his insurance information. It had already been typed up on a small printout, ready for dispensing to foolish drivers like myself.

“Um, thanks,” I said. “A—and sorry.”

The man started back toward his truck, still shaking his head like I’d personally ruined the American mail system. Then he climbed inside and drove off.

In all the commotion, I hadn’t noticed that Cassie was standing there, watching the entire thing.

Of course she was.

She walked her little terrier toward my driveway with a welcoming smile, like I hadn’t just embarrassed myself in front of her in the most complete and efficient way possible. Her dog immediately got excited and began to yip and bark at me.

“Sorry,” she laughed. “Killer, stop!”

“Killer?” I said with a chuckle.

“What, you can’t see it?” she said, giggling.

I looked down at the tiny dog bouncing at the end of the leash like it wanted to tear my ankle off and then maybe apologize afterward.

“Yeah,” I said. “Terrifying.”

After a short pause, Cassie squinted in the summer sunlight and said, “You think they’ll need me to be a witness or whatever? Or maybe you do?”

“Eh, I don’t know,” I said, trying to sound casual and like my pulse wasn’t still thudding in my neck. “It’s just a scratch. I got it worse than he did, anyway.”

I leaned down and started inspecting the bumper, partly because I needed to check the damage and partly because looking at my car was easier than looking at her.

“What about that?” Cassie said.

“Shit,” I groaned.

I noticed for the first time a large gash in the back fender.

Cassie was quiet for a second. Then she ran a hand through her hair and said, “Um, I know this isn’t the best time, but I’m your new neighbor, I guess?”

“Oh, right,” I said, standing up too quickly. “Um, I’m Nick.”

“I’m Cassie,” she said, smiling.

“Should we, um… I don’t…”

I awkwardly extended my hand as if we were at a job interview or meeting each other’s parents at some horrible brunch.

Cassie, somehow, made even that feel normal. She met my hand and shook it despite how clumsy I was being. Her hand was soft and warm, her grip light but sure, and for one dumb second I became intensely aware of how close she was standing. She smelled faintly like sunscreen and clean shampoo, something summery and expensive without trying too hard.

She had an air about her, like nothing could bother her or throw her off center. Being awkward around girls, I didn’t know what that could feel like. I couldn’t imagine moving through the world with that kind of ease, like people looking at you was just part of the weather.

Cassie gave me another smile and said, “Do you live alone, or… I think I saw another guy, right?”

I felt a sting of defeat in my gut. Cassie had obviously seen Craig.

I was certain, right then and there, that she was going to start playing with her hair and giggling while she asked about my jock roommate. Craig was always the one girls were interested in. I could already feel myself checking out of the conversation, retreating into that familiar little place where I acted like I didn’t care because caring made me look pathetic.

“Oh, yeah,” I answered. “We’re roommates for the time being.”

“Cool,” Cassie said.

“He has a girlfriend,” I blurted.

The second the words left my mouth, I regretted them. My face got hot, and I felt my stomach tighten like I’d just stepped off a curb wrong.

“Just so you know,” I added, because apparently I’d decided to keep digging. “He’ll probably act like he’s single whenever the two of you do meet. Well, he’s not.”

Cassie nodded, taking that in with a quiet, mousy grin. “Good to know. Thanks.”

“I just… most girls are really into him, and, well, I’m sure you will be too, right?” I rambled.

Even as I said it, my mind was screaming, What the fuck am I saying? What am I doing? I’m going to look like such a weirdo.

But Cassie didn’t look weirded out. She just watched me for a second, her eyes soft but sharp, like she was seeing more than I wanted her to.

“Well, I’m not really into guys like Craig,” she said. “I’m into a different sort of guy.”

Her eyes studied me, up and down, and she smiled.

That look hit me harder than it should have. It wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t even obvious enough that I could’ve pointed to it and said, There. That. She wants me. But something in the way her gaze moved over me made my chest go tight and my skin feel suddenly too warm.

She took a deep breath and glanced down at her dog.

“Well, Killer’s going to go ballistic if I keep standing here,” she said.

Killer was panting and shifting around at our feet, the tiny leash pulled tight as he tried to drag her toward the sidewalk.

“Right, and I’ve got a job that I’m totally late for now,” I said, being brought back down to the hard, cold reality of my situation.

“Well, it was good to meet you, Nick. Maybe we’ll bump into each other soon?” she asked.

“Yeah, totally. I mean, if you ever want to hang out?”

The words spilled out of my mouth before I had a chance to censor myself. I never in a million years would’ve proposed such a thing to a girl who looked as good as Cassie. I would’ve been way too nervous, too shy, too busy imagining the rejection before it even happened.

But somehow it was easier with Cassie. There was something grounding about her I couldn’t quite name. She was sexy as hell, but she didn’t make me feel invisible. Or maybe she did, and I was just desperate enough to mistake basic kindness for interest.

Either way, I already knew I wanted more of it.

“How about tonight?” Cassie asked. “When do you get off?”

I nearly fumbled the insurance card the postal worker had given me.

When do I get off? I thought.

“Oh, work, right,” I said, turning a shade pink. “Um, I’m off at six.”

“What do you do? For work, I mean,” Cassie asked, playing with the ends of her hair.

“Um, I’m just a manager at Stewart’s. That department store on Mulberry Street. Have you been there?”

“Well, I’m new to the area, but I used to go to the Stewart’s in my old town,” she said. “I like their thongs.”

She bit her juicy pink bottom lip.

This time, I did drop my insurance card.

Cassie giggled quietly and crossed her legs, like she knew exactly what she’d done and wasn’t sorry for it. As I bent forward to pick up the card, I was hit with the realization of just how long and perfect her legs were. They seemed to go on forever, smooth and tan in the morning light, only disappearing inside those tiny denim shorts I suddenly couldn’t stop thinking about.

“I’m sure you’ll like what we have at this store, too, then,” I said, clearing my throat. “Um, are you a student? Are you going to the college?”

I needed to pivot hard to a less embarrassing subject. I needed something—anything—to keep my dick from getting so hard it would tear through my khakis.

“Yeah. I did my freshman year at community college back in New Haven,” Cassie said. “Now I’m here for sophomore year.”

“Wow—New Haven? That’s quite a ways away.”

“I know. I’m going to have to make new friends, I guess,” Cassie said.

Then she started to walk away with Killer trotting ahead of her.

I was left standing in my driveway, holding my insurance card and sporting an obvious tent in my pants. It wasn’t exactly the best day to wear boxers under thin khakis.
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“Dude, she’s fucking hot as shit,” Craig said.

The jock was watching Cassie grab her mail while I sat at the kitchen table that afternoon, trying to figure out whether my life was falling apart or just doing that thing where it got temporarily humiliating for character-building purposes.

“Fuck, bro, she’s bending over in those tiny-ass shorts,” Craig continued, his face almost pressed to the window. “Shit, this is making me hard as a rock.”

“Great,” I said. “Thanks for caring about my problem.”

“Bro, they can’t fire you just because you were an hour late. What’s that all about?” Craig said, in his trademark simplicity.

“Well, they can fire me, and they did,” I said. “I’m supposed to open the store. I got there and found a dozen old ladies yelling in my ear that they were going to call the regional office. I don’t even know how they found the number.”

“Their kids probably Googled it,” Craig said, laughing.

“Fuck,” I said. “I can’t believe this.”

“Hey, you’re still gonna be able to pay rent, right?” Craig asked.

“Again, thanks for caring, bro,” I said. “And yeah, I’ve got a few months saved up. I just hope I can get another job without anybody calling my old work to confirm my history.”

“Fuck, she’s the sickest girl I’ve seen in a while, bro,” Craig said, barely listening.

He grinned at the window, following her every move.

“Yeah, look through those envelopes while I get a nice look at those tits,” he continued, salivating and commentating on his leers like some kind of horny sports announcer.

I looked at the clock and saw that it was three in the afternoon. I had a few hours until I was supposed to hang out with Cassie. I wasn’t really in the mood anymore, though. Getting fired had a way of killing the whole sexy-new-neighbor fantasy.

Still, I was certain being around her would distract me from the chaos of my own life, so I decided to go through with the impromptu hangout session anyway.

I didn’t want Craig to know about it, though, so I kept acting indifferent to his catcalls at the window while he watched Cassie. Secretly, however, I wanted to be right there beside him, watching Cassie in those shorts just the same as he was. That was the worst part. Craig was a pig, but sometimes the pig part of him wasn’t exactly foreign to me.

“Oh, shit,” Craig said, bursting into laughter as he moved away from the window.

“What?” I asked.

“She fucking caught me. She flipped me off!” Craig said, finding the whole thing incredibly amusing.

“What?” I cried. “Dude, what’s wrong with you? Did you do something?”

“I winked at her and licked my lips. Big deal,” Craig said, shrugging.

I rolled my eyes and wondered if my “date” with Cassie was now in jeopardy, too, thanks to Craig’s raging, uncontrollable libido.

“She’ll come around. And once she gets a look at my zeppelin, she’ll think differently about that wink,” Craig continued, grabbing his crotch through his shorts.

“Zeppelin? Dude, it’s barely a propane tank.”

Craig immediately laughed. “Whatever, bro. It’s bigger than yours, isn’t it?”

I shrugged, though we both already knew what the other was packing. It was true that Craig had a bigger dick than me. But I was five inches on a good day, and he was just over six from what I could tell. Still, it wasn’t exactly a zeppelin.

“So, how’s Melissa?” I asked.

Craig immediately fumed. “Bro, that’s fucked up that you’d go there.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. Craig’s endless tendency to react to my easy bait always amused me, even on a day like this.
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Six o’clock rolled around, and suddenly it was time to go next door.

Lucky for me, Craig had gone to Melissa’s apartment for a little while. I had the place to myself to groom meticulously—and I did. I shaved, showered, did my hair, the works. I didn’t want to come across as so desperate that I saw this hangout session as a full-blown date, but I didn’t want to look like I didn’t care, either.

I was hopelessly lost when it came to how to act around girls, and I knew it.

Earlier that afternoon, when I was in my bedroom, I’d realized my window had a direct line across the small strip of grass between our house and Cassie’s. Her bedroom window was, presumably, right across from mine. Only, because both houses were single-story, a wooden fence mostly obscured her window. Still, I couldn’t help acting a little like Craig and looking toward it, wondering if I could make out anything.

It was far too bright outside, though, and the room inside was too dark.

I made a mental note to check later that night. With the darkness outside and any lights on inside the room, I wondered if I’d be able to catch a glimpse of Cassie.

Of course, the moment I started devising these sorts of mental plans, I felt like a total pervert.

“What the fuck am I doing? I’m already going to hang out with her. I can’t go peeping on her,” I muttered to myself, like some kind of reprimanding coach or parent.

Really, it was my conscience speaking. And unfortunately for me, I had one, unlike guys like Craig, who seemed unburdened by such things.

The sun was still fully out when I walked over to Cassie’s place. My heart pounded in my chest, and through my nervous, shallow breaths, I could smell the sporty cologne I’d sprayed around my neck and under my arms. Maybe too much of it, honestly. I’d decided to wear a simple T-shirt from a rock band I liked, along with a pair of blue jeans. I didn’t want to go next door with greased-back hair and a tuxedo or anything. Still, I wanted to look, feel, and smell clean in the absolutely unlikely event that my hangout session with Cassie turned into anything more.

Anything more.

Even thinking that made my stomach tighten.

I knocked on Cassie’s door and looked back over at my house. It seemed farther away than it should have, like I’d crossed some invisible threshold. And maybe, if I was lucky, I had.

Cassie pulled the door open and looked much like she had earlier that morning, only somehow worse for my nervous system. My eyes immediately dropped to the cleavage in her tiny white camisole with spaghetti straps. It was about all I could look at there in the small space of the front porch. The shirt hugged her chest softly, and the warm evening light caught the bare skin of her shoulders and collarbone.

I felt a flash of nervousness and dragged my eyes back up to meet hers.

“I was wondering if you’d show up,” she said, already stepping back and inviting me inside.

“Oh? Why’s that?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Cassie said, chuckling. “You just seem like the kind of guy who’d back out.”

“Me? No way,” I said with a nervous laugh.

Fuck yes, I am, I thought. But how could I resist those boobs and those legs and that ass and… fuck.

My eyes scanned up and down Cassie’s body when she turned and led me down the hallway toward her living room. I tried not to be obvious, but there wasn’t much chance of that. Her shorts were still ridiculously small, and the camisole moved with her in a way that made my brain go stupid. She wasn’t even doing anything. Just walking. Just existing. Somehow, that was enough to make me feel like every awkward, horny thought I’d ever had was standing right there beside me, breathing down my neck.

“Wow,” I said, eyeing the spacious, well-decorated interior. “This is actually a really nice place. How many roommates do you have?”

Cassie gestured for me to take a seat on a big ivory leather sofa facing a giant widescreen television.

I sat down, trying not to look as stiff as I felt, and immediately wondered what the hell I was supposed to do with my hands.

“None,” she said. “It’s just me and, well, Killer.”

She giggled when she said the dog’s name, like it still amused her every time.

“None? Holy shit,” I said. “Craig and I are just barely paying the rent with the two of us. You must have some loaded parents or something.”

“Well, I get some living-expense money from my scholarship for college, but mostly I pay for it through my work,” Cassie explained.

She sat down beside me and crossed her legs, sitting up straight as she teased her bangs with her fingers. She was close enough now that I could smell her perfume, something soft and vanilla that seemed to drift off her skin every time she moved. It made the whole room feel smaller. Warmer. Like the sofa had shrunk by a foot.

“What do you do?” I asked.

“I’m a model,” she said.

“Oh, well, that doesn’t surprise me,” I blurted, then smiled like an idiot.

“Oh? Well, thanks,” Cassie said.

“I mean—look at you,” I laughed.

The second I heard myself say it, I realized how it sounded. I felt my face heat up and immediately started backpedaling.

“I mean… shit, sorry. I didn’t mean to, like, hit on you or whatever.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Cassie said, smiling. “I didn’t take it as such.”

“Um, cool,” I said, unsure whether that was a good thing or a bad thing.

For a second, I just sat there trying to figure out what to do with that. Part of me wanted her to take it as flirting. The other part of me was terrified she had, and that I’d already ruined whatever this was supposed to be.

“So, have you done any modeling I’ve seen before?” I asked. “You must be in a lot of fashion magazines and stuff, huh?”

Cassie giggled again. Her cheeks turned a light shade of pink, and she shook her head.

“I’m not a fashion model,” she said. “I’m an adult model.”

I felt my heart start thumping in my chest again.

“An… adult model?” I said.

Immediately, my mind started flipping through the names and faces of the major porn stars I’d watched time and time again whenever I jerked off. Her face didn’t come to mind, but that didn’t make the idea any less brutal on my nervous system.

“Yes,” she said. “It’s just something I do on the side. It isn’t, like, my whole life or anything. It pays the bills and then some, though.”

“Yeah, um… wow,” I said.

My dick was already swelling in my pants from the idea of it. This gorgeous girl who lived next door to me—the same girl sitting only a foot away from me, smelling like vanilla and looking like she’d stepped out of every horny fantasy I’d ever tried not to have—had just casually told me she made money being sexual on camera.

I tried to sit normally. Naturally. Like my body wasn’t immediately betraying me.

“I don’t know why you’re hanging out with me,” I laughed. “Shouldn’t you be on a yacht or at some fancy nightclub?”

“I’m not some famous porn star,” she said. “I’m a cam model.”

She said it plainly, without shame, like she was saying she worked at a coffee shop or tutored freshmen in algebra.

“Have you heard of that?” she asked.

“Like… you do stuff in front of a webcam?” I said. “Yeah, I may have seen that before. Maybe.”

I lied, of course. I was plenty familiar with the concept. I’d been to a few notable cam sites on more than a few occasions, usually late at night with my bedroom door locked, my headphones in, and my hand wrapped around my cock while some gorgeous girl pretended to care about the lonely idiots in her chat.

The thought of Cassie being one of those girls made my mouth go dry.

Not frequently enough, or recently enough, that I remembered seeing her. But I was already making a mental note to race home after this and see if I could find her online.

“Maybe I should give that a try,” I said. “Since I’m looking for a job now.”

“What?” Cassie said, knitting her brow.

“Yeah, I got fired because I was late this morning,” I said. “I’d been late a couple times before, and, well, I guess they’d had enough.”

I tried to put a brave smile on my face to hide the downright despair I’d been feeling all afternoon.

“Wow,” Cassie said, shaking her head. “That’s terrible.”

I shrugged, not wanting to earn pity from the hot girl sitting beside me. Pity was somehow worse than rejection. At least rejection had some dignity to it. Pity just made me feel small.

“Well, maybe you should consider doing stuff on cam. You know, I do it all solo, but I bet I’d make a lot more money if you and I did things… together,” Cassie said, grinning.

Her rosy cheeks tightened as she smiled wide and excited, like she’d just suggested grabbing coffee instead of casually detonating my entire nervous system. I couldn’t believe what she’d said. For a second, I thought I might actually faint. The room seemed to tilt a little, and I felt blood rush between my ears from the sheer absurdity of it.

“Wh—what? You… you would do that?” I asked.

“Well, you’re cute and all,” Cassie said, looking me up and down. “I wonder what you’re working with, though,” she said, eyeing my lap.

“Oh, well,” I said, immediately defeated once more. “It’s not much. It’s like… five inches,” I said, blushing with embarrassment and shame.

I wanted nothing more than to tell this smoking-hot girl that I was hung like a horse. But, alas, I was not.

“Five inches? Well, that’s good,” she said, completely surprising me again with her attitude.

“It is?” I asked.

Cassie nodded. “For what I have in mind, it is,” she said, smiling.

“Oh? And, uh, what did you have in mind?” I laughed.

“You’ll see,” Cassie said, grinning mischievously.

“I will?” I asked, giddy with excitement.

I discreetly pinched myself, suspecting I was dreaming. I had to be, right? There was no version of my actual life where the hot new neighbor admitted she was a cam model and then started talking about doing stuff with me. Things like that didn’t happen to guys like me. They happened in videos I watched alone with the volume low.

“Well, you’ve got to audition to be my partner, after all,” Cassie said. “I’ve got to know that you’re a good fit for me.”

Just then, Cassie moved closer and straddled my lap.

My whole body went rigid. I felt her weight settle over me, warm and real, her thighs pressing against mine as her ass ground down against my hard cock. The pressure was almost too much, especially through the thin fabric of my pants. She laughed, obviously aware of the stiffness trapped beneath her.

“Oh, hello,” she giggled. “So, you’re all ready to go, aren’t you?”

“You’re not serious, are you?” I asked.

“Why? You don’t want to?” Cassie said, just as she was dropping down to her knees.

“What? Are you kidding? Fuck yeah I want to,” I said. “I’m just… I’m surprised that a girl like you wants to do anything with a guy like me. I’m nothing special.”

“Oh? Well, I like you. I think you’re cute, and you’re nice. I’ve already been with plenty of assholes. I have no interest in those anymore. What I’m looking for is a nice guy who’s going to let me take control. You seem like just the type,” Cassie said, grinning.

“Take control, huh?” I said, watching as Cassie began to unbutton and unzip my pants.

“That’s right,” she said.

She bit her lip as she started tugging my pants down my legs. I couldn’t believe what was happening. My heart was thudding so hard I could feel it in my throat. The gorgeous blond girl next door was on her knees in front of me, sliding her hands up inside the leg holes of my boxers like she had every right to be there.

I moaned softly when the tips of her fingers brushed against my tight, rigid sack.

“There it is,” she laughed, sliding her fingers upward as she located the base of my hard cock.

Cassie yanked my boxers down my legs, and suddenly I was looking down at a hot blond girl with my cock and balls exposed right in front of her. The reality of it hit me all at once. The air felt warmer. My skin felt too sensitive. My cock got even harder as she looked at it, and precum oozed from the tip before I could even pretend to have any control over myself.

Cassie wrapped her fingers around my shaft and gave it a few playful strokes.

“Mind if I taste?” she asked.

“Go for it,” I said.

And with that, I felt Cassie’s incredibly wet, hot mouth slide over the head of my cock.

I couldn’t believe it. For a second, I was convinced somebody—maybe Craig—was about to jump out from behind a piece of furniture and tell me the whole thing had been part of some sick, cruel prank to get my hopes up. But no one came out. Nothing stopped. Cassie just kept sucking my dick, her mouth warm and slick around me, her hand wrapped around the base as she took me in slow, confident movements.

She played with my balls while she sucked me, rolling them gently in her fingers, and I had to grip the sofa to keep from making some pathetic noise. It felt too good. Too unreal. Every pass of her tongue over the head of my cock sent a shiver up my spine, and every soft pull of her lips made my thighs tense beneath her.

And still, nothing interrupted us.

“Mm,” she moaned, her pouty pink lips full of my cock.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

Her tongue was expert. I’d only had blowjobs from two girls by that point, but neither had come close to the level of blowjob expertise Cassie showcased. The girl was gifted, and I was the lucky bastard who got to benefit from it, all because she’d moved in next door.

I kept moaning and sighing as Cassie’s fingers grew more curious. She brushed her hair to the side, then pulled off my cock. Her lips were wet, her eyes bright and intent as she looked up at me. She sucked the end of her finger, then spat onto it, even, before taking my cock back into her mouth. Only now, I felt her wet fingertip sliding against my asshole.

“Oh… um, whoa,” I muttered as her fingertip caressed and teased my hole.

I’d never had a girl play with my ass before. Needless to say, I realized pretty quickly that I’d been missing out.

“Fuck,” I groaned, pulling my cock from Cassie’s mouth just as she started to push her finger into my asshole.

“I’m sorry. Was that wrong for me to do?” Cassie asked.

“Are you kidding? I almost came the moment you did it,” I laughed. “I just… I wasn’t sure if you wanted me to cum yet.”

“Oh, well, thanks. No, I definitely don’t want you to cum yet. You’re going to need to learn to hold off a bit if we’re going to have sex on camera, you know,” she said.

I felt a bit embarrassed, heat crawling up my neck, but I was all too willing to please Cassie by any means necessary.

“Definitely. I—I don’t usually do that—really,” I said.

“Well, let’s try it again, shall we?” Cassie said.

And as smooth as could be, she sank her mouth back down over my cockhead and slid her fingertip into my asshole. I felt the ache in my butt as she eased me open around her. It was strange, a little too intense, and yet I liked it. I liked the wet pressure of her mouth, the slow push of her finger, the way my whole body seemed to tighten around the feeling.

Cassie continued to finger my ass for a while before sliding in a second finger, then a third, all at the same time. By the time she stopped, I was relieved, because I was desperately trying not to cum. My thighs were tense, my breathing uneven, my cock slick and throbbing from her mouth.

“Good,” Cassie said. “But I want more.”

“What do you want? I’ll do anything—anything,” I begged.

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” Cassie said with a grin. “Because I’ve got a big secret to tell you.”

Cassie stood before me and began to striptease. She tugged off her shirt and bra, and suddenly I saw her massive boobs hanging from her chest. I stroked my dick while she swayed her hips and danced for me, slow and teasing, like she knew exactly how wrecked I already was. Then she started to tug her shorts down her long, slender legs.

“Fuck yeah,” I grinned.

“You promise you’ll do anything?” Cassie asked.

“Yeah, I do,” I nodded.

“Good,” Cassie said, and yanked her panties down.

That was when I saw it.

My lips parted, and I gasped. “Shit.”

Cassie seemed vulnerable for a moment as I stared at the massive cock dangling between her thighs.

“Holy fuck,” I blurted. “You have a… and it’s fucking huge.”

Cassie bit her lip and stepped back toward me.

“What do you think? I hope you’re not upset,” Cassie said.

She turned away from me and bent over so that her perfect, tight ass was right in front of my face. I saw her tight pink asshole, the smooth curve of her hips, the soft skin pulled taut as she presented herself to me. From that angle, I couldn’t even see her balls or cock—only her ass, open and inviting, like she was daring me to keep looking.

I couldn’t believe what had just happened. And yet I was still stroking my cock. I was still turned on. More than turned on, really. I was aching with it, my hand moving almost without my permission, like my body had understood something before my brain could even start arguing with it. I never in a million years would’ve thought I would be, but I was. I’m sure most guys would claim the very same thing: that they could never be turned on by a chick with a penis. They’d laugh at the idea, probably. They’d act like it was impossible. But if they’d been right there, with Cassie bent over in front of them, her ass lifted and her body soft and warm and perfect, I’m pretty sure they would’ve been just as ready to fuck as I was.

“Upset? I… I’m surprised, no doubt. But I don’t know… I’m not really upset,” I said.

Even saying it out loud made me feel strange. Not bad strange. Just exposed. Like I’d admitted something I hadn’t even known about myself until the words were already hanging there between us.

“Oh? So you’ll play with me, then?” Cassie asked as she grabbed her cock, which was half-hard but full enough for me to see just how big it was.

“Yeah,” I said. “I mean… I never thought I’d do anything with a… a… um,” I struggled.

“Just call me a t-girl,” she laughed.

“A t-girl? Okay,” I said, happy to oblige and careful not to offend her.

“So, you really do not mind?” Cassie asked.

It was bizarre to see her standing there in front of me. She had giant boobs and a big dick, but she was all girl. There was no question about that. She had the same soft face, the same teasing smile, the same way of tilting her hips like she knew exactly what she was doing to me. I would’ve been a fool to think any different, especially when she bent over, or when she smiled at me like that, or when her voice softened just a little around the edges. I was shocked, sure. My mind was still trying to catch up with what my body had already decided. But upset? I couldn’t say that I was.

Cassie, hearing no disagreement from me, straddled my lap again. She started to give me a lap dance, rolling her hips with that same slow confidence. Her skin was warm against mine, and there was this faint, clean scent to her—soap, lotion, sweat, something sweet underneath it all. I felt her weight settle over me, felt the drag of her ass against my thighs, felt my cock rubbing against her asshole and sliding in the cleft of her ass. Every little shift of her hips made my breath catch. It only made my dick ooze harder with pre-cum, slicking her skin and making the contact even hotter.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

“So you’ll do anything for me, then?” she asked.

I could only nod, as dumb and happy as I was in that moment. I knew I probably looked pathetic, sitting there with my mouth parted and my cock in my fist, but I didn’t care. I wanted her to keep looking at me like that. I wanted her to keep deciding what happened next.

“Then come down here on your knees and suck me,” she said. “Let’s switch positions. What do you say?”

My heart sped as she asked this of me. It wasn’t just nerves. It was that hot, awful rush of knowing I was about to cross some line I’d never imagined myself crossing. But I couldn’t decline. I didn’t even really want to. She sat down and spread her legs, and I saw her beautiful cock up close. It was pretty, somehow exactly how I should’ve expected a girl’s penis to look if she was going to have one. It wasn’t hairy or discolored. It was smooth, with the same peachy complexion up and down the massive shaft, and the head had a soft shine to it that made my stomach tighten. Her balls were a touch darker, but they were big and low hanging, resting just above her asshole, which I could tell was bald and smooth, too.

Before Cassie could say anything, I brought my mouth down on the head of her cock. I guess I was excited by the taboo of it—by the unthinkable nature of it all. The feeling of having her dickhead in my mouth was surreal, almost too strange to process at first. It was warm and firm against my tongue, heavier than I expected, and I felt my own cock jump at the realization that I was really doing it. But Cassie moaned and panted in her girlish tones, and that made it easier somehow. It made it feel less like I was thinking and more like I was just responding to her. I couldn’t help but throb with hardness between my thighs as I sucked her dick.

“Fuck… fuck,” she moaned. She ran her fingers through my hair and kept doing it. “How does it taste? Do you like sucking my dick? Why don’t you lick my balls, too; maybe my ass, even,” she smiled.

I obliged. I lowered my mouth and tasted her sack on my tongue. The skin was soft and warm, and I could feel the weight of her balls against my lips as I licked her. Then I moved down to her asshole. She brought her legs up, and in a strong spread-eagle position, her asshole became more accessible to me. I slid my tongue into the indentation where her hole resided. It was tart and clean and hairless. I flicked my tongue over her asshole, then gave it long, slow brushes. I could feel her react above me, the small movements of her hips, the way her breath hitched when I found the right pressure. Then I even pushed the tip of my tongue into her ass.

It seemed no different from eating pussy, really. The only big difference was that Cassie was actually enjoying it, whereas the girls I’d eaten out before did not seem very excited by my work in the cunnilingus department. That thought should’ve embarrassed me more than it did, but I was too turned on. With Cassie, I didn’t have to wonder whether I was doing it right. Her body kept telling me. Her sounds kept telling me. And that made me want to do more.

“Fuck… let’s switch,” Cassie said.

At that, we switched positions again. I didn’t know what Cassie had planned until she pulled my legs up, and suddenly I was in the same spread-eagle position, my asshole wide open for her access. The air felt cool against me there, and the vulnerability of it hit me all at once. I was exposed in a way I’d never been exposed before, my knees pulled up, my cock hard and leaking, my body offered to her like I’d stopped pretending I had any control over this.

She lowered her mouth and began to eat my ass.

“Oh… fuck,” I groaned.

I loved every second of it. Her eyelashes batted as she moaned against my asshole, her tongue warm and wet as she licked me. The sensation was so sharp and dirty and intimate that I could barely hold still. I stroked my cock, but most of the time I couldn’t touch it for long because I knew that if I did, I would explode with the climax of my life. My hips kept twitching anyway, my whole body trying to chase the feeling and escape it at the same time. Cassie kept licking me like she had all the time in the world, and I just lay there, stunned and desperate, letting her show me exactly how much I’d been missing.

Cassie then pulled her mouth from me and licked her lips.

“I have a confession,” Cassie said. “I want to fuck you. Can I?”

“You… you want to fuck me?” I asked.

My asshole clenched at the remark, like my body had answered before the rest of me could. I looked down and saw her fully hard cock, still slick with my spit, thick and glossy and pointed right at me.

“I really want to fuck you and, well, I’d like for us to do it on cam a lot. I think it would be good practice, don’t you?” Cassie asked.

Now, I never in a million years would’ve let a dude fuck my ass. But this wasn’t a dude. This was Cassie. This was the hottest girl I’d ever seen in my life. And, just like any other straight guy, if a hot girl asked me to do something sexual with her—anything, for that matter—I was going to do it. Because all the blood had rushed from my head and was now pumping through my dick, leaving the rest of me stupid and helpless and way too turned on to pretend I was above any of this.

So, like the dumb, horny dude I’d become in that moment, I simply nodded and said, “Um, okay.”

Cassie smiled happily and stood up. She grabbed her cock and squatted down a bit so that she could rub the head of her dick against my asshole. Just that touch made my stomach tighten. The head was warm and slick from my mouth, and each little nudge against my hole sent a nervous pulse through my legs. She then put a bit of lube on her dick and my asshole. I guess she’d had it tucked in the sofa or nearby, which made me wonder how long she’d been planning this.

Then I felt the incredible pressure as her big dick began to push my asshole wide open. I felt split open, panting and grunting as her warm, firm cockhead worked its way into my virgin hole. It wasn’t like anything I’d expected. It wasn’t just pain, exactly. It was pressure, heat, panic, and pleasure all tangled together, my body fighting her and wanting her at the same time.

My own dick throbbed and twitched. A few long oozes of pre-cum dripped down onto my abs as she pushed her cock into my asshole. She looked down at me with the loving, happy expression of a girl who was getting to live out her dreams. And all I could do was stare up at her gorgeous face, her big boobs, and her perfect body as she pushed her big dick deeper into me.

I felt the warm meat split me open, inch by inch. Cassie was gentle, careful in a way that made the whole thing even hotter, but the size of her dick was so big that it was bound to hurt. It honestly felt like somebody had set an achy fire to my asshole at first. My hands grabbed at the sofa, my breath catching every time she sank a little farther in. But Cassie used copious lube and was very patient, pausing when my body tightened, waiting for me to breathe through it. Eventually, the pain started to subside, loosening into something deeper and stranger, and I was more aroused than ever.

I never could’ve believed it would feel so good to have a big cock in my ass, but it did. There was some kind of pleasurable, teasing ache running up and down my body. The tease ran along the underside of my cock, too, making me feel wired and sensitive in places I’d never really thought about before. Even as my dick had gone a bit soft, I was leaking more pre-cum than ever before in my life. It kept sliding down my skin in warm little trails, proof that whatever confusion was still happening in my head, my body was completely into it.

Cassie’s perfume swirled around me as she reached down and grabbed my softened cock. She stroked it a bit, and I quickly winced and said, “Wait… wait… if you do that I’m going to cum.”

Panting, Cassie laughed and said, “Oh, well, I didn’t realize you would be so close with me inside you. I like that.”

“I am,” I admitted.

Cassie continued to pump slowly into me. The room seemed to narrow down to the slick sound of lube, the shifting weight of her body, and the thick drag of her cock inside my ass. Every stroke made my hole stretch around her, then cling when she pulled back. Eventually, she sped up her thrusts and worked into a smooth, fast rhythm, plunging half her length into my tight canal before pulling back and repeating. My body rocked under her with each thrust, my breath coming in broken little bursts as that hot ache kept building, deeper and dirtier, until I could barely think about anything except the fact that Cassie was fucking me and I loved it.

Eventually, she leaned down, and we embraced, making out open-mouthed while she fucked my asshole fast and smooth. Her body pressed against mine, warm and soft where she was soft, firm where she was buried inside me. I could feel her breath on my lips, feel the damp heat of her skin, feel every thrust roll through me like my whole body had become sensitive to her.

“Fuck… it feels amazing,” she whispered to me. “All I want now is to cum inside you.”

This confession left my cock ready to climax, too. Something about hearing her say it so close to my mouth, so soft and hungry, made my whole body tighten.

I smiled and said, “Then do it. Let me know so I can do it, too.”

Cassie pumped my butt a few more times before warning, “Now… I’m about to cum!”

With that, I grabbed my cock and managed two or three jerks of my shaft before I felt the unfathomable climax rip through my body. My legs grew tight and then released, trembling uselessly beneath her, and I felt my asshole clench over and over around Cassie’s cock while my own dick spurted a few weak ropes of pearly seed across my stomach. It wasn’t the kind of orgasm I was used to. It felt pulled out of me from somewhere deeper, dirtier, like my body had been waiting for exactly this humiliation and pleasure and pressure all at once.

“Oh!” Cassie moaned.

She pumped deep into me, and I felt her cock throb and contract. I even felt the warmth of her cum shooting deep into my bowels. I couldn’t believe she was emptying her load in my butt, couldn’t believe I could feel it happening from the inside like that. She moaned like any other girl would in the middle of orgasm—breathless, sweet, lost in herself—and somehow that made it even more surreal. I couldn’t believe it was happening, and I couldn’t believe how much I liked knowing it was.

After a minute, Cassie regained her composure, but her cock continued to throb in my butt. She smiled and kissed me. I couldn’t help but smile back, dazed and sweaty and still trying to understand what had just happened to me.

“How was it?” she asked me.

“Amazing,” I said. “I… I never thought I’d say that after, you know, getting fucked by a girl in my butt,” I laughed.

Cassie laughed, too. “Well, maybe we’ll do this more often, hm?”

“Really?” I asked.

She began to pull her cock from my ass. I felt the muscles in my canal contract around her, still full and achy, reluctant and sensitive as she slipped from my tight hole. The emptiness afterward felt almost as shocking as being filled had felt. I continued to throb and feel weak in my legs, like I’d used muscles I hadn’t known existed.

Cassie smiled and said, “I knew you’d be the one when I saw you this morning. I knew you were going to be perfect as my partner for my shows.”

“And maybe other things, too?” I asked.

“Maybe so,” she said with a grin.

“Mm,” she said, spanking my butt and looking at my gaped hole. “I love it.”

I felt vulnerable and so strange. I’d never expected to be in such a position, exposed like that, watched like that, wanted like that. It left me feeling a bit emasculated, if I’m being honest. But not in a way that made me want to run from it. It embarrassed me, sure, but it also turned me on in some deep, uncomfortable place I didn’t know what to do with yet. And, anyway, it had been the strongest climax of my life. I couldn’t deny that. My body had already told the truth.

Cassie and I went to her bedroom and showered together. The hot water ran over both of us, washing away sweat and lube and cum, though not the strangeness of what we’d done. That stayed on me, or in me, somehow. Afterward, we fell atop her bed and did it all over again. Only this time, she let me fuck her.

I liked it. Of course I liked it. Cassie was gorgeous, tight, warm, and eager beneath me, and getting to push into her made me feel like myself again in a way I thought I wanted. But there was a secret part of me that wasn’t as impressed as it had been when she’d been fucking me. I didn’t know what to do with that thought. It sat there in the back of my mind while I moved inside her, this quiet, embarrassing truth I wasn’t ready to say out loud.

I wondered if she knew, because afterward she said, “I think you’re better as the bottom, huh?”

“I think so,” I said.

“Well, we’ve got lots of practice to do before our first show,” Cassie said.

She spanked me sharply on my butt, and with that, I bent down on all fours, ready for my t-girl to have her way with me all over again.
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