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The office of Dr. Priscilla Abad, Dean of Students, did not look like the waiting room of a powerful administrator who could find me a new roommate. It looked like the waiting room of a 15-minute oil change place. It had thinning gray carpet where thousands of students walked in before me, then they’d sit in the same metal furniture that was in my dorm lounge. 

I had only been waiting ten minutes or so when her office door opened, a young man with long brown hair came out of her office, and I heard a voice from within the office say “thanks for your time, Daniel; good luck.” 

A dirty blonde woman in her 40s poked her head out and smiled at me. ‘Abad’ must be a married name. “Darby Culver?” she asked. 

“That’s me,” and I stood up. She motioned for me to follow her inside, and she closed the door behind me. 

“Have a seat,” she said, pointing to two more metal-framed chairs. 

Man, this college was cheap. 

“I read the complaint,” she said, sitting down at her giant metal desk, “but why don’t you tell me in your own words what the problem is.” 

“I’m not really complaining,” I said. “It’s serious.”

“Oh, it’s just a term,” she said. “Go ahead.” 

“Well,” I started, unsure of where to begin since she had all the information already, “I guess I have a roommate from hell and need a new room.” 

“And this would be Peter Wentworth.”

“Patrick Wentworth, but yes.” 

“Patrick, excuse me. Proceed.”

“I don’t…really feel safe in my own room. He never leaves, he doesn’t go to class, and he’s up all night playing on his computer and shouting into his microphone. I can’t study in my room so I have to go someplace else, and I can’t sleep in my room either, so a lot of times I stay with my friend. But I don’t think it’s really fair that I pay for a dorm room that I can’t sleep in or study in, so I’d like a new room, please. My parents even said they’d pay for a single if that can speed things up.”

She sat back, nodding. 

“It’s a little early in the semester for us to see room change requests, and we frequently need to have students drop out or have some other emergency for there to be anything available. My understanding from Residence Life is that it will be at least a few more weeks until we can move you. Might I suggest a different plan?”

“Like moving off campus?”

“No, I mean, might I suggest something like mediation.”

I groaned.

“It’s standard procedure,” she said. “As much as I don’t want to minimize your problem, we do try and exhaust all options before moving people around, which may disrupt a lot of students.”

“But I’m being disrupted now,” I said. “Why are we saying it’s OK for me to be disrupted as long as more students aren’t?”

“I know this is frustrating, but sometimes all it takes is something like a guided mediation to talk through problems.” 

“We tried that already,” I said. “Scott did.”

“And Scott is….” she said, glancing at the file that was open on her computer and continuously scrolling with her mouse. 

“Scott is my RA. It didn’t work. Patrick thought I tattled on him and the next day he ate all my food when I was in class. This isn’t a misunderstanding that we’re going to hug our way out of. Patrick is a rich jerk. He thinks the rules don’t apply to him. He puts his dirty laundry on my bed. He calls me ‘Darcy’ because of my long hair, and refers to me as his co-ed roommate since he thinks I look like a girl.” 

“I see,” she said, still scrolling. “That must not have been a formal mediation session, because it’s not listed here. I’m afraid we’d need to go through the conflict resolution process first so we have things documented.”

“Why are we still hung up on the mediation session? He’s not the kind of person you can reason with. He’s mean,” I said. “My parents got me that ‘Oh, The Places You’ll Go’ book and had all my teachers in school sign it. It took them years to do that, right? They started when I was in Kindergarten. Patrick tore out every other page.” 

“You saw him do this?”

“Well, no. But who else would do it? I mean, he’s going to fail out, so why pretend he’s suddenly going to be a good roommate and student just because we ask him to?” 

“We do have to allow everyone the opportunity to succeed.” 

“He’s squandering that opportunity, though. Plus, he's doing it at my expense. Grades are why I’m here, and I feel like I have to work twice as hard to keep up. He’s failing on purpose. I’m struggling because of him. Why risk losing two students when you only have to lose one?”

“I hear where you’re coming from, but that’s not how we work here. If we’re not going to pursue formal mediation, the best I can do is get you on a waiting list for a new room.”  

I stood up. “I was hoping for better news than this. I mean, I think he’s running a gambling ring or something. He’s always got sports scores up and he takes money from people all the time.”

“I read that in the complaint, too. Do we have proof of this? We’d need something pretty convincing to move on that.”

“I don’t know. Maybe it’s Fantasy Football, who knows. I’m not a sports fan.”

“Well, there’s a difference. Gambling would be illegal and would be grounds for disciplinary action. Fantasy Football is perfectly legal.” 

I sighed. Why was she on Patrick’s side? Was it because his father was on billboards all over as a well-known personal injury lawyer? Did he give money to the school? 

“I wish I had better news to give,” she said, creaking back in her chair. “But I have to warn you: the only spots that open up early in the semester would be vacancies created by someone leaving a situation similar to yours. This is another reason why we try to fix an existing room before moving people. We’d be having you swap one problem roommate for another.”

“Well, of course,” I said. ‘That’s because the problem roommates apparently get to tay and the rest of us have to leave. Why can’t we have two problem roommates live together, and if someone else wants to actually sleep and study, I can live with them? Why do the problem roommates get to stay put?”

“We have certain rules we have to follow,” she said. 

“I don’t think this can be fixed,” I said.

“While we wait for an opening, you could try and gather evidence for the gambling thing. That would hurry things along.”

“But I don't want to go back there,” I said. “I don’t even have time to sleep and keep up with my studying, let alone secretly investigate a gambling ring. You know, I’m almost sorry I brought that up. I thought it would help.” 

Dr. Abad looked at me. I couldn’t tell if she was looking at me with pity, or with empathy. 

“Never mind,” I said, standing up. “I was hoping for more help.” 

“Thanks for your time, Darby,” I heard her say behind me as I walked to her door. “Good luck.” 

***

Knock, knock, knock-knock-knock. 

It was our secret knock, the one we’d used for years when we’d tap on each other’s bedroom windows to let the other know it was time to sneak out and wander around the neighborhood at night.

“How’d it go?” Sarah asked expectantly as I opened her dorm room door and let myself in. 

I sat on her bed and stared at her roommate Kendra’s Jason Momoa Aquaman poster hanging on the opposite wall. All he and I had in common was the length of our hair. 

“So…it went that well, huh?” she said after I didn’t answer her.

“The Dean just said we needed to do mediation again so we were following procedure. It’s like she was reading from a script. I don’t think she was listening to me at all.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, coming over and sitting next to me. “You’re always welcome here until we figure this out.”

“No, I’m not,” I said. “Sarah, seriously, Kendra doesn’t want me crashing on your floor any more. I can tell.” 

Sarah looked at me and squinched her face up. She’d been doing that for years, it was endearing, and one of the reasons we had been best friends for so long is because we could read each other’s body language. That squinched look meant a lot of things; here, she was telling me that she was hoping I hadn’t noticed I’d worn out my welcome. But I had. 

Twice Kendra had tried to bring a guy back to her room, and twice they had to find someplace else to go because I was sleeping on the floor. The first time she kicked me by accident trying to find her bed in the dark. The second time I didn't think it was an accident. I didn’t want there to be a third time. 

She was the opposite of Sarah in a lot of ways. Kendra Dubé was tall, blonde, slim, and already popular, like she brought an entourage with her to Beckley College. Sarah was 5’5”, like me, and didn’t wear makeup. She had very tight, black curls, and mostly wore leggings, hoodies, and sneakers. Kendra always seemed to have money to go out, buy trendy clothes, or take a carful of hot girls someplace in her BMW. Sarah worked two jobs to help put herself through college: she worked in the mailroom filling mailboxes when the mail came in, and she was a water girl for the football team, basically walking around huddles and squirting water in the mouths of players. 

The mailroom job I got; it needed to be done. But the water girl job? Football players knew how to drink water. They could do it themselves; they just didn’t. 

“What are you going to do tonight?” she asked after several unsuccessful attempts to make me feel better. 

“Same thing I always do,” I said. “Sit in my room to defend my stuff, then try to sleep when I can.” 

“You should go out,” she said. “I could find a party. You could try to–”

“Try to do what?” 

She looked at the floor. “Try to have fun. Try to forget. I don’t know. Just…try.”

I stood up and grabbed my backpack. “I’m going to go try and study.” 

Sarah lived four buildings away from my dorm, but I turned it into a 30-minute walk. 

Wasn’t college supposed to be better than this?
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“I got you a place!”

I jumped in my seat.

“Jesus, Sarah, don’t do that. This is the library!” I hissed. 

Everyone sitting at the nearest tables stared at us.

“Sorry,” she whispered, making her squinched face again. “Let’s go find a place to talk. I got it figured out.”

We had to go all the way to the basement to find an open study room, and somehow when she shut the door the room felt quieter than the library that was on the other side of the door. 

“What do you mean you found me a place?”

“An apartment,” she said proudly. “Off campus.”

“Like, for us? I don’t understand. I don’t have a job, and we’re freshmen. We can’t move off campus.”

“I got you one of those too,” she said. 

“Wait, wait, slow down,” I said. “This is almost too much to take in. Start with the apartment.”

“I got you a room in a house down on River Street,” she said. 

“How?” I said, already picturing myself moving all my stuff out and leaving Patrick behind forever. 

“I was down at Public Health earlier, and there was a listing there for rooms. Just hear me out. It’s for girls who need a place to go, and in this case–”

“I’m not a girl, Sarah,” and I immediately started picturing myself moving all my stuff back into Patrick’s room. 

“You don’t have to be a girl, you just have to look like one,” she said. “Which you already kind of do because of your hair and because you’re not exactly a football player. But it’s for people who need to get out of their living situation fast, and that’s you, right?”

“But if this is for women being abused, that’s not really the point of the–”

“You’re being abused. Patrick is a bully. Even if you’re not who the owner has in mind, it still describes you.” 

“I can’t do that!” I said, glad to be in the basement and out of earshot of everyone. “This makes no sense at all! I can’t live in a free room meant to help abused women.”

“It’s not free. It’s just a hundred bucks a month.”

“OK, but I don’t even have that!” I said. “And my parents aren’t going to give it to me. They're already paying for the dorm room that I don’t want.” 

“I said I got you a job, remember?” 

“When am I going to find time to work in the mail room?” I said, sitting in one of the same metal-framed chairs that seemed to be everywhere on campus. Why was it so hard to find a comfortable place to sit on campus? The most comfortable place to relax and study was on my bed, and I couldn’t go there.

“So…not that job,” she said. “Help me with home games.”

“Oh my God, Sarah, I hate football, you know that. I’m not going to walk around and help gigantic, stupid men stay hydrated while doing something dangerous that we clap for.” 

“Darby, you’re stuck, and I’m trying to help. This is what I have. But I can see you’re upset. You’re not sleeping well, you’re not studying as much as you want to, and you don’t have anywhere to go. Right?”

“I guess so,” I said, feeling defeated all over again.

“Scott isn’t helping, and the Dean wants to check some boxes on a procedure checklist. That’s all you are to her: boxes on a checklist. But you’re more than that to me. I’m trying here. I’m trying to help. This is putting a strain on my own roommate situation, you know.”

“So you want me gone too.”

“I don’t want you gone; I want you to be happy. Don’t be melodramatic. This is about you, but it’s not only about you.”  

My father once told me that life was about taking many bad choices and turning them into one good choice. This felt like that. 

What even were my choices? 

I could stay with Patrick, which I already knew wasn’t working. I could continue to impose on Sarah and Kendra, which apparently had reached its limits. Getting a job and moving off campus was appealing, but not on these terms. 

What other terms were there? Could I get a job and an apartment on my own? I couldn’t get my own versions of things faster than this: she already had them for me.

I put my head down on the table. I knew when I lifted it up again, I’d lose. 

I did not want to lose. I had already lost too much and this was only the third week of school. 

“What’s your plan?” I asked into the table.

“One of the water girls has mono,” she said, sitting in the chair next to me. “She’s going home. This will work. We move you into the house, you work a few Saturdays, just for home games, and it’ll be enough to get you out of your current room and pay for your rent. If it takes a few weeks to find you a new room, that’s fine. If you only have to do this a couple times, that’s also fine. It’s not permanent.”

“Can we get to the part where I’m a girl?”

“All you have to do is wear leggings and a sweatshirt. It’s easy. You don’t need to be a girl all the time, just for the games, and just when you are in your apartment. So you can change in the bathroom down here in the basement. No one ever comes down here, right?” she raised her voice to indicate that she wasn’t bothering anyone. 

“So let me get this straight,” I said. “I change from boy to girl down here. As long as I’m a boy on campus and a girl in the apartment, I’m fine.”

“And a girl at work.”

“And a girl at work, right.” 

I lifted my head up and looked at her. 

I had lost. 

She knew I had lost. She held up a key. 

We didn’t need to say anything, so I squinched my face at her.
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I emptied my backpack in Sarah’s room, and then we grabbed her suitcase, her backpack, and her laundry bag. We had formed a plan on our walk back from the library: we were to go to my room, stuff as much as we could into those bags, move into my new room on River Street, then spend the night getting me as girled up as we could. 

We hoped we could avoid Patrick, but no such luck. He was sweating in front of his computer as we opened the door. The room smelled like a locker room next to a farm. 

“What’s up, ladies?” Patrick sneered as we went into the room for what I hoped was the last time. He looked greasier than the last time I saw him, and his stubble had grown into several uneven patches on his neck and cheeks. 

“Don’t get up,” snapped Sarah. “I’d hate for you to burn some calories today.” 

Patrick stared in disbelief. If I spoke to him like that, I’d probably be harassed even more. At least I could confirm Patrick didn’t hit girls, as angry as he looked.

“Your girlfriend isn’t welcome here,” he said to me in a flat, sinister tone.

“That makes two of us,” I said, and started emptying my dresser into Sarah’s suitcase. 

She grabbed my books off my desk and pulled my laptop charger out of the wall. I grabbed my own suitcase from under my bed and stood it up; it already had my winter coat and boots in it and was ready for our escape. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” he sneered. “You think you’re better than me? Is that it? You going to rat me out again?” 

He started to rise from his chair right as I stuffed my shoes into Sarah’s laundry bag and I tightened the drawstrings. 

“Oh, you bitches,” he started to say, but banged his hip into his desk as he rose, knocking a water bottle over onto his keyboard. 

“Fuck!” he yelled, and as he stood up, the cord from his headphones reached its full length and got pulled from his head, landing right on top of the wet keyboard. 

I’d like to say we made a graceful exit, but we banged into every corner and doorway on our way out of the room, down the hall, and out the front door of the dorm. 

Once outside, we flew, or seemed to. Both of us were laughing, both of us wobbled, each of us dropped something and had to pick it up: a pillow, a sweatshirt. I’d have to go back for the rest of my stuff, but what was even on the top shelf in my closet? Surely I could live without it, at least for a while.

Our run became a half-run, our half-run became a speedwalk, and by the time we got to the edge of campus, we were walking like normal people, catching our breath and reliving what we’d just done. 

“OK, wait a second,” she said as we turned onto River Street. “We’re close. You have to put these on.” 

She handed me a pair of pink-tinted aviator sunglasses. 

“Now this,” she said, and gave me a pink scrunchie. 

“Wait, what?” I said. 

“The longer you push back, the more likely someone sees you and your cover is blown,” she said. “Just put it all on.”

“Where did you get this stuff?” I asked as I put my hair up in a pink scrunchie. 

“I took it from Kendra,” she said. 

“You stole from your roommate?” 

“Do you know how many lipsticks she had?” Sarah asked, pulling a lipstick out of her pocket. “Nineteen. Nineteen. Do you think she’s going to know she only has eighteen when she wakes up tomorrow? No. So I took a few things. Now put the lipstick on. We can’t do your face completely, but the glasses and lipstick should be enough to make you look like a girl from a distance in case a resident sees you.”

I had never worn lipstick before. Chapstick, yes, but nothing like this. I stood on the street, grateful we were losing daylight as I painted my lips red. 

“This is going to work,” she said, slowly nodding at me like I was a decoration she was considering adding to an end table. “You’ll be able to study, you’ll be able to sleep. This will work.” 

We walked much slower as we walked the rest of the way, and it was getting dark by the time we dragged the suitcases all the way to the end of River Street. The house I was apparently moving into was almost the last one, not far from where it dead-ended at the boat launch by the river. It was a large, white, Victorian house with a turret in the front. I could see a carriage house in the back. The front porch started at the turret and wrapped around the house next to the driveway. 

It didn’t look like the type of place to have metal-framed dorm chairs in it. It looked like the type of place a repressed Southern woman fell in love with a ranch hand. 

“This is it?”

“This is it,” she said. “There’s a back door, and we go up the back stairs. Your room is on the second floor, facing the back yard and a little patio. Nice and quiet.” 

We banged into considerably less on our walk up the stairs than we did on our way out of my dorm room, and didn’t see any residents as we slipped into my room. It was a small room that managed to be bigger than my dorm room. It had a double bed, a couch along one wall, a closet, a small desk, and an oval-shaped rug on the floor. There was no dorm furniture in sight, and no Patrick. I almost cried when I saw the bed. 

We shut the door and unpacked, only hearing movement in the hallway a few times. I didn’t get a great look at the hallway, but there were six doors in total, and I was assuming one of them was a bathroom. I was either going to need to get good at dodging people, or get good at pretending to be a girl.

Sarah read my mind and pulled some makeup out of her bag. 

“Another sale at Kendra’s store?” I asked.

“You know it,” she said, pulling some clothes out of her suitcase. “The good news is that you already look like you can pull this off, so this isn’t going to take magic.”

“I’m not sure if that’s a compliment or not.”

“It is.”

“I’ve imagined better. ‘Hey, Darby, you look like a girl.’” 

Sarah laughed. “Well, you do. And for the next few weeks or months, that’s your superpower. I wouldn’t sweat it.”

Weeks or months? That seemed like a long time. But first we needed to work on each new minute, as each one seemed to bring major change. For the next few minutes, Sarah got to work on my face with Kendra’s makeup. Sarah was a little out of practice since she wore very little makeup herself, but she was better than she gave herself credit for.

“I don’t have to do a ton to your eyebrows,” she said.

“Good,” I grimaced as she plucked another hair out. “Is there a reason this has to be done one at a time?”

“Only if you want no eyebrows at all. Then I’d draw them back on.”

“No thanks. Just give me a second before you, ow!” 

“Sorry,” she said, and showed me her work in a little mirror. 

It was still me in the mirror, even if my lips were red and my eyebrows were thinner. Somehow I looked friendlier. Or was it softer? Whatever it was, I tried not to have anything flicker across my face that would suggest my approval. 

I must have failed.

“I thought you’d like it,” she said, smiling. 

“When did I say I liked it?”

“I know the look.” 

She drew near my eyes, making it seem like my eyes were slightly squinting, which she said was more alluring. Aren’t eyes for looking? Why do I want to be alluring? 

The biggest difference came from the mascara, which made my eyelashes look thick, and long. Did I ever notice my eyelashes before? They were mostly invisible up until a few minutes earlier, and I liked them fine that way. A little bit of Kendra’s eye shadow later, and my eyes were no longer invisible; they were the focus of my face, and looking in the mirror felt disorienting.

“I…don’t know what to say.”

“I’m not great at this, but I can get by,” she said. 

“No, I mean, it looks fine, I guess, it’s just that I don’t really recognize myself.”

“Well that’s good then! It means no one at the game tomorrow will either.” 

Oh, wow. Tomorrow. 

It had been a lot all at once, and I think the fact that I was sitting and starting to calm down made the hectic, frantic last few hours stand out like my eyes. 

Tomorrow. Tomorrow I started a new job, in order to pay for the rent of my new room, which was no longer with Patrick Wentworth, but was instead off campus. I had a secret bathroom on campus I could use to change identities, and I needed to keep it up for as long as it took to get a new room on campus. 

None of this would be necessary if Dr. Priscilla Abad would have listened to me instead of following what her checklist told her to think and feel. 

“OK, girl talk,” Sarah said.

“Oh my God, Sarah, no.”

“Sorry, just trying to keep it light. But seriously, the game is at 2pm, we have to be there at noon to help set some things up, and I can be here sometime late morning to help you. I’ll bring breakfast.” 

“Oh, you’re not staying?”

“Wasn’t planning on it. Be a big girl.”

“Sarah!” 

“Sorry,” she laughed. “It’s easy, but I’ll stop.”  

“I’m assuming I can wear my normal sneakers,” I said. “And while I can’t say I’m looking forward to leggings, the hoodie at least covers my ass.” 

“It’s not ideal, but if you have briefs, there may be an underwear line, but it should work. Just don’t wear boxers, or boxer briefs.”

I stared at her. 

“You don’t have briefs,” she said.

“No, because I’m not 8 years old.” 

“Stop it. Lots of guys wear briefs.”

“Well I don’t. Boxers only.” 

“Not under leggings. I have a pair in the bag for you. Boxers can’t show, plus this will keep you from…poking out.” 

“I’m not wearing your underwear, Sarah.”

“Not mine.”

“More from Kendra? Man, she was angry about me crashing on your floor. She’d be irate if she knew I was in her makeup and underwear.” 

“You don’t have to model it for me, Darby. But tomorrow you do have to wear it. You can’t wear nothing, and you can’t wear yours. You’re trying to trick people, remember?”

“I can’t think about this right now, Sarah.”

“Fine, we’ll deal with it in the morning.” 

Sarah ran interference for me so I wouldn’t have to meet any neighbors, and I ran to the shared bathroom and back to get ready for bed. Despite the tension from the underwear conversation, I was slightly sad she wasn’t going to spend the night, but maybe that was a habit since I had slept in her dorm room a lot the first few weeks of school. 

She left me on my own and I heard her walk down the back stairs. 

Finally on my own, I sat at the desk and looked at myself, still done up to look like a girl. It wasn’t half bad, but still not something I felt comfortable with. I wouldn’t say I looked hot. Maybe cute was a better term? Although what was I admitting about myself if I thought I was a cute girl? Would I still be doing this if I weren’t cute? Probably not. And so being cute was somehow important. 

And knowing I was cute was a bit of a problem. 

She left me with some baby wipes, and I used a few to start taking my makeup off. Pretty soon the only person staring back at me from the little desk mirror was me. The me I knew already. 

I got ready for bed, and eventually stood by my bed in my boxers. 

Tomorrow.

Tomorrow, I would not be wearing boxers. I would be wearing girls’ underwear. Panties. What color? Did I want to know?  

Part of me did want to know. I loved looking at girls in panties, when I’d have the privacy to look at porn online. Which hadn’t been in a long time. There was just something about it; the contrast against smooth skin. The outline of what was between their legs. The different materials. Girls could wear lace, satin, or cotton. They could be bikinis, thongs, something cheeky, a g-string, or something crotchless. But I had…boxers. Plain old, boring boxers. 

But even thinking about panties was enough to get me going, and I could feel myself start to get hard. I had been so displaced for weeks, so stressed out, and so out of sorts, that I had no opportunity to pleasure myself. What’s more, it barely crossed my mind at all. How could it? 

It’s not like I could do it in the room with Patrick. It’s not like I could do it sleeping on the floor between Sarah and Kendra. And what am I going to do, hide in a library bathroom and jerk off? 

But as I stood in the little bedroom on River Street in my boxers and thought about panties, my body began to remember. I had been in survival mode and had to focus on different needs. The need to sleep, study, or protect myself. But now I had no needs. 

My body could want again. 

I reached into the backpack where Sarah said she put a pair of Kendra’s panties, and there was a black cotton thong. 

“No panty lines here,” I caught myself muttering out loud. 

They seemed tiny compared to the boxers I was wearing. Would this even fit? Would this work? How was I going to wear these? 

There was only one way to find out. 

I dropped my boxers to the floor, and stood in my new room, completely naked. It was harder than I thought to figure out which was the front of the thong and which was the back, but eventually I slipped one foot in, then the other, and then I pulled them up my legs and squeezed myself into them.

There wasn’t much room, and I looked down at myself. I expected to see a big bulge down there, but who was I kidding? I wasn’t that big. And the panties were tight enough where I was kept pretty contained, even though I was clearly starting to get hard. Sarah was right; if I had to wear leggings tomorrow and appear like a girl, this would help. 

I slipped a hand into my panties and started to work myself over, feeling myself swell immediately. There wasn’t a ton of room in there, but I didn’t really need it; one of the ways I liked to get off was to just grip myself in one hand and rub the head of my cock with my thumb. I wasn’t terribly well-endowed anyway, so even having less space to work with wasn’t a problem if I did it that way. 

There was barely enough room in the panties for me to fit my soft penis let alone a hard one with my hand wrapped around it, and that meant that the thong was finding its way between my cheeks. 

But rather than feel uncomfortable, like a wedgie, it felt oddly arousing. I was pleasuring myself from the front, but the thin cotton of the thong back was pleasuring me from behind, lightly rubbing against me as I stroked. It was more concentrated pleasure. 

Still standing, I spread my legs a little farther apart and felt the thong slip right back against me, lightly rubbing against my asshole as I massaged the head of the erection that was now at full attention. 

Why had I never thought of my asshole sexually before? Because it was gay? But it wasn’t; girls did it all the time, and I watched loads of porn where girls had anal sex. It was hot, and forbidden. There was a vulnerability there, like you knew you shouldn’t be allowing someone to do it, but there was great power in being in control of it and taking pleasure from it. 

And there was clearly pleasure from it. 

I kept my firm grip, but snuck my pinky around my balls and placed it right against my ass. I jumped as soon as I felt it put pressure there; even though I knew it was coming, I didn’t know what it was going to feel like, and it felt good enough where my knees started to give out. 

I had no lube, but I pressed my pinky even firmer into myself and worked my thumb harder, feeling myself get lost in the moment, chasing an orgasm that I had gone without for too long. 

My thumb pressed harder, my pinky started to slip inside me, and I felt the all-too-familiar tingles start to build from the base of my cock.

My free right hand worked its way up my chest as I felt my climax start to build, and I somehow was cupping my own nipple. 

Knock-knock, came two soft knocks at the door, just behind me.

I froze. 

“Darby?” came a soft voice from the hallway. “Darby, it’s Miss Mulvaney. Just wanted to meet you and see how you were getting settled.”

Cars go from 0 to 60 in a few seconds, and if they go from 60 to 0 in a few seconds, that usually means something bad has happened. I went from 100 to 0. 

My heart pounded as I stood in a small bedroom in a black thong, my hand in my panties, tickling my own asshole with another finger, while a lady I didn’t know knocked on my door a few feet away.

She cannot see me like this, I thought to myself, afraid to move. 

I was no longer wearing any makeup and looked like a dude. If she let herself in, this would be terrible. I would be exposed, kicked out immediately, and back on Sarah’s floor before I ever got a night’s sleep in a real bed. 

Slowly I removed my hand from my panties, feeling myself throb with anticipation. I was so close to cumming, and yet that climax was the furthest thing from my mind. 

I don’t know how long I stood motionless in the middle of the room, tucked into a small black thong, but eventually I heard footsteps move down the hallway, and I could exhale. 

I let the thong drop to my ankles, got back into my boxers, and climbed very slowly into bed, being very careful not to creak anything to let a listener know that I was here. 

I stared at my ceiling for a long time as I was falling asleep, but I knew that I now had a complication. 

Sarah helped me dress as a girl, and it worked out, but I’d need to stay dressed as a girl in the house. There really was no other way.
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The water girls were Sarah, Crissy, and Felicity. 

Oh, and me. And I could still be Darby even if I didn’t look like myself. 

Darby was my mother’s maiden name, and she used to tell me it meant “free from envy.” There was a hockey player in the NHL at one point named Darby, and my mother told me about some actor named Darby whose last name I’ve forgotten, but every other Darby I ever met or saw in life was a woman. 

That used to bother me, but now it seemed it was a good thing, as nobody batted an eye at meeting the new water girl named Darby, and I didn’t have to pretend my name was Rebecca or something. I was wearing the same Beckley Stallions hoodie as the others, and the same black leggings.

Black leggings. I had never worn black leggings in my life. Never worn leggings of any color, really. But there I was, working a job where I was going back and forth between a football stadium and storage rooms, setting up fans, towels, water bottles, Gatorade coolers, and more. And I was basically walking around in tights and a thong. 

The job was pretty easy, though not why I had gone to college. I had two little six-pack holders, with six water bottles each. During the game we stayed out of the way, back behind the benches, and walked back and forth with the six-packs, offering to people who needed them. Sometimes we’d have to run onto the field and get water to the players who were playing, but Sarah said that would probably come in the third or fourth quarters, when people really started to get tired. 

There wasn’t much to it. 

As we got ready before the game, players from both teams were out on the field, stretching and getting ready. I don’t think I had ever been to a stadium for a game, but being in a stadium with empty seats was a strange experience; people should have been watching, but weren’t. Football without fans didn’t seem like football. 

The players were, almost without exception, enormous. No one had their pads on yet, but a lot of them had their football shorts on. I felt slightly self-conscious in tight leggings, sure, but these football players were bigger than me, much more manly, and yet were totally comfortable wearing skin tight shorts that left almost nothing to the imagination. 

I tried to forget the night before and how I could fit my own erect dick in one hand. Some of these guys had bulges that put me to shame. 

I volunteered for everything, which meant the coordinator, Stefan, immediately started praising me. It felt good to be appreciated, but I also enjoyed the feeling of walking around; I had dreams that Kendra got me a job as an underwear model, and I had a dormful of panties to try on. I could almost feel the different materials on my skin as I slept, and was incredibly horny when I woke up. 

I was also slightly disappointed that the only pair of underwear in my room was the one black thong. But by volunteering for everything, I could walk around in leggings, and feel the thong between my legs. There was something exciting about being sexually charged in completely non-sexual surroundings. 

Pretty soon, the activity increased in the stadium, more and more people were preparing for the game. Then the fans started to file in, the coaches and players for both teams started to warm up, and Sarah, Crissy, Felicity and I would routinely get lost in a crowd of enormous young men high-fiving. 

I didn’t take classes with anybody this big. What were these guys studying? Were they even studying? Were they students here? 

I couldn’t see much of the game, even after it started. The players were all between us and the field, and we were really supposed to stay back and out of the way. I knew when something good happened because the crowd would cheer, or players would come off the field high-fiving and yelling “let’s go!” to one another, but I wasn’t tall enough to see anything more than the occasional glimpse of what was happening on the field. 

Still, there was something enjoyable about the job, and I didn’t even care that I was in leggings. It was simple. It was straightforward. I knew why it was important. The four of us kept the water refilled at all times, and a few times I had to do things like stand a fan back up or throw some wet towels in a hamper. 

“That’s Dan Saroyan,” Sarah said to me at one point, when I realized I had been staring at a few guys. “They call him ‘Mouse.’ You’ll see why if you hear him talk.”

“And that’s Tayquon Edmunds,” Felicity said, pointing to the next guy. “People call him Tay. He’s nice. Some of the other guys aren’t.” 

“Ladies, we need someone to grab some more towels,” Crissy said as she ran by with some water. 

“I’ll do it,” I said. 

I hadn’t recognized anyone at the game yet, not that I knew a lot of people around campus. I had been somewhat vigilant when I first showed up to the stadium, and over the last few hours had relaxed enough where I could let my guard down. Barely anyone knew me as a guy; why was I so worried about being recognized if I was dressed as a girl?

As I walked from the players’ area back to the tunnel leading to the clubhouse under the seat, I spotted a girl from my psychology class, walking around with a camera around her neck. She didn’t recognize me, and as I walked past her, her camera brought back the dream I had the night before about being an underwear model, where I had hundreds of pairs of panties all around me, a near-infinite variety. 

I throbbed in my panties as I grabbed another stack of towels from the rack in the hallway, and made my way back to the field.

“Darby!” Crissy said as I got back. “Take your carriers to the field. My bottles are empty. I’ll take the towels.”

I grabbed my two carriers and headed out to where the defense was standing around. The offense was huddled up on the other side of the ball, and Felicity was already out there. A few players broke off from where she was standing when they saw me jog out to them, and a couple reached for some water as I got out there. 

I was in the middle of a stadium, surrounded by people, and I was dressed like a girl. I felt a flutter in my abdomen. I froze, letting it stay inside me and radiate outwards. It caught my breath, made me weak. It made my knees feel the way they did the night before when my finger was…what was happening to me? 

“You new?” someone said, snapping me out of my mid-field daydream.

“Yeah,” I said, holding a bottle up as if to squeeze it into his mouth.  

“Oh, hell no, I’ll take that,” he said, and I handed him the bottle. He drank. 

“I’m Tay. What’s your name?” he said, handing it back to me.

“Darby.”

“Nice to meet you, Darby. Sorry to snap at you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I wasn’t expecting you to do it. I can do it. It’s OK. Even Mouse can squeeze his own water. Right Mouse?”

Dan Saroyan came over and took the bottle from Tay. 

“Watch number 14’s hips,” he said in a high-pitched voice. “He tells you what he’s about to do every time.” 

“I appreciate you, Darby,” Tay said, handing back the water bottle. “OK, let’s do it, boys. Two more drives, they get nothin’. Nothin’.”

I jogged back off the field and felt hidden again on the sidelines.

What was that feeling? That flutter I felt when I was out in the open?  

I knew the nervousness of having butterflies in your stomach, before a performance or before a presentation. This was different. The flutter was slightly sensual, like there was something slightly erotic about the presentation I was nervous for. 

What little I saw of the rest of the game, I didn’t understand, and when it ended with a 27-24 victory, I at least knew that it was close. I did manage to understand that Beckley’s defense kept South Carolina from scoring in the last minute of play. I didn’t know enough to understand why everyone was celebrating and there was still time on the scoreboard clock, but if there were going to be more games, maybe I’d learn the rules by then. 

Sarah and the others started to clean up while the celebration was still going on, so it didn’t seem like we were supposed to high five or do anything. Still, a few players gave me a fist bump on their way into the locker room. 

As we were tossing things into laundry hampers and garbage bags on the sidelines, Stefan came by. He was dripping with sweat. 

“This was hard enough, but the weather forecast for next week’s game is hot. Very hot. Sweatshirts would be a bad idea, so let’s not do that again! T-shirts and shorts, please. There’s no sense keeping the players cool if you are all overheating. I’ll see if we can get more fans. Great job today, girls.”

More fans? Is this where the college’s money went? 

“Uh, Sarah,” I said as everyone was leaving. “I don’t have shorts. Can’t I just do leggings again? If I wear shorts I’ll have to...you know.”

“Shave your legs?”

“Yeah.”

“Welcome to my world. You think girls like doing that?” 

“I guess I assumed you liked being shaved.”

“I like being shaved. I don’t like shaving. There’s a difference.” 

“I’ll take your word for it.”

“You’ll learn. But no, you won’t need to buy or borrow anything. On your way out, go to the laundry room. It’s the third door on the left as you walk out of the room where you got the fans. There should be a shelf in the back that has uniforms and stuff. Take what you need from there.”

Walking in black leggings in the sun was one thing; walking in air conditioning was another. Outside, I felt the heat of the sun on my legs, which were clothed but didn’t feel like it. My fingers would sometimes brush against my thighs and I could feel how skin-tight my pants were. Could I even call them pants? They were just a layer of cover, like a force field. Without the hooded sweatshirt covering my ass, nothing would be left to the imagination and every contour of my body would be on display. 

A lot of girls dressed like that for class, or to walk around town. I didn’t plan on going that far. 

I grabbed my backpack and went inside the air conditioned clubhouse. 

The laundry room was already loud, and there were already piles of uniforms ready to go in the giant washing machines along one wall. 

There were black biking shorts with “Stallion” written across the butt. Was that what I was supposed to wear? There weren’t any other shorts nearby. What would it be like to wear shorts this skimpy?

I held them up and imagined what they’d look like on someone. It took me a second to realize I was clenching and unclenching my own butt and imagining what they’d look like on me. 

I stuffed the shorts into my backpack and speedwalked out of the laundry room. 

First it was leggings, then tight shorts. 

What was happening?
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The next week passed about as well as I could have hoped. Getting ready in the morning took a little extra time since I needed to “girl up” and then bring my boy clothes with me, but by the time the end of the week rolled around, I had gotten pretty good at it. I could do my eye makeup quickly, and it didn’t take that long to wipe it off once I got to my secret library bathroom. 

One Darby would walk into the library, and a different one would walk out. This happened twice a day. 

I met Miss Mulvaney the day after that first football game, and we talked for about an hour. She was a plain-looking woman who pinned her graying hair into a bun, and she wore a long, blue dress that seemed to match my initial feeling that the house belonged in the South, a long time ago. I felt underdressed and a little grimy since I was wearing the same sweatshirt and leggings that I had worn the day before, but she didn’t know that. 

I’m not a terribly good liar, but luckily she didn’t ask for many details about what brought me to her. All she said was that Sarah had vouched for me and told her a little of my story. She also said she was unfortunately used to “it” since it was a college town, and I had to pretend I knew what “it” referred to. All I needed to do was look sad and tired, though for the first time in a long time, I wasn’t either. 

Overall, I was used to my new arrangement, though I can’t say I was completely satisfied with it. 

In fact, parts of it made me uncomfortable. 

My dreams were bothering me. I had the dream very early on about being an underwear model, but over the course of that first week, the dreams got progressively worse. At first I would wake up horny after dreaming that I was trying on different panties with Kendra. 

The second night I dreamt Kendra and I were being photographed, and in my dream we examined the photos very closely, looking for stray hairs and making sure we were smooth and sexy.

Sexy? Me? 

The third night I dreamt we were posing provocatively, showing off our curves for the photographer, who happened to be my psychology classmate I ran into at the game. This made attending psychology challenging since just looking at her caused me to start being aroused, but not for any reason I was used to when looking at a girl.

Then Monday night, the dreams started to get raunchy. That night I dreamt that I transformed into Kendra, and did a solo modeling session where I had an audience of football players. 

Tuesday, things got even worse, as my photo session was attended by the whole football team’s defense, and they picked my outfits for me, then ran their massive hands all over my body to make sure everything fit. 

Wednesday night they did it again, just to make sure. 

Thursday I dreamt I was in a cheerleader uniform, lined up with the defensive line during a practice. The stadium was empty but somehow full of cheering voices. An invisible ball was snapped, and the defensive players started moving around. I, however, was stuck. I couldn’t move. I was bent over in a skirt where the ball was, my ass sticking up in the air. 

Mouse and Tay were concerned, stopped the play, and came over to check on me. They looked up my skirt, rubbed my inner thighs, and smacked my ass to make sure I could feel their touch. They lifted my skirt up, exposing my ass to the whole stadium, which cheered even though no one was there. They moved me around the field like a mannequin, putting different pairs of panties on me and putting me in all kinds of different poses. 

At one point, I was naked, half me and half Kendra, wearing only a football helmet. 

The whole team was running at me from fifty yards away, and I watched helplessly as I felt my erection get longer…forty yards…and harder…thirty yards…as the team got closer…

I had woken up before anything else happened, but I was too afraid to go back to sleep. Not because it was a nightmare, but because I was straining against Kendra’s thong and it was almost painful. As I laid there waiting for my erection to go down, I tried not to think about how or why that dream aroused me the way it did.

I was already having trouble when I saw the photographer in psych; what was I going to do when I actually saw the football team that weekend?  

Friday found me walking back to Sarah’s room after dinner, because she promised me a different pair of leggings I could wear so that I could have a second outfit. Part of me wanted to stay in her dorm room forever, even if it meant perpetually sorting through pink leggings, purely to avoid having to go to bed that night. 

What kind of filth was I going to dream about next? Did I want to know? 

“You’re sure I’m not stretching these out?” I asked, holding up the black leggings from my backpack that I had been wearing for the past week. 

“You’re petite. I have bigger hips and a bigger ass than you, Darby,” she said, comparing the black ones to the pink ones I’d wear so Miss Evelyn would see me in a different outfit once in a while. 

“I don’t think I have much choice,” I said. “So I guess I go with pink. And I really should get back to my place.” 

“Stopping by the library first, Miss Shifter?” she said. “I’ll go with you. But first I really have to pee. Then we’ll go.”

She left me alone in her room when she went down the hall to the bathroom. 

I looked again at the Jason Momoa poster above Kendra’s bed. His gaze didn’t really look over Kendra’s bed, as it mostly fell on Sarah’s across the room. 

Where I was sitting. His gaze fell on me. 

I kept eye contact with the poster for a few seconds, but it made me uncomfortable, and I didn’t want to invite Jason into the dreams I was already afraid of having. 

As I looked away from him, my eyes fell to Kendra’s dresser. 

Hmm.

If I’m going to go home and dream terrible sex dreams about football players, I might need something a little tighter to keep me from bursting. Could Kendra spare some even smaller panties? Did she even have them?

There was only one way to find out, and I probably needed to be fast.

I stood up and went over to her dresser, opening the top drawer. Socks and pantyhose. 

Then I opened the second drawer. 

Jackpot. 

It was completely full of panties. Black, white, red, pink, purple, blue. I didn’t have much time, and started pulling them out to see what my options were. 

Red bikini, no. Purple lace thong, maybe. White bikini, no. 

Hello, what was this? A pink lace g-string that looked even smaller than the black thong I had in my backpack. 

Without a second thought, I wadded the panties up in my hand, shut Kendra’s dresser drawer, and jumped back to Sarah’s bed, where I stuffed them into my backpack.

“Shut up,” I said to Jason Momoa right as Sarah walked in.

“Did you say something?” she said.

“No,” I said, standing up. “Ready to go?”

Halfway to the library, she started laughing.

“What’s so funny?” I asked. 

“I forgot to show you something,” she said, taking out her phone.

“What is it?”

“One sec, I need to get it cued up.” She handed me her phone and hit play. It looked like an ESPN Broadcast of a football game. Beckley against South Carolina.

“Wait, was this last week’s game?”

“It is. Just watch.” 

“Our game was on ESPN?”

“I said, just watch. Here it comes.” 

With the score on the screen, suddenly I was watching myself in black leggings, lipstick and aviator sunglasses, handing water to what looked like Tay Edmunds and Dan Saroyan. 

“I was on TV,” I said.

“It gets better,” Sarah said. 

As the stat changed to another one, I watched myself prance off the field. 

“Did they just…” I started to say.

“They did. Tay and Dan turn and stare at your ass as you walk off. I told you that you looked good.” 

“I don’t know how to feel right now,” I said, handing her phone back to her. 

“Take it as a compliment,” she said cheerfully. 

We walked the rest of the way to the library in silence. I wasn’t entirely honest with her, and I knew it. While I wasn’t sure how I felt about having my ass checked out on National TV by two football players, I at least knew in which direction I was leaning, considering I had Kendra’s lacy g-string in my bag at that moment. 

Down in my secret disguise bathroom, I held it in my hand and couldn’t bring myself to put it on. Not here, not yet. I slipped into the same black thong I had been wearing all week, and this time put on the pink leggings. It really did make it look like a new outfit, even if I was wearing the same sweatshirt. 

I spent a little extra time on my eyes since it was too dark for me to wear the sunglasses. I blinked at myself in the mirror, made a kissy face, and headed back up the stairs.

I made it three steps out of the library before my heart stopped. 

“Darby?”

Oh, shit. It was a deep male voice. I was dressed as Darby the girl. How many people knew Darby the girl? Did this person recognize me? Which me did they recognize? 

I turned around and froze.

It was Tay, and he was running. 

“Darby, hey,” he said, only slightly out of breath. 

“Hi, Tay,” I managed to get out. 

“So I just saw you, and I thought it was late, and I should probably walk you back to your dorm.”

“Oh, that’s OK. I’ll be fine.”

He held his hands up. “Call me old-fashioned then. I’m cool with it. I got sisters.”

“Well, I appreciate it Mr. Old Fashioned, but you’d be volunteering for a bigger walk than you think. I live off campus.”

“You do? Shit,” he said. “That’s cool. But I'll still do it.” 

Did you argue with people like Tayquon Edmunds? He was at least a foot taller than me, twice as wide, and could have thrown me around without breaking a sweat. In fact, he did it in my dreams most of the week. 

“How…did you remember my name?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“We met only a couple days ago.”

“I don’t know,” he shrugged. “We got to memorize a few hundred plays. Names aren’t so bad.” 

He liked to talk. The whole walk home he talked. He was from Philadelphia and had two sisters, one of whom went here. He didn’t know what he wanted to major in, but liked Sociology. 

I didn’t know what to tell him, so I mostly told him the truth: I was from outside Boston, hated the snow, wanted to go to a small college, and knew nothing about football. 

“Not even one rule?” he joked.

“I think you all line up in a line,” I said. “That’s about all I got. I know there’s tackling.” 

“Why do you have that job then?”

“Sarah got it for me. I need money.” 

“Curly hair. She’s nice.” 

“Well, this is me,” I said, stopping at the house. 

He stopped on the sidewalk and looked at me.

“Here?” He pointed at the house. “But this is Miss Evelyn’s house.”

“Miss Evelyn?” I said. 

“Evelyn Mulvaney. She’s your landlord, right?”

“Oh,” I said, “yeah, she is. How do you know her?”

“I told you, I have sisters. One had to live here. I’m glad I walked you home now.” 

“Oh, it’s not so bad,” I started to say, but stopped. 

“Which room is yours? The one in front with the light on?”

“No, I’m in back. Right off the back staircase, the one overlooking the patio.”

“I got you,” he said. “My sister was in the front room, on the right. I’ll just stand here by the driveway, you go to the back door. Once you’re there, you wave, and I’ll go.”

“It’s fine,” I started to say, but he held his giant hand up again. “I’m used to going wherever I want and doin’ whatever I want. Who’s gonna fuck with me? You get inside, you’re safe there, then I’ll go home. And I’ll see you tomorrow, right?”

“Tomorrow? Oh, the game. Yeah.”

“Yeah, we play Clemson tomorrow. Big game.” 
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I woke up to the soft but persistent knocks of Miss Mulvaney, who had made breakfast and wondered if I’d join her. I had leaped out of bed, threw my hair into a messy bun, and held my sweatshirt down over my thighs so I could talk to her through a crack in the door. That did a few things.

First, it hid the erection that was trying to poke through the black thong. 

And second, it drew attention to my freshly-shaven legs, which I did after Tay dropped me off the night before. 

“I’d love breakfast,” I said, stifling a yawn. “I’ll be right down.” 

I hadn’t finished spreading the butter on the croissant when I discovered her motive for having me down.

“Did I hear a man’s voice outside last night? I hoped Sarah had told you the rules, but maybe we need to go over a few things. After all, you’re here for a reason and I need people to follow the rules.”

“Oh, no,” I said. “I mean, yes, it was a man, but he didn’t come in, and anyway, I think you maybe know him? Tayquon Edmunds. He said you knew his sister.”

“Shanelle!” and her face lit up. “Why yes, I met him years ago. What a lovely young man.” 

I poured myself some coffee. “It was late and he walked me home. He said his sister lived in the room in front on the right.” 

“That sounds about right. No one is in that room now. In fact, no one else is here but you. Allison moved out before you moved in, and Mary will get the rest of her things sometime this week.” 

“Oh, I thought I saw the light on the other night.”

“They’re on timers. I have made a lot of men angry in this town over the years, and I like to make it appear that there are a lot of witnesses around.” 

“I think it’s great that you help people like this,” I said, chewing while talking and very much not acting like a lady. 

“We all need help,” she said. “Even when we don’t think we do. What is Tayquon doing now?”

“Tay plays football here,” I said. 

“Tay. I see.” 

“Yeah, he plays defense, but don’t ask me what. I think he tackles people. He might study Sociology.”

She laughed. “Well, I’m glad he’s here. If you see him, tell him to stop by and say hello. He’s welcome any time.” 

“I will,” I said. “Actually, I’ll see him in a little bit. I work at the stadium and he has a game today. I’ll tell him. And thank you for breakfast, but I should start getting ready.” 

**\*

“Um, Felicity?” I asked, as we were refilling some bottles on the sidelines. “Do you know why Tay hasn’t played yet? He’s been on the sidelines the whole game so far, and we’re almost at halftime, aren't we?” 

“Yeah, I think so,” she said. “I mean, you could ask him, right?”

“I don’t want to do that,” I said. “But I don’t really know anyone here and don’t know who to ask. I hope he’s not hurt or something. He just looks…sad. And he hasn’t said a word to me since I said good luck before the game.”

“One of the trainers is over there. I hooked up with him once, but I’ll go ask him. Be right back.”

I watched her go to the Asian-looking trainer named CJ, and I tried to make it look like I wasn’t watching them for clues. 

“OK, get this,” Felicity said when she came back. “Tay missed curfew last night.”

“Curfew? These guys have a bedtime?”

“Bed check, yeah,” she said. “And he wasn’t back. Apparently he was out with a girl.”

I pictured him holding someone’s hand, sneaking back into his dorm, and kissing someone goodnight. 

I pictured him holding someone in a massive hug, holding them long enough to make him late.

Why did that bother me? 

“Oh,” I said, wondering if he wasn’t talking to me because he was with someone else and didn’t want to let me know.

Did he think I was interested in him? Was he trying to protect me this way too?  

“Yeah,” she said. “He apparently said he just walked her home because she needed someone to look out for her.”

Oh, shit. 

That was me. The girl he missed curfew for was me. 

I was the reason Tay wasn’t playing and looked sad on the sidelines. 

“Oh no,” I said. “I told him not to walk me home, I said I’d be fine.”

“You?” she said, covering her mouth. “You’re the girl he was with?”

“Oh my God, Felicity, I feel terrible. He didn’t need to do it.” 

“Well, I mean, he’ll play the second half. Starters who break the rules still play. At least, that’s what CJ said. Wow, CJ is not going to believe this.”

I looked over at Tay, who was standing by himself, rocking back and forth with his hands holding the front of his jersey open.

“Is…is he a good kisser?” Felicity asked. 

“What?” I said. “No! I mean, I don’t know! I mean, nothing happened! He just walked me home.” 

She smiled and walked off, and I watched her shake her “Stallions” logo at me as she passed by a group of players.

What did Felicity mean? Why was it so hard to picture me as the girl Tay got in trouble for? Was I not worth it? Could she not picture him being nice to me? Just because she hooked up with CJ doesn’t mean everyone hooks up.

The first half ended and the game was tied, 27-27. Tay didn’t look me in the eye as the team filed past us on the way to the locker room, but he did hold out a fist for me to bump. 

This game was all off. It wasn’t right at all. 

It was hot, the team was down, Tay wasn’t playing, the crowd felt different, and I wasn’t convinced that my whole girl act was working. 

Not that anyone was looking at me suspiciously, but I didn’t feel anywhere close to as good as I did the week before. We were all wearing the same shorts, but I felt that Crissy, Felicity, and even Sarah were all pulling it off better than I was. Sarah was right: I was petite, and she had bigger hips than me. 

Did I even look feminine?

Last week I was able to let myself go and not worry that people were looking at me; this week was different, and I had been overly-conscious of people looking at me the whole time. I mean, technically my ass was giving them something to read, but it was hard to know why people were looking. 

Still, there was something oddly thrilling about not knowing. I was wearing my newest stolen g-string, which was doing a much better job of preventing me from getting turned on than the black thong did. This was necessary, as I could not get my dreams out of my head: whether the feeling of being admired, the feeling of being examined, or the feeling of being around people who were dressing and posing me, I was a horny mess by the time the players came back out of the locker room at the end of halftime, which of course they had to do right as the four of us girls were applying sunscreen to our legs. Watching us rub lotion all over ourselves was turning me on. 

I missed much of the first game because I couldn’t see over the huge players onto the field, so I decided to take a different approach for this game: I stood on the bench so I could see over them. This kept me cooler since I was right next to the fan, but I could also watch the game. 

I still didn’t understand what I was seeing, but I could see it all clearer.

I could watch them smash into one another. 

I could see them grasp and grunt and shove.

I could watch their legs muscles ripple as they dug their feet into the ground and pushed against the other team with all their power. 

I could smell the musky sweat of whichever player stood next to me to cool off in front of the huge fan. 

I still didn’t know much about the game, but I could tell from the moment that Tay ran onto the field that he was better than the guy who played the first half. 

Tay was an animal. His arms bulged as he crashed into Clemson players. But he was also fast, tricking players, dodging them, getting past them, and dragging them to the ground.

One time he went on the field and on the first play he tackled the running back as soon as he was handed the ball. The next play he chased the quarterback and tackled him way behind where the ball was snapped. And the third play he reached his arm up and swatted the ball down as soon as the quarterback was about to throw it to a player who was wide open, running down the field. Beckley’s sideline erupted in cheers. 

He pointed at me as he ran off the field, Mouse hanging off of him and being dragged along. 

By the time there were 30 seconds left in the fourth quarter, we were up 42-40, and Clemson was moving downfield very quickly. 

Everyone on the sideline was excited, but agitated. 

“Just got to keep them out of field goal range, boys!” yelled a player from somewhere in front of me, whatever that meant. 

The crowd was chanting “defense! Defense!” and most of the players on defense were raising their arms up, trying to get them to be louder. 

Clemson completed another pass and the crowd got a little quieter. Then their running back was handed the ball and ran for a few yards. I looked at the scoreboard and saw that there were 14 seconds left, and it was 3rd and 2. 

Tay got down in his crouch before the ball was snapped, then from my spot on the bench I could see him look up, then he moved two steps to his right. Three Clemson players pointed at him, but no one did anything and the ball was snapped. Tay ran right between two players and made straight for the quarterback, who didn't see him coming. By the time the quarterback turned to see to his left, Tay was on top of him, and the quarterback was flat on the ground. 

The players were jumping up and down. The crowd was alive. I was jumping up and down.

And in one of my jumps, my foot must have missed the end of the bench, because I found myself falling. 

It was one of those slow motion falls, where you experience something millisecond by millisecond. It felt like it took ten minutes for me to fall a few feet, and I had the complete thought of “what am I going to break when I land? My ankle? My leg? My arm?” 

But while I felt the fall in slow motion, I felt a player catch me in real time. I felt snatched out of mid-air and was suddenly in the arms of an enormous player, number 89. 

“Careful, lady,” he said, smiling down at me, and he acted like I was a doll he was putting back on a shelf. He placed me back on the bench, and not so close to the edge this time. 

Out of the corner of my eye, did I see Sarah? 

The scoreboard said 4th and 7, and there were 8 seconds left. The crowd was louder than ever, and the ball was snapped. The quarterback was farther away from the line this time, and so he had more space to run. He backed up even more, and that’s when I saw Tay lower his shoulder and plow into one of Clemson’s players, who was shoved aside just enough for Tay to squeeze by him. 

In slow motion, I watched Tay reach both of his enormous arms out and smother the quarterback. Tay dragged him to the ground, immediately stood up, and was surrounded by his teammates. Everyone on the sideline was jumping and yelling, even me. Even Sarah. 

It was over, they had won, and Tay had done it. 

For fifteen minutes, fans ran out on the field, players celebrated, and people went crazy. I hugged Sarah. I hugged Felicity. 

Did I know her enough to hug her? 

What were we celebrating? 

It took a lot longer to clean up after this game than it had the week before, because no one wanted to leave the field: not the players, not the coaches, and not the fans. Eventually, though, the band walked off, the players filed into the locker room, and fans started heading for the exits. 

The four of us were left behind to heap towels on wheeled carts and take them to the laundry room, then go home. 

The washing machines were already running when I got in there, and I could hear loud music through the walls coming from the locker room. I wheeled the laundry cart over to the end of the line, and felt the air conditioned air on my legs. I had to apply sunscreen to parts of my legs that simply never had to be sunscreened before, and I felt only slightly more covered than if I were standing around in the g-string that was beneath my shorts. I turned myself and faced the chrome of the shelf, but it wasn’t clear enough to get a reflection so I could check out my ass.

But when I looked at the shelf, that’s when I saw it.

On the shelf, above the sweatshirts, were cheerleader uniforms. Black skirts, red tops. 

I looked around the room and no one was there. No one was even in the hallway outside the door.

So much of this little adventure was made possible because we took from others, mostly Kendra. And I was already given permission to take from the clothing shelf, right? Could I do one more? What would a skirt feel like? Better or worse than what I was already wearing?

Before I could rethink it, I grabbed a uniform, nicely folded, and stuffed it in my backpack, my mind already back in my room

Sarah waited for me outside the stadium, and we walked back to campus together. 

“Give me a little bit to get cleaned up and I’ll come by,” she said when we got to the dorms. “There’s something I want to show you.”

I tried to stutter out something about having plans, but they weren’t real plans. They were plans to try on a cheerleader uniform and hadn’t bothered to think up a lie.

“OK,” I said, “see you in a bit.” 

The cheerleader uniform would have to wait.


7

Knock, knock, knock-knock-knock.

I was sitting Indian-style on my bed in my pink leggings when Sarah came by, studying for my European History midterm that felt closer than it was given how little I knew about European History. 

“Come in,” I called, and she did a double-take when she did.

“I know I just saw you,” she said, “but I was going to show you something Crissy taught me. It does wonders for your cheekbones.”

I stopped and looked at her, not even bothering to put a bookmark in my book as it fell closed between my legs. 

“You…came over to do my makeup?” 

“Well, no, I came over to hang out, but thought this might help you feel better at the next game.”

“Wait,” I said, staring at her face. “Are you wearing makeup? Since when do you wear makeup?”

Sarah blushed and put her bag down. 

“I don’t know. Since you started getting attention from football players.” She shrugged. “I thought, you’re taking care of yourself now, why not me too, you know?”

“I don’t believe this.” 

“Well, believe it. The girls like you. The players like you. You seem to like you. Why not me?”

“What are you even saying?”

“I don’t know,” she said, sitting on the edge of the bed. “You really are a lot happier now that you do this. It’s like it relaxes you. Like it allows this better version of you to exist.”

“Better version of me? What the hell are you talking about? What was wrong with me before?”

“Darby, you were miserable up until recently. This is a total transformation and you’re dismissing it.”

“I lived with Patrick. Of course I was miserable!”

“That’s not it and you know it!” 

“Then what is it, Sarah?” 

“I’m going to ask one question, and you need to be honest. You don’t have to answer me now, but you do need to answer yourself.”

“Fine.”

“How often do you stay dressed like this when you come back here?”

“Oh, that’s not fair,” I said. “Miss Mulvaney sometimes knocks on my door and we talk. I have to stay like this.”

Sarah folded her arms, staring at me. 

I waited for it. I waited for the look. 

“It’s not just a commute for you,” she said. “I can tell.” 

“A commute?”

“It’s not just what you do to and from school.” 

“Of course it is.”

“Is it? I’ll ask again. How many times have you studied in my clothes?” 

“Do you want them back? Take them!”

“I don’t want them back,” she yelled. “I wanted you back! Like, the fun you from high school, and not the miserable one from college. And if it takes wearing my clothes to be happy and free and pleasant, then keep them!” 

We looked at each other.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Neither do I. But if you’re studying like this, and having fun at your job like this, and happy like this, then…just be like this.” 

“I can’t be like this, Sarah.” 

“You are like this,” she said.

“No,” I said. “And it’s not fair to anyone. It was just to get me away from Patrick. It was just to get me to my own place. Then I’m done.” 

“Tay.”

“What about him?”

“He cares about you.”

“Which is why this stops as soon as I get a room.”

“You care about him.”

“Not that way!” 

“I saw you when he sacked the quarterback last game. You jumped higher than the cheerleaders did.”

“It was exciting.”

“You hate football.”

“I’ve learned to like it.”

“You like Tay more than football.” 

“I don’t like what you’re implying.”

“I’m not implying a thing. I’m telling you, you like Tay. It’s an observable fact. You just need to observe it.”

“I need you to leave.”

“What?”

“You heard me. This isn’t right. It’s not fair.”

“You with this ‘fair’ again. What does that have to do with anything? You know what, Darby, it’s not fair. It never will be.” 

“I’d like to be alone now.” 

“And you will be, because you have one friend, and that’s me, and you’re kicking me out because I’m telling you what you don’t want to hear.” 

And she stomped off. 

***

I may have spent the previous week having terrible sex dreams, but that night I dreamt I was in a black room by myself. For what felt like hours in my dream, nothing happened. It was just me, dressed as a girl, with nothing happening around me. Infinite emptiness in all directions. 

I wandered and heard my footsteps echo on floors I couldn’t see. My voice bounced off of walls that weren’t there. I heard the whooshing sound of wind now and then, and faintly, in the distance, was that a crowd cheering? Was it birds? 

I never found out. I woke up Sunday morning and knew where that loneliness came from: I had pushed my only friend away. 

I put my black thong and black leggings back on, and went to town. I was getting coffee and a donut when I ignored Sarah’s first text: Darby, I’m sorry, but I was worried about you and wanted to help.

Walking around town in my now-familiar outfit, I felt overdressed compared to the previous day, when I was wearing a tiny outfit. 

It bothered me at the time, but who cares how I looked? I felt good in it, and I felt carefree enough to let myself go and cheer for the team, to cheer for something I didn’t really understand. I could appreciate what I was seeing, and even if I didn’t know exactly what Tay was doing, I could tell his teammates were impressed by it. 

The second text from Sarah I ignored came when I was sitting on a bench outside Baker Square. I was watching a couple young women lay out on beach towels in full view of the frat house on the corner. Their shorts were even smaller than the ones I wore the day before. It was clear just by looking at them that they were trying too hard. Twice they stood up just so they could bend over and reach into their tote bag. 

The third text I ignored came when I walked back to my place on River Street. The last two texts were Don’t do this, Darby, please, followed by Talk to me. 

The fifth text was when I sat on my bed and knew I needed to get into an outfit that was cooler than what I had on. The cheerleader uniform was in my backpack. 

I took it out and laid it on the bed, looking at it. It was slightly shorter than the shorts I wore already, and the top was really just a t-shirt, which I’ve worn. 

I slipped back into the g-string, and wriggled into the skirt.

It felt glorious. It felt like I was covered, but available. It felt like an outfit with options, and I knew what one of those options was because I felt it between my legs immediately. 

There was no full-length mirror in the room, but I did have the little desk mirror, which I stared into and examined myself, just like in my dream. I don’t know that I could be a real cheerleader, but I looked like one. 

My legs looked good, the skirt made it look like I had hips, and just being in something sexy was making me feel amazing, like I could pull this off if I had to.

I lifted my skirt and looked at the tiny little bulge between my legs, and I could feel it pulsating, unable to get hard, but too turned on to stay in place. It wanted out. 

This was going to be a difficult afternoon. 

Knock, knock, knock-knock-knock. 

Dammit. 

I let my skirt fall back in place. I was not exactly wearing an appropriate outfit to hang out with Sarah, but at the same time, she knew. Deep down, she knew that this is where all of it led. While she may never have seen me wear this, she had seen me in leggings, knew I was wearing panties, knew I was dressed in makeup much of the time now, and was smart enough to be able to imagine the rest.

And she didn’t care. 

Well no, scratch that: she did care. She cared enough to try and talk to me about it, and cared enough to have it not be a big deal. 

And honestly, what was I doing? Ignoring her over text was one thing. That didn’t take effort. But ignoring her if she came all the way out to the house to see me? 

She was a better friend than this, and I needed to accept that. 

I smoothed my skirt down, tried to ignore the horny want that tingled through my abdomen, and prepared to face my friend. 

“Sarah, fine,” I said, opening the door and showing her that I was in a cheerleader outfit. “Are you happy? Here I am.”

I froze. 

It was not Sarah.

It was Tay. 

He looked me up and down. 

“Oh,” I finally said. “Tay.” 

He held up a large fist. “She showed me your knock.”

“I...you’re maybe wondering about the outfit.”

“I saw you cheering yesterday. You thinking about a career change?”

“This is actually embarrassing. I can’t believe you’re seeing me like this.” 

“You do you. Can I come in? I owe you an explanation. I know you were wondering what happened.” 

“Tay, I’m sorry you didn’t play the whole game.”

“It’s OK.”

“No, it isn’t. It was because of me.”

“It was the right thing to do, Darby. I’d do it again.” 

“No, it wasn’t, I wasn’t really in trouble, and I could have gotten home just fine.”

“I didn’t tell you the whole story of that night, Darby.”

I stopped and looked at him as he sat on my couch and I sat on the edge of the bed. “What do you mean?”

He sighed and looked around.

“I was going home from study hours and was going to make it in time for bed check. But as I was standing right outside the library there was this guy with crazy hair yelling that he just seen Darby and Sarah go in the library, where’s Darby, the bitches are in for a world of hurt. I figured you didn’t want to see him. So I stuck around because I didn’t see where he went and figured, how many girls named Darby go here?” 

“Patrick,” I said. “Holy shit.” 

“He looked drugged out.”

“He…doesn’t sleep much.” 

Tay nodded. “It made sense when I saw where you live. Like I said, I’d do it again.” 

“No, I don’t think Patrick would recognize–” I didn’t know what to say after that, so I just said “thanks, Tay.” 

“I got you, Darby,” he said, and he held out his fist so we could fist bump.

We stared awkwardly at one another for a few seconds. 

“But there’s more,” he said. “But you’re here, in this house, and most times, girls are here because they don’t want a man right then, so I guess I’m just saying that when you feel ready, I’d love to take you out sometime.”

“Out?” I said.

“Yeah, out. Like, you know, on a date. Out there,” and he pointed out the window. 

“A date with…me?”

“You don’t want to?”

“No, I don’t know what I want.”

He held up his hand again. “That’s why I said when you’re ready. This Patrick guy, if you need time, that’s cool. But you deserve better than him from the looks of it, and you must have left in a hurry if you only ever wear the same few things, as this is one of ‘em.”

I couldn’t help it; I laughed. “You noticed, huh?” 

I had been worried about whether or not I was pulling off the whole girl thing, but Tay didn’t seem to care. He was drawn to me enough to come over and ask me out.

He asked me out. 

He stood up and started pacing. He was enormous.

“I mean, it’s just, there’s something about you. And it’s cool if you need time, because I can give you a little time if you need it. Like, we can just talk and chill, that’s fine. But you’re real cute and I dig you, and so–”

That was enough. I don’t know why I did it, but I jumped off the edge of the bed and poked him in the chest, which was enough to get him to fall back onto the couch because he wasn’t expecting it.

He had power over me, but I also had power over him. 

Here was a guy who liked me, who I clearly felt something about, and who wasn’t humiliating me even though I was wearing a cheerleader outfit for the team he played for. I don’t know what my life would hold, but I knew that my body was ready for something now, and I could figure out the rest later on. 

He was stunned as he looked up at me on the couch, and I climbed onto his lap without a word. 

He put his massive hands on my hips, and his grip was as powerful as I thought it would be. I could not move. I was stuck in place. This was the only way I could look him in the eye, otherwise he towered above me. 

He leaned in.

I leaned in.

Our lips met, and I felt a flood in my chest flow down to my abdomen, down to my crotch, and concentrate there in my cock that was not allowed to be a cock. 

We exhaled on one another as we kissed, and I felt how badly my body wanted to burst from my underwear. 

My little girl dick in its lace panties was right on top of his crotch, and I could feel us make contact as we kissed. 

“Wait, this isn’t right,” I said, climbing off of him. I tasted him on my lips as I got up and faced away from him. I throbbed in my thong. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked. “Is it because I'm black?”

“Oh God, no, Tay. No, not at all. It’s just that…I have to tell you something.”

“No you don’t.” 

“Yes I do.” 

“Do you trust me?” 

I thought of him walking me home, of him sticking around when Patrick wanted to threaten me. Of him saying he’d do it again when he got benched.

“Yes. I do,” I whispered.

“And do you trust Sarah?” he asked.

Before I knew it was Tay at the door, I was about to let her into the room and see me like this, so I knew how I needed to answer.

“Yes,” I said. I felt small. I felt like I was being scolded. But I deserved it. “Yes, I trust her.” 

“Then you don’t have to say another word about that. Like I said, she and I talked. Now where were we?” 

He patted his lap, and took a bottle of lube out of his pocket. 

“Oh, and you just happen to have lube?” I breathed, climbing back on top of him. 

“Well, Sarah took it from Kendra’s dresser when I stopped by to talk to her.”

“Jesus,” I laughed. “Are we all stealing from Kendra? I’m wearing her underwear right now.” 

With one quick motion, Tay flipped up the hem of my skirt and took a peek. “I like them on you,” he said. 

I felt a pulse.

I felt his gaze as he looked at my panties beneath my skirt. This was more than knowing football players were checking me out during the game. It was more than knowing people all over the country got a glimpse of my ass as I walked back to the sidelines. It was Tay, looking beneath my skirt, seeing me strain against a pair of thong panties, and it was what he wanted to see. 

He slipped his erection out from his shorts and placed it between my legs.

I could feel its size even if I could not see it, and I could feel its warmth. 

I grabbed the lube from him and squirted some into my hands, then reached under my skirt to where he was, and I took him into my hands. 

He was huge, much bigger than I was. I looked into his eyes as I worked my hands all over him, imagining how he must be glistening. With my left hand I stroked his shaft and with my right I worked over the massive head. 

“I’ll be gentle,” he said. “Just hold on.” 

With one finger he hooked my g-string and pulled it to the side, exposing me. He directed his massive cock and started rubbing it against my ass, teasing me with what I knew it could do. 

This is what skirts were for. 

As he pressed his head against my opening, I ground down on him, a little harder each time, feeling it try to work its way inside me but not quite getting there. 

Until one time I ground harder and with a little yelp I felt it pop in. He held me firmly as I got used to it with my eyes closed, and he waited for me to open them back up. 

“Holy shit,” I said, feeling it swell even more as it slowly slid deeper inside me. 

I put my hands against the back of the couch and started to ride, again looking into his eyes. 

There was so much for me to ride. I felt every inch of it as I slowly worked my way up and down his massive length. 

I was full. I was stuffed, stretched completely, feeling Tay inside me. How big was he? Eight inches? Ten inches? Did it matter? It was enormous, and it was inside of me, and it was doing something to my body that I never imagined anything could do. 

I leaned back, grabbing my own feet and arching myself backwards. His hands disappeared inside my skirt and I felt his hands rubbing my thighs up and down, up and down, getting tantalizingly close to what was between my legs.

I didn’t want him to. I mean, I wanted him to, badly, but part of me didn’t want him to touch me there. Part of me felt that if I just rode long enough, I’d get where I needed to go. 

“You are so tight,” he said, and that was my first sign that he was getting close to the edge. 

The second sign was when I clenched tighter around him in an attempt to get myself off, and he groaned, pulling me closer. 

The third sign was when I got him all the way inside me and he grabbed my shoulders, holding me down on him as hard as he could. 

I couldn’t move. I had him poking something inside of me that I never knew was there. Whatever he was touching was charging with energy, slowly, until it felt like there was nowhere for the charge to go, and I felt it crash everywhere in my lower body. 

My hips bucked as I felt myself start to spasm, and the first spurts of cum began to fill my panties. I could not hold still, but he was holding me firm to him, and I felt him start to spasm inside of me, feeling his own bursts of cum hit me deep inside. 

I stopped squirting, but still felt completely full, like my body was keeping itself on the edge of orgasm, and I began shuddering as his own spasms stopped. He held me down, held me hard, and we rode out the last waves together. 

The room was silent as we slowed our breathing, afraid to say anything. I felt that if I moved, my body would lose control again. For what felt like five minutes, I felt my body slowly return to normal, and I felt the cum from my panties squeeze through the lace, where it was probably falling on to him. I’m sure he felt it too.  

“That was amazing,” I finally managed to say. 

“I got you, Darby,” he said.

“You got me, Tay.”


Epilogue

It took three more weeks for Residence Life to find me a new room, so I had to stay with Miss Mulvaney longer than Sarah and I had initially planned. This was OK. By the time I moved back onto campus, I wasn’t using my secret disguise bathroom anymore. 

My new dorm room was worth the wait, as it was a single on a co-ed floor, and no one batted an eye when a girl named Darby moved in. 

Obviously, Sarah was right about me. And if the worst fight you have with someone lasts a day before you both tearfully apologize for the same things, you’re doing pretty well. We were, and are, best friends.

I stopped borrowing clothes from her, because I started buying my own. My skirt collection is pretty small still, but I own a lot of cute things. 

Sarah and I never gave anything back to Kendra, but we did slip a couple twenties into her sock drawer to make up for what we took from her. 

Tay lives in the next dorm, close enough where he can leave almost at bed check and still make it back in time. I keep telling him he cuts it too close, but he says he knows what he’s doing. He stays over on nights with no curfew, and I’ve never slept better than when I can sleep in his enormous arms. 

I do wear the cheerleader outfit for him now and again.
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