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To all the authors of every book I've ever read, who unwittingly made my erotica career possible


Research

Emily shut the book with a sigh and moved on to the next one in the large pile at her desk in the library. It was term-paper time at Roberts University, and while the frats might have been full of parties in celebration of the end of the semester, she had no time for fun and games; her Human Sexuality paper wasn’t going to finish itself, and the more she did, the less of an idea she had of what she was actually going to say in it.

It was almost three years, now, since the chaos of the notorious Hollywood director and business mogul Ronald R. Roberts’ presidential run, a campaign that had collapsed in chaos and confusion when a whistleblower stepped forwards to reveal the nefarious a workings of his business organization, as well as (more relevant for Emily) the bizarre products that they’d developed over the previous ten years or so. The suite of chemical substances the FBI had found in the bowels of the Roberts Institute had turned out to be capable of doing things to a human body and mind that had never been thought possible.

Roberts had lost in the primary, but his company’s intellectual property had been quickly distributed among America’s pharmaceutical giants, who had started to crank out new medications (sans the more sinister effects that the Institute had added). And that had made it possible for the hopeless teenage boy named Edward to become a much happier, more confident woman named Emily. So, all in all, worse things had happened.

Still, while the implications of the Roberts Organization’s mad science might have been positive for the trans community as a whole, Emily was having a lot more trouble with her paper, which was on the subject of the Institute’s motives, how and why its operatives had convinced themselves that they were doing the right thing even as they forced innocent people into – well, no need to think about that again, it was always so upsetting.

The problem was that, while there were pages and pages of testimony in court, thousands and thousands of documents that had been released from the Institute’s files, and at least forty books written on the subject by various reporters, historians, and anyone who was close enough to the room where it happened to know what had been going on without being close enough to have been slapped with a one-way ticket to the big house, there was no definitive answer to the question of why, why the Roberts people had committed such horrible crimes. Most of those who had gone to trial claimed to have done it for the money, which was fair enough, since all of the higher-ups (except Roberts himself, who’d pleaded ignorance and gotten off scot-free) had gotten plea deals to go to prison without expressly admitting guilt or exposing their decision-making process in a public trial.

Emily knew that it hadn’t been about the money. Keeping this kind of immoral business secret was always going to be almost impossible, but either way the Roberts Organization hardly stood to profit from it. The idea, according to a few of the books she’d flipped through, had been to sell the pills to dictatorships for use on political dissidents, but considering the development costs involved, that couldn’t be a profitable line of business, could it? No, there was another reason, and she was convinced that the answer to the question of what it could have been lay somewhere in the vicinity of the Roberts executives’ testicles. There was just...no evidence for that conclusion, and that was frustrating to no end.

Oh well. It was time to give up for now; if she skipped dinner again, she’d be miserable the next day. Getting up, she gathered her things and headed up out of the library’s basement and out the main doors. The warm California evening brightened her spirits a bit; even if it was sometimes far, far too unreasonably hot in L.A., at the very least it didn’t get as frigid in the wintertime as it did in Massachusetts, where she was from.

The cafeteria was mobbed, as usual for six-thirty, and Emily had to push through crowds as she forged her way towards the “healthy choices” station. She tried to eat vegan as much as she could, and HC (as it was referred to by those few students who went there regularly) was the only place where you could find a change from the usual Roberts fare of hot dogs and those crinkle-cut fries that she had previously believed to exist only as an element of frozen Kid Cuisine meals. Unfortunately, the food HC served was not only free of industrial waste and unhealthy fats; it was free of everything, from meat (understandable) to dairy products, to gluten (irritating), and everything on the list of the 20 most common allergens. That meant that her dinner tonight, as with every night, would be brown rice and unflavored lentils. At least there was never a line, she thought ruefully.

Once she had her tray of food-themed items, along with a bottle of water that she’d pulled from the midst of a massive display of sugary drinks, she headed to a far corner of the cafeteria and took a seat in one of the sections with smaller tables, far from the large groups of student athletes and frat boys sprawling out near the pizza counter. It wasn’t that Emily didn’t have any friends – it was more that she had just been too busy recently to connect with anyone. Like, there was Audrey, that girl down the hall she’d had lunch with a few times, and that other one, Simone, who she talked to whenever they ran into each other, and that...guy...what was his name?

Okay, fine. Maybe she was a little lonely. But that didn’t change the fact that she was busy, and work had to come first. Otherwise, what were her parents (and her student loans) paying for? Screwing up her resolve, she took the first bite of her terrible, terrible dinner.

She almost jumped out of her skin when she heard a voice. “Hey, can I sit here?”

Looking up, Emily saw a tall, slim, red-haired girl. She was wearing a sports jersey, but not a varsity one; instead, it read “ROBERTS INTRAMURAL TRACK & FIELD.” She wasn’t bad-looking, either, but Emily had never been into girls (at least not past her socialized-as-a-boy phase), so that was more of an idle observation than anything else. “Sure! That seat’s free!”

“Thanks,” said the girl, sliding into the seat. “This is my favorite table! So I wanted to sit here. Also, it’s really crowded today, so it was hard to find somewhere to sit, you know?”

Internally, Emily raised an eyebrow. The table was right next to the garbage cans; she had chosen it because it was in the biggest empty area of the cafeteria. There was no way...well, whatever. Maybe this was life’s way of telling her to branch out. “Yeah, totally. I’m Emily. Nice to meet you.”

“I’m Sarah,” said the girl. “Um...what classes are you taking?”

“American History,” said Emily, “Math 209, Econ 115, and...um...Human Sexuality.” It was always kind of embarrassing, saying it out loud, but she was a sociology major, for Christ’s sake; she should be able to tell people about that class, especially considering that it was a major requirement.

“Cool!” said Sarah. “I’m in...let’s see, Renaissance Art, Art of Asia, Photo 102, and Drama 112. They’re really fun classes!”

“They sound like it,” said Emily, nodding. That course load explained a lot. “Um...I’ve actually never taken an art. What are they like?”

“Oh, they’re awesome!” said Sarah, smiling widely as she launched into an animated description of each of the courses she was taking. Even though the two of them were certainly an odd pairing, Emily had to admit that it was nice having someone to talk to with so much energy. Or, well, someone to talk to at all. She’d have been lying if she’d said her standards were incredibly high at the moment.

“...and the best part is the way they all intersect! Early photographs in Europe were composed just like paintings because that’s what they knew at the time – it’s really cool!” At last, Sarah stopped to take a breath. “Oh boy, I was talking for a long time there. Sorry! I just get so excited when I think about art.”

“No,” said Emily, madly casting around for a way to frame Sarah’s long-winded spiel in a positive light. Um...what could she possibly say? Think! “...I think you’re really interesting, actually.”

Wait, what? That wasn’t...okay, maybe it kind of was what she thought, but why had it come out like that? She wanted to clap her hand to her mouth, but of course that would have been rude. Where was she...where had she gotten that impulse?

Sarah just laughed. “Oh, don’t say that. I know I was boring you! That’s what my dad – oh, well, never mind.” Her sudden pause left Emily a little concerned, but she clearly didn’t want to talk about whatever was bothering her. A moment of awkward silence ensued before Sarah started unloading her dinner from the tote bag she was carrying. Emily’s eyes widened as she watched the other girl pull out what looked like two burgers, a mega order of fries, a chocolate cake donut, a Cobb salad, and, last of all, a box containing half a cheese pizza. “It’s for the meet tomorrow,” explained Sarah. “I always eat like this.”

“That’s...impressive,” said Emily. Impressive, but mostly just hard to believe. Even though she had the food set out in front of her already, and was tucking in to one of the burgers, Emily couldn’t see her dining companion really putting her dinner away. How could that be possible? Still, it was rude to just sit and watch Sarah eat. She thought hard, trying to come up with a topic of conversation. “Uh...how have you been liking Roberts?”

“Oh, well, it’s been okay,” said Sarah. She had already finished the first burger and was moving on to the second. “It wasn’t my dream school, but the sports are decent! I didn’t want to do varsity, but I did want a good intramural program, and they have it. And the art classes are fun, too! The one thing I really didn’t like was the connection to Roberts – like, the guy – but the school kicked him off the board right before I had to make my final decision, so that problem solved itself. I hear he used the campus as a place to pick up girls.” She made a face.

Emily perked up at the mention of Roberts, which visibly confused Sarah until she could explain that the collapse of the Roberts empire was the subject of her research paper.

“So, like...you’re looking into why it happened?” Sarah asked, after Emily was done. She seemed a little skeptical, not of Emily’s choice to do the research (she had been listening intently to her), but of Emily’s chances of finding that out from publicly available documents.

“Well, yeah, that’s the million-dollar question,” Emily conceded. “I haven’t been able to find answers online or in anything in print. These guys testified secretly, and the evidence is still locked up in government archives. I feel like I’ve hit a dead end.”

“That’s too bad,” said Sarah. “Usually, reading other people’s papers is, well, a little boring, but yours seems really interesting! I genuinely want to know, you know? I feel like that’s covering new ground that even, like, fancy academic people haven’t touched.”

“Yeah, that was why I picked it,” said Emily. “But it seems like I’ll have to turn in something incomplete. And that’s a shame, because the conclusion – that the Roberts people did it because they were, you know, horny – that’s obviously related to human sexuality. But a pure investigation...well, I might as well be doing journalism. I’m worried I’ll get a bad grade if I don’t bring it home.”

“I can see that,” said Sarah, nodding. Before Emily’s eyes, she had destroyed her entire dinner except the donut, which she was saving for dessert, and a few slices of the pizza, which she had yet to finish. “Yeah, research papers are hard. I could never do one! That’s why I’m in art – maybe final projects are stressful, but at the end of the day, who can say what’s good and what’s bad? I can just insist that I’m being really abstract and meta.”

Emily laughed. “Yeah, I wish that was how research papers worked too. I’ve always wanted to be a professor, though, so I should learn these skills now, right?”

“Sure thing!” said Sarah. “Look at you, with your future all planned out. I do art because I like it, but...I mean, will it lead to a career? I don’t know.”

“Do what you feel!” said Emily. “I’m sure lots of people want to see your art. I know I do. And that means that there’s somebody out there who’ll pay for it, right?”

“I guess,” said Sarah. “You really want to see it? I don’t know if you’ll like it. It’s not really very good. But maybe tomorrow I can show you around the art studio. It’s Friday, so I’ll be free all day. Do you have any classes?”

“No,” said Emily, “but…” she was about to say something about the research project, but then stopped herself. Fuck the research project. The strength of her feeling surprised her, but it was the truth; she really didn’t need to spend another day in the library. In fact, she realized, she would go insane if she spent another day in the library. “Nah, never mind. Yeah, I’m free all day.”

“Cool!” said Sarah. “Then why don’t we meet at, I don’t know, three? Most of the art majors aren’t even going to be awake yet.” She laughed.

“Sounds good to me,” said Emily. Checking her watch, she noticed that it was almost 7:20 – she had a Social Sciences career talk to go to at 7:30. “Oh, I actually have to go here. But it was nice talking to you!”

“Sure thing!” said Sarah. “See you tomorrow!” She was just taking the last bite of the donut. She had really done it. As Emily walked away from the table and out through the cafeteria, she shook her head in amazement; that girl was incredible.

She realized she already felt a strange connection to Sarah, like she’d known her much longer than an hour. Before dinner, her social life had been empty and sad; now she was excited to meet a friend the next day. Funny how these things could work out.

* * *

The campus as a whole was a bit more inclined to rising “early” (or, well, before three p.m.) than the art students perhaps were, and things had already been buzzing for three or four hours when Emily emerged from the basement of the library, rubbing her eyes, typeset letters swirling across her field of vision. Nothing had changed with the research; it was just the same as it had always been. She had started to hate it more and more with every passing hour, despite a vague hope that having a pleasant distraction in her life like Sarah would reorient her and give her a new focus and drive. It was definitely a good idea to spend some time away from the project.

She had never actually been inside the art building, except for stepping into the main lobby on the tour, so she was mildly curious to see what it was like. The place was famous on campus for being an eyesore; it had been designed by Frank Gehry in the same style as that one museum in Seattle – she forgot its name – and looked like a mutant Jell-O mold. There were few windows, except for portholes scattered seemingly at random along the side of the building. The campus nickname for it was “the wart.” At least it was hard to miss, and its ugliness had made it something of a local attraction, if any tourists ever felt like battling two or three hours’ worth of rush-hour I-10 traffic to come out to the ‘burbs.

Sarah was waiting for her in front of the entrance; she waved when she saw Emily, clearly excited. Emily smiled; it was so nice to be around a person who would give her energy. After a morning in the library, it was what she needed most.

They greeted each other, and then Sarah gestured to the building. “Let’s go in! This is kind of exciting, actually. No one in intramural track and field is doing art, so I don’t get to talk about it with anybody.” Over the next ten minutes, she led Emily on an animated tour of the art studios and finally stopped in front of one of the cabinets, a hesitant expression crossing her face. “This is where I keep my portfolio,” she explained, pulling it open. “I mean...none of this is really very good…”

“I’m sure it’s really good,” said Emily, trying to sound encouraging. “I mean, whatever it is, it’s going to be ten times better than anything I could do.”

“Um...I don’t know…” Sarah stood for a minute, scratching her chin, before finally grabbing one of the canvases. “This is what I did for the Impressionism unit earlier in the semester.” Shyly, she cast her gaze to the floor as Emily looked at it.

The painting wasn’t quite like anything else Emily had ever seen. It was certainly in the style, with smears of paint serving to create a hazy, indistinct effect, but where most Impressionist paintings she knew of were, in some way, a celebration of their subjects, an ode to the view of nature or to the impressive buildings they depicted...this one was almost chilling. It showed a suburban house, seemingly only one of thousands in a vast development. The shapes in the painting were blurry, of course, which was traditional, but also distorted, somehow, and surprisingly sharp shadows created an angular, abrupt effect that served to unsettle the viewer. It took her a moment to find words for it. “This is...crazy. It’s really good, but it’s surprising too! I get such a strong vibe from it.”

“Really?” asked Sarah. “What kind of vibe?” Even though she’d been shy before, Emily’s praise seemed to fall on welcoming ears.

“It’s, like...sinister, I guess. Like, this feels like a painting that would be in a haunted house. I don’t know why, just that it...does.” As Emily spoke, Sarah’s expression went from excited to pensive to almost sad.

“Yeah, I guess you caught it. That’s kind of what I was trying to convey.” She took a deep breath. “This is the house...this is the house I live in when I’m not at school. Where my parents are. But...I don’t know if it’s really a home.” She paused, and Emily stayed silent, trying not to pressure her to speak if she didn’t want to. “I don’t know if it’s any one thing,” she continued, “but I guess...I guess my parents and I kind of...drifted apart during high school. My dad was threatening to divorce my mom, and even though it never happened, they spent so much time fighting that they never seemed to have any left over for me. I get that they were dealing with problems, but...I don’t know. I was a teenager. I couldn’t be left to run my life all by myself. The only time they did care about me is when I tried to do something without their permission, and then all the anger was suddenly coming my way, you know?” She fell into silence for long enough that Emily was about to respond, but then added, “I didn’t tell you, but I’m from Maine. I think that’s why I ended up in California!” She laughed, a little bitterly.

“Wow, that’s…” Emily paused, wondering exactly what to say. She had had no idea, and she felt terrible for Sarah. Her own family had been reasonably supportive when she’d come out as trans, and she’d been able to lean on them. If she hadn’t...well, she could only imagine. “That’s really tough. But...hey, I’m here for you. If you ever want to talk about anything like this, you can come to me.”

“Thank you,” said Sarah. “I...I really appreciate it. I feel like my friends at school are my family now, and...well, you’re the newest member. If that’s not weird.”

“It’s not weird,” said Emily. “I’m honored. Do you...wanna go get a coffee? My treat.”

“That would be...that would be great,” said Sarah. Together, they turned and headed out of the art building.

* * *

Not long after they arrived at Bean Blast, the local coffee roaster, Emily had succeeded in cheering Sarah up (with the help of a Mexican hot chocolate and a gingerbread cookie). They were discussing pets on Instagram – obviously, parents exploiting their children for social media could easily veer into cruelty, but what about animals? It wasn’t as if they had an education to neglect, and the content was cute, right? As they talked and laughed, an hour flowed by like water.

Sarah looked down and checked her watch. “Oh shoot, it’s already four thirty? I have practice at five! This has been a lot of fun, but I think I should really go…”

“Of course!” said Emily. Both girls got up, gathering their things before starting out the door. “Well, have fun at practice!”

“Actually,” said Sarah, stopping suddenly. “I don’t know if you’re busy or whatever, but I was thinking...tomorrow is Saturday night, so do you want to...go get burgers or something?”

“Yeah, sure!” Emily turned to look at her friend. Something in the way she’d asked the question made her think that...well, whatever. Who was to say that her intentions were anything but completely innocent? “I don’t have anything else going on, so...I’ll see you then. Like, at seven?”

“Seven works!” said Sarah. “But, um...how about we...trade phone numbers? So that, you know, I can let you know if I’m going to be late?”

Now this was definitely fishy. Sarah’s hesitant tone and obviously fabricated excuse told Emily definitively that there was something else going on, and if it was what she thought it was...well, when she thought about it, she was okay with it. Something about Sarah made her feel...different than she usually did. And the way she had gotten so nervous...that was kind of cute.

Really? Was she already thinking this way about a friend? Sighing inwardly at herself, Emily smiled, getting out her phone. “Sure! I’ll text you.” They exchanged numbers before parting ways, Sarah heading off towards the track while Emily walked back to her dorm. Well, one thing was for sure; this dinner was going to be memorable. She was already excited.

As she crossed the street dividing campus from the neighborhood, Emily felt her phone buzz; it was the email vibration, not the text vibration, assuaging her fears that Sarah had already gotten desperate. Instead, she found a notification from the campus events center:

A Talk from Samantha Harrington

“Inside the Roberts Organization: My Captivity in the Machine”

TRIGGER WARNING: Sexual assault, physical and emotional abuse. In a discussion of her upcoming book On the Inside, Samantha Harrington shares her firsthand experience of the abuses of the Roberts Organization, and how she managed to survive and move forwards. Presented by the Departments of Sociology and Psychology, Students Against Sexual Assault, and the Roberts University Alliance of Women. Any students with disabilities requiring special accommodations should contact rholtz@robertsuniv.edu.

Lecture will take place in Grau Hall at 4:00 on Saturday, with questions beginning at 5.

Now this was an opportunity. Emily had heard all about Samantha Harrington - she was mentioned in almost every source on the subject as one of the survivors of the Institute’s program of human experimentation. Almost none of the dozens of people, mostly women, who’d been rescued from the facility’s hidden basement had ever said almost anything about what they had experienced, but Harrington had given several interviews, including a particularly tearful one on NPR, and generally seemed to be willing to open up, even if just a little bit, about what had really happened in the Institute. Now she seemed to have decided that it was time to reveal much more. On the Inside was coming out after Emily’s paper was due, which was a pity, since it was practically the only real primary source on the subject, but now here came a chance to hear about some of what was in it, and maybe even ask a few questions of her own. If ever there would be a way to fill in the gaps in her paper, well, this was it.

Pocketing her phone, Emily decided not to bother going to the library that night. Sure, there were more books to read, but they weren’t going to tell her anything she didn’t already have somewhere else in her notes. She had been pouring all of her energy into this thing for months, and she felt that it was time for a last throw of the dice, a last gamble to figure out whether it had all been worth it. There was nothing else she could do, and no point in making herself sweat for no reason.

As she walked back to her dorm, she started to hum tunelessly to herself. Maybe she would spend the night watching Selling Sunset. Ooh, and attacking the pint of vegan Rocky Road ice cream in the freezer - there was still some left in that. She was ready, at long last, for a much-needed break.

* * *

The next day, Emily took her seat in Grau Hall at 3:45. The morning had been uneventful - a run, some yoga, brunch - and now, armed with pen and notebook, she was ready to get shit done. A lot was riding on the next two hours; hopefully she would get what she needed.

The auditorium was reasonably crowded. Usually, talks didn’t get great attendance – even those that tried to sell themselves as “exciting” and “relevant” struggled to compete with the allure of jungle juice and League of Legends over LAN. Samantha Harrington had become a minor celebrity over the years, though, and some of the attendees were likely there just to be able to say that they had seen her in person.

The rustling of papers and murmur of conversation quieted when Harrington got up from the front row and took the stage. A spotlight swung down to focus on her, and for a moment she scanned the audience, seemingly psyching herself up to get started. Though she was in her mid-thirties and inexorably approaching middle age, it was easy to believe that she had once been a college student just like her audience - maybe it was the dramatic winged eyeliner, applied with an expert touch, that helped make her look more youthful.

At last, she cleared her throat and began to speak. Her voice was tired, and if she looked younger than her true age, she sounded older, like a person who’d seen things that she’d never forget. “I’m so glad to see so many people here,” she said. “Three years on from the revelations, I get the impression that some people feel like the Roberts stuff is old news. For me, though...well, it’s not. As someone who experienced the workings of that horrible machine, I can never really move on from it. For me, it always feels like it’s been three days, maybe three hours, since I got out.” She sighed.

“That was part of my reason for writing On the Inside. I get that not everyone is going to understand what I experienced, and that’s not my expectation. But by putting out the book, and talking to groups of people like you, I can bring a personal touch that’s missing from the congressional testimony, from the legal proceedings and the news reports. Ultimately, my goal is to make this all fresh in a way that I’m realizing would never happen if I didn’t speak out. Even though I really didn’t want to...well, it’s my duty to history.”

“None of the other survivors...well, that’s the term, survivors, even though none of us died, I guess. But there’s no better word, is there? Anyway, none of them wanted to speak out, not because they’re too afraid or because they’re selfish, but because they couldn’t bear to revisit those years. I felt the same way, but I managed to muster – I don’t know if it was the courage, or the resolve, or just the guilt – but either way, I managed to muster enough of what I needed to speak out, and so it’s also my duty to the rest of them to tell our story. They don’t deserve to be forgotten, even if they’re not here today.”

“Speaking of ‘here’...this is actually the first place I’ve spoken on my tour, and there’s a reason for that. I didn’t go to Roberts University, but two of my friends did, and I know they’ve fixed it up around here, kicked out the – pardon my French – fucking rat bastard who used to run this place, and reformed it from what it used to be. Still, though...since most of the Roberts empire, except the studios, has been torn down now, this is really the only place with his name on it that I could choose to speak at. And I wanted to do that. I wanted to show that I could return to, maybe not the place of my trauma, but a place connected to it, and to deliver my talk to people who maybe, if not for the luck of having been born ten years later on, would have fallen victim to that horrible machine, just like I did. I think that brings a new layer of relevancy to the whole thing.”

“So...without further ado, I guess I’ll start with my experience as one of the first three taken captive. And if, at any time, you need to leave the room, please, please feel free to do so. I won’t judge. I know how it feels.” She launched into an emotional recounting of what had happened to her, the abuses, the experiments, the mental alteration, all delivered with a cool, level cadence that would suggest emotionlessness if it weren’t interspersed with occasional moments when Harrington was clearly on the verge of tears. It was without a doubt one of the most powerful things Emily had ever seen, and she found herself fighting back her own emotions as she tried to take notes, not just for the paper but also because she felt that this story needed to be recorded, to be set down in some kind of lasting way.

Over the next hour, Harrington covered the period around her initial captivity, focusing on the first week, which she said was the only period she had clear memories of. The years following had all melted into a drugged-out haze, with only brief moments of lucidity occasioned whenever she was left to go hungry as punishment, and then the confusing hours in which she was hauled out of the facility and into an ambulance to be taken to the general hospital in Denver, before it was discovered that most of the damage was mental rather than physical. Then, at last, she related the story of her life since then, which had been fairly miserable – damages awarded in a lawsuit had enabled her to live without having to work, which was good because some days it was hard to get out of bed, especially with the alcohol addiction she’d quickly developed as a way of numbing the pain. Even listening to the talk was an ordeal; though Harrington stayed away from the most graphic descriptions of the sexual abuse she’d endured, what she did share wasn’t easy to listen to.

The time allotted for questions began, but Emily found it hard to raise her hand. Her questions were all so personal, so probing and so close to the heart of Harrington’s trauma that it felt wrong to ask them in front of everyone. Still, her answers to other questions were unguarded and raw, and Emily found herself with a lot to take in. She was furiously taking notes, of course, but she also felt like she was growing as a person, just sitting there and listening. The world was evidently a cruel place, but the fact that Harrington was standing there despite everything that had happened to her...it was genuinely inspiring, and not in a fake, swelling-music, Hollywood way either. Harrington’s story wasn’t one of someone surviving something terrible and emerging out the other side somehow enlightened and perfected – it was the story of someone simply surviving, damaged by the experience but able to speak to it anyway because she felt that it was the right thing to do.

People filtered out over the course of the question hour, leaving only a dedicated few at the end, Emily included. She knew that she had to go get ready for dinner, that it would be rude to leave Sarah hanging, but she hadn’t gotten exactly what she wanted yet. At last, the host, one of the Psychology professors, got up and announced that time had run out, and she felt a twinge of desperation. The talk had been a memorable experience in itself – but she did have to write the paper also.

Screwing up her courage, she headed towards the stage, notebook in hand. She was worried about whether she would come off as pushy. “Um, hey, I’m Emily, and…”

Harrington seemed taken aback for a moment, but then smiled at her. “Have a question?”

“Um…” Emily was caught off-guard for a moment. Surely it couldn’t be this easy? “I do, actually. I was...embarrassed to ask it in front of everyone else, because...well, it’s kind of academic and impersonal. I’m writing a paper on this subject, is why, and…”

“Listen,” said Harrington. “Hey, you don’t mind if I swear, do you? Well, I guess you didn’t get up and leave when I did it the first time. Anyway, I don’t fucking care what you ask me. I’ll answer it. When I got out of the Institute, you know where I went home to? Rural Georgia. If there’s an insensitive, scarring question out there, I’ve been asked it. In an ideal world, I wouldn’t have been taken prisoner the way I was – but I think answering questions about it is a natural side effect. I’ll deal with it, the same way I dealt with ten years of captivity, because I think it’ll make things better. There’s just one condition, okay?”

“Um...sure,” said Emily, a bit hesitant. It was unsettling to hear someone speak so frankly about their trauma and scarring memories.

“It’s this: Find an undergraduate journal – they exist for almost every subject, and you can submit papers to them without having a Dr. before your name – and send your paper over. If they ask you to revise it, please do. Make sure it gets published. Whatever your focus is, I think the world deserves to know. If you promise, then you can ask me absolutely anything.”

“I promise,” said Emily. She felt almost honored, even though she was about to ask something so terrible and probably triggering, and just generally being a burden to this woman. “Um…my question was...well, my paper is for Human Sexuality, and it’s about how sex motivated the Roberts people to do such horrible things. The problem is, none of the sources I’ve consulted could really…get into their heads and figure that out, you know? So I was hoping…”

Harrington nodded, her expression stony. “You know, I know what I said, but...that’s not an easy one for me to answer.”

“I-I’m sorry,” said Emily. “I didn’t mean to…”

“No, no, it’s fine,” said the other woman. “I...I actually haven’t thought about that very much. It’s hard to imagine what...what a person who would do something like that would be thinking. But...well, I can tell you this. The work environment at the Institute was very...very sexually-charged. Often, I was...I was a performance bonus, I think, or something to do over a lunch break. Your approach to the story...it’s the right one. I’m sure of it. Money was never an object. I think the idea was to sell off the captives, but that never actually happened.”

“Thank you. I...I appreciate it,” said Emily. “Can I quote that?”

“Sure,” said Harrington. “You know, I think you and I are allies, of a kind. I feel like I’m getting old before my time. Old and broken. I’ll never love again. I’ll never have kids. I’m finished. But you...you can help make sure that what happened to me never happens again. That fucking shithole...maybe it’s locked off, abandoned forever. But we can’t be sure that no one will ever try to carry on its legacy. One day, I’ll die, and it will be up to people like you to keep watch.”

“Please...please don’t talk like that,” said Emily. “You have some fight left in you, right? That’s why you came here.”

Harrington shrugged. “Maybe. But I won’t be enough on my own. I used to get annoyed when old people said that the younger generation was going to fix everything, but now I understand why they did that. Because, in the end, that’s all they could say. The best thing they could do for the future was to ensure that young people kept the fight going. I’m not that old yet, but I’m getting there. Hell, here I am, having a midlife crisis at thirty-three.”

“I’ll...I’ll do what I can,” said Emily. “I promise. I’ll get this paper out.”

“Thank you,” said Harrington. “I feel...if I get a few more people to do what you’re doing, then this book tour will have been worth it. Which is good, because I hate staying in Holiday Inns. They’re so fucking soulless, they remind me of...well,” she laughed, “you’ve heard enough of my complaining. Good luck on your paper. And, hey, if you ever need anything, another interview or help finding a job in the nonprofit sector or something...” she handed Emily a business card. “I can probably help you. There’s nowhere I haven’t given a presentation over the years.”

“Thanks for your help,” said Emily. “I appreciate it.”

“Don’t be so thankful,” said Harrington. “I’m not that good of a person. Real talk? The only reason I helped you is your name. Emily...I once knew a girl named Emily. We were...we were friends.” Turning, she left the auditorium through the back door, leaving Emily standing there alone, overwhelmed by both a deep sadness and also a feeling of hope. Harrington seemed to carry those feelings everywhere she went.

Checking her watch, she noticed that it was already 6:30, time to go back and get ready for dinner. It was strange to think that she’d do something so mundane after such an emotional and memorable experience. Although...with how Sarah had been acting the day before, maybe dinner would be memorable, too. Smiling, Emily hurried off to go change.

* * *

A half hour later, she was heading towards Flaming Buns, the local burger place, feeling a strange mixture of excitement and trepidation. If Emily had been picking up correctly on what Sarah had been putting down...well, she knew what the other girl felt. But even though she was flattered by that, and eager to see what was coming next...at the same time, she wasn’t entirely sure she felt the same way. It was entirely possible that she did; she just didn’t know.

That uncertainty was reflected in her outfit. She’d chosen a cropped hoodie and skinny jeans, enough to show off her body, but not enough to make it look like that was what she was trying to do; it could really be read either way. She’d also put on a little makeup, but not much more than a daily look. Hopefully Sarah knew what she wanted, because otherwise this dinner could turn out to be a little awkward.

She found the other girl already waiting for her, wearing a nice casual dress that showed off her legs, which Emily couldn’t help but look twice at. Track and field suited her just fine. “Hey!” said Sarah, once they were close enough. “Want to go in and get a table? I think the rush is starting, so…”

“Yeah, we probably should,” said Emily. Together, they headed into the restaurant. As they sat down, Emily noticed Sarah steal a glance at her; even if she hadn’t seen it, it was impossible to miss the tension that was suddenly between them. These were feelings Emily hadn’t felt since...well, not since she’d become the person she really was, and not before then, and maybe never. She’d never been sure whether she was into guys or girls, or maybe both, and...well, that was still an open question, but she was at least a little into Sarah.

“So, um…how was your day?” Sarah’s voice was filled with the nervousness from the day before; Emily had to admit, it was ridiculously cute.

“It was all right,” said Emily. “I never get up to much on the weekends. I did finally get some material for my paper, though.” She didn’t feel like it was the right time to bring up Harrington’s talk; that was some heavy stuff, and this was a person she’d had a grand total of two conversations with.

“Neither do I!” laughed Sarah. “Well, except we had a track meet, but that was only for an hour in the morning, and then I basically did nothing all day, except watch Teen Wolf. Have you heard of that show?”

“Maybe,” said Emily. In reality, she’d seen several episodes when she had been much younger, and Arden Cho as the were-tiger girl had been a major factor in her sexual awakening...but that was probably a little too forward. “Isn’t that one kind of like Twilight with werewolves?”

“Kind of,” said Sarah. “It’s a lot of fun! It’s got just the right mix of, like, corniness and actual interesting storylines and stuff. I’m on the third season.”

“Maybe I should give it a watch, then,” said Emily. “I’m going to finish this stupid paper pretty soon, and then I’ll have some free time.”

“I’d recommend it!” said Sarah. “Hey, I should get our order in – what were you thinking of getting?”

“The, uh, the Garden Supreme and waffle fries,” said Emily. “I can get the order, though. It’s not a big deal.”

“No, no, I insist,” said Sarah. “I dragged you here, remember? I’ll get it, and you can stay here and guard the table.” Turning, she headed over to the counter. Emily wasn’t sure if she’d ever gotten a clear view of Sarah from behind...but it seemed like the other girl’s track and field career hadn’t just helped her legs. Damn!

Okay, no, mind out of the gutter. One of Emily’s tendencies was to get carried away on the knowledge that someone liked her or even had a crush on her, and then to say a bunch of stupid stuff. Not this time! No, she would keep enough control of herself to at least descend more slowly into mental debauchery.

Sarah returned from putting in the order and took her seat once again. Briefly, Emily felt eyes on her boobs, an ability she’d somehow gained during the transition process. Did Sarah like what she saw?

Her suspicion was pretty much confirmed by what the other girl said next. “That’s a really cute sweatshirt!”

“Thanks,” said Emily, deciding to try a ploy. Slowly, she unzipped her outer layer, revealing the cropped tank top underneath. “But it’s hot in here. I think bringing it might have been a mistake.”

“Uh…” Sarah’s mind seemed to be frozen by the sight of cleavage. Really? Was she going to act like a thirteen-year-old boy the entire time? Not that Emily minded. The attention was really nice – especially from a person she found so attractive. “Um, I mean, better safe than sorry, in case you, you know, get cold or something.”

“Yeah, true,” said Emily, deciding to try something risky, self-control be damned. “But I don’t really get cold out in the world anyway. For some reason, it’s when I’m alone in bed at night that it really gets to me. If only I had something to...warm me up, you know?” It was heavy-handed, but Sarah was hanging on to every word anyway. The expression on her face was almost one of wonder, that someone could be so forward, so hungry – but it was also one of desire.

“I...well, if an extra blanket doesn’t help…” said Sarah slowly, “I think I might...know a trick. I could show you if you wanted. You know...later.” Emily raised an eyebrow. Neither of them was very good at flirting, but that didn’t matter. What did matter was that she’d just been propositioned.

“That’s an attractive offer,” said Emily. “I might take you up on it one of these days. Especially now that it’s been getting colder. But hey, this conversation was supposed to be about my sweatshirt, wasn’t it? I don’t think it suits me as well as your dress suits you. Where’d you get it?”

“Oh,” said Sarah, reddening. “Thanks! Um, I got it online, on sale. I don’t really wear dresses very much, you know, but I thought, why not?”

“It’s cute,” said Emily, nodding. “But hey –” Just then, the buzzer went off, signalling that their order was ready. Sarah got up again, before Emily could say anything, and hurried off to get it. Emily suspected that she’d wanted a chance to recover; her face was beet-red.

Still, even though Sarah was the one losing her cool, Emily was finding it almost as hard to keep calm. She’d probably been a little more forward than she’d intended, but...with such an attractive woman right in front of her, she felt she could hardly be blamed for that.

Soon, Sarah returned, tray in hand. It had their burgers (Sarah seemed to also have opted for the vegetarian patty, making up for the lost calories by simply ordering three burgers to Emily’s one) and a medium order of waffle fries; definitely much better than could be expected at the Roberts University cafeteria.

“I’ve been looking forward to this,” said Emily, grabbing her dinner.

“The burger, or…?” Sarah eyed her nervously. 

The sight was a little funny, but then Emily hadn’t set out to torture her. “The burger was part of it,” she said, smiling, “But not what I was looking forward to the most.” Taking a moment to watch relief and happiness spread across her companion’s face, she dug into her food.

For a few minutes, neither of them said anything. Making conversation with a burger in front of your face isn’t the easiest thing in the world at the best of times, but dates – if this could even properly be called a date – were so nervous-making that a short break from the pressures of coming up with witty and charming things to say was more than welcomed on both sides.

At last, though, they finished their burgers (at the same time, despite Sarah having to work her way through three of them) and began to chat about things less sexual as they ate the pile of waffle fries. It was reassuring to know that even though they now had this extra dynamic of romantic tension between them, the things that had originally made their relationship work still did the job. Sarah was more energetic and excited when they weren’t flirting, and she did most of the talking while Emily listened, laughed, and nodded; it was a complete reversal of the earlier dynamic.

At last, though, they came to the bottom of the pile of fries. The last one, a dark-brown morsel that had clearly been fried twice, was so appealing that they’d both held back from it, trying to save it for last, but now, semi-unconsciously, they both reached for it, and their hands touched; Sarah, who had only just recovered from the earlier episode of sexual tension, blushed deeply, and Emily felt her own cheeks grow hot as well. For a moment, they both froze, staring at each other and the fry in turn.

Sarah made an effort to resolve the impasse. “I...um...maybe we can break it in half?”

“You...I think you’re missing the point here,” said Emily, “but sure, break it.”

With trembling hands, Sarah reached out and snapped the miniature waffle in half, handing the bigger piece to Emily. They both ate their pieces, and then Emily looked at Sarah. “Do you...wanna head out?”

“Um…” Sarah looked, if possible, even more flustered than she had a few minutes before. “Uh, sure! Let’s just clear the table, and then we can…” Realizing that finishing that sentence would entail revealing her desires, she fell silent instead.

“Sounds good,” said Emily, getting up. Together, they cleared away their tray and garbage, and then headed out into the cool night air. Just outside the door, Sarah drew to a halt, and Emily followed suit. They looked at each other for a moment, each wondering whether the other felt the same way she did.

“Um…” said Sarah. “I...I can’t describe what I’m feeling. But...it’s something I’ve never felt before, and I...I…”

“It’s okay,” said Emily. “You don’t have to say anything.” And then she was leaning forward, and so was Sarah, and suddenly their lips were meeting in a kiss. The feelings swirling in Emily’s breast were so wild, so confused, that she couldn’t form a coherent thought beyond the general feeling that this is good. She was flushed, heart beating rapidly, overcome by the passion of the moment. As far as first kisses went – well, this wasn’t too bad.

After a few moments, they broke apart, each breathing heavily, before going back in again. Someone hooted across the street, probably a drunken frat boy, but Emily couldn’t possibly have cared less. The world might be cruel and insensitive, but there was no way it was going to take this moment from her. After twenty years, didn’t she deserve it?

At last, they pulled away again, gazing into each others’ eyes as both women tried desperately to find something to say, some words that could fit the moment. At last, Emily made an attempt. “Do you want to...go somewhere more private, maybe?”

Sarah blushed and giggled. “I’d love nothing more. I’m sorry. It’s just...I’m so happy!”

“It gets better. Come on,” said Emily, taking the other girl’s hand and pulling her along the sidewalk. In fact, she had no idea whether it got better or not, but she was so excited to see where this rabbit hole went (and if it went where she thought it did), that she didn’t care; any time they didn’t spend hurrying to her room was time wasted. She had to resist the urge to just break out running; better not to be that desperate.

As they hustled across the street and through the quad, they talked about easy things, silly things, laughing and joking, both in awe of the fact that they’d found a person who felt exactly the same as they did. After years of frustrated crushes for Emily, years of never quite being able to get out there because she had been in the wrong body or had never had the confidence to make a move...the fact that things had fallen into place for her so dramatically seemed like a godsend. The feeling of Sarah’s hand in hers was like a tether to the world, to the life and hope and joy that she wondered if she’d ever fully experienced before this moment. She wished that there was a way to fast-forward reality, to see what came next, but then maybe it was good that she was experiencing everything so fully. She would remember this for her whole life, after all.

After what seemed like an eternity, they were heading into Emily’s dorm, up her stairs, into her room. Emily’s heart felt like it would burst out of her chest for beating so hard – but no, she couldn’t die of happiness just yet. There was more to be had, after all. Gently but firmly, she found herself pushing Sarah down onto the bed, but then stopping, wondering if she was being too forward, too aggressive.

But Sarah’s desperate, wild expression, cheeks flushed with arousal, suggested that she was all right with it, and then came the magic words: “No, don’t stop, keep going.” The other girl was practically panting with desire, and Emily felt almost a moral duty to help her with it.

“Are you sure –” Emily began, still finding it hard to believe that this could really be happening, that the moment she’d dreamed of – and been getting off on for six or seven years now – could really be unfolding. Sarah only moaned and nodded, unable or unwilling to string together a coherent sentence, grabbing for the zipper of Emily’s sweatshirt.

Each fell on the other, lips locked in a kiss as fingers fumbled for zippers, buttons, trying to unwrap the gifts life had just given them. When they came up for air again, Emily’s sweatshirt was hanging off her shoulder, her tank top in disarray, and Sarah’s dress was unbuttoned, waiting to be slid down over her trembling body.

For a moment, they gazed at each other, each processing what was happening, and then Emily reached up and began to pull her sweatshirt down her arm. Suddenly, Sarah reached out and stopped her. “No...let me,” she said, sliding the soft fabric off of Emily’s body and onto the floor. “It’s better that way.”

“Okay,” said Emily, “but in that case...it’s my turn, right?” She gave Sarah’s dress a firm tug, and the other girl’s boobs popped out the top, still imprisoned in her bra...which was a little lacier than would be expected of a sporty, casually-dressing woman like her. “You…” said Emily, as Sarah giggled and hid her face. “You were planning this!”

“O-okay, maybe I was,” said Sarah, “but what were you expecting? A business meeting?” Reaching out, she hooked a finger into Emily’s tank top, pulling it away from her boobs, revealing the total lack of a bra underneath. “I’m not a Christian, but I think Jesus said it best, right? About the sin and the stones?”

“Don’t bring Jesus into this,” said Emily. “I went to Catholic school, and according to those people...well, he wouldn’t be too happy right now.” She pushed Sarah’s dress down further until it was gathered around the other girl’s navel, so tantalizingly close to the money shot...but it was best not to rush these things.

“I think,” said Sarah, pulling at Emily’s tank top as Emily obligingly wormed her way out of it, “I think you’re changing the subject. You came to that burger place just as ready as I was for what you knew was going to go down.”

“Can you blame me?” Emily slid Sarah’s dress down to her hips, then further, exposing a lacy and incredibly tantalizing pair of panties, clearly part of a matching set with her bra. Sarah cooperated to get the dress the rest of the way off, leaving her clad only in underwear. Emily drank in the sight. “You know, “ she said, “I have to confess that I wasn’t totally sure what you had in mind when you asked me to dinner. But I do know what I had in mind. And I think we can agree now that those two things were actually one and the same.”

“You put it so nicely,” said Sarah. “Like this was all some kind of romance novel or something.” She reached out and undid the button on Emily’s jeans, hand resting for a moment on the hard bulge encased within. Her eyebrows raised, and her movements grew a bit more frenzied, even more eager to see her lover totally undressed. Soon, Emily’s jeans were around her knees, and then she kicked them off, leaving her panties as the sole item of clothing hiding her body from Sarah’s gaze.

“Oh, it’s not a romance novel,” said Emily, reaching around Sarah’s back to unhook the other girl’s bra. On a whim, she leaned forward so that her mouth was just inches from Sarah’s ear. “For one thing,” she whispered, trying to achieve a perfect sultry smolder, “romance novels don’t give you all the juicy details.”

Sarah gasped, helpless with arousal. “I...God, I don’t care what kind of book this is anymore. I just…I need you now.” Her hands fumbled around Emily’s bulge again, pulling at her panties, until all of a sudden her dick, smaller than it had once been but still a perfectly usable piece of hardware, sprang out, standing at attention. The feeling of being attacked so desperately was a delicious one, and Emily found herself biting her lip, wondering what Sarah’s vagina tasted like, whether her nipples would be as fun to play with as they looked like they would be.

But no, she had to perform for Sarah, just a little bit more. She was, after all, but an actor in their masterpiece of a fore-play. “You do?” she whispered, eliciting the same delicious, nearly uncontrollable response from her lover. “Do you really need me? My hands? My mouth? My girl-dick? Do you?”

“Oh fuck,” moaned Sarah. “I...fuck, I really, really, do. Fuck me. Please.”

“Well, when you ask so nicely,” said Emily, “I really can’t refuse.” She leaned down and began to nibble on Emily’s ear, letting her teeth tickle her lover’s nerve endings, her hot breath send shivers down the other girl’s spine. At the same time, she kicked off her panties, leaving herself completely naked. Now wasn’t the time for fun and games with taking off each others’ clothes; now was the time for sex, dirty, desperate, mind-blowing sex.

But then, all of a sudden, she felt fingers on her nipples, gently tugging, pulling, twisting. It was all well and good to be in control, on top...but sex was a two-way street, and for a moment she was carried away on her own tide of pleasure. It was surprisingly erotic to feel the other girl trying to please her, but also to fulfill her own desire to explore Emily’s body, a body that Emily had never felt quite secure in even as she’d learned to love it in many ways. Now, the feelings of love and vulnerability, combined with raw, self-serving validation, combined to amplify the pleasure that Sarah’s touch brought.

The sensation was so exquisite, in fact, that Emily felt a need to pay it back. She began to plant a line of kisses down Sarah’s neck, tracing a winding path towards the other girl’s boobs, determined but unhurried. There was all the time in the world to get where they were going, so why not feel good along the way? She got up on the bed, knees on either side of Sarah’s hips, both to give herself better access to Sarah’s body, but also to give Sarah better access to hers. After all, both of those things were winning outcomes, weren’t they?

Sarah’s eyes widened at the opportunity that had just revealed itself. A bit timidly, she reached out and took Emily’s cock into her hand, sliding the shaft between her fingers. The untrained fumbling was shockingly erotic, and Emily found herself moaning into Sarah’s sternum, forced to pause, if only for a moment, her progress down the other girl’s body.

Still, though, she had places to be. Soon, she began again, and soon found her face right where she had wanted to put it all along: right between Sarah’s not-insignificant breasts. This...oh, it was a happy place indeed. The flesh pressing against her cheeks, the strange feeling of comfort and safety...it was all there.

After a moment’s enjoyment, she traveled up to one of Sarah’s nipples, locking her lips onto it, beginning to gently suck, nibble, pleasure, to luxuriate in the feeling of the other girl’s flesh in her mouth, at her mercy. If Sarah could resist this...well, she’d have to be some kind of saint.

And that she clearly was not. Even as she moaned at the new sensation, Emily’s lover was focusing her assault on the throbbing cock just a foot and a half from her face, falling into a steady rhythm of pumping. It was surprisingly skilled, not too gentle or too hard, with just the right amount of pressure. For a moment, Emily broke away from Sarah’s nipple. “Fuck...okay, tell me now. Where did you learn to please a dick?”

Sarah shrugged, looking a little sheepish. “I, um...read an article online. It said to imagine you were jerking off a banana. Don’t want to bruise the banana, right?”

“That’s weird advice,” said Emily, “but...actually really good. Oh shit, keep going just like that.” Sarah obeyed, holding the pace steady, which was gratifying; Emily had read more than a few Internet horror stories about partners who always had to speed up when they heard the request to “keep going.”

Still...Emily might have said such a thing, but Sarah certainly hadn’t, and Emily wanted to explore her body further. Still pleasuring her lover’s nipples, she traced fingers down her waist, her hips, until they were touching the hem of Sarah’s panties. Pushing these down, ever-so-slowly, she soon exposed the other girl’s pussy. She couldn’t actually see it yet – with her mouth full of nipple, there was no way to look – but she decided to challenge herself a little and go in blind. After all, she knew how vaginas should work. They weren’t on the front, which was a delusion shared by many online artists, and the clit was somewhere near the top, right? Okay, so she didn’t have a lot to go on, but...hey, Sarah would be understanding.

She ran her hand along Sarah’s thigh, feeling the curves of her flesh, until she knew she was well below Sarah’s crotch. Then, gingerly, gently, she moved her hand to the gap in between Sarah’s parted thighs and began to run it back up, slowly, gently, until...yes! There it was. A fold in the other girl’s flesh, a feeling of wetness, and then her fingers were moving across Sarah’s vagina itself, eager and dripping. Moving up, she found the clit in a furrow of flesh, a button that, when she pressed it, softly, gingerly, elicited a desperate moan from Sarah’s lips. This was...this was magical.

Sarah had some tricks left up her sleeve, though. “You know,” she said, “this is good, but...there’s something I’ve always kind of wanted to do, even though I’ve never been interested in guys.”

“Oh really,” said Emily. “By all means, go ahead!” She was disappointed to have to leave Sarah’s vagina behind so quickly, but she promised herself that she’d be back. The night was but young, after all.

Sliding down the bed, Sarah grabbed Emily’s ass (in the name of guidance, perhaps, but it was a little gratuitous, not that Emily wouldn’t have taken the same opportunity in a heartbeat herself) and forced her lover’s cock down and forward until it was finally in front of her face. Being stared down by a one-eyed monster...maybe it wasn’t something Sarah had ever expected to do, but she was clearly enjoying the experience immensely.

Using her hand to guide Emily’s member, Sarah leaned forwards and planted a kiss on its very tip. Even that small gesture felt like the pinnacle of eroticism; because of Sarah’s inexperience, her enthusiasm, and the affection Emily felt for her, she could have done almost anything and made Emily moan. But this...the fact that she was stepping out of her comfort zone, doing something new to both of them because it was an expression of her sexual desire...it was an especially sexy thing for her to do.

Emily leaned back, promising to herself that, at least for a moment, she wouldn’t worry about giving back. This was a moment they could both enjoy; why mess with greatness? Sarah broke off the kiss, beginning to gently pump Emily’s cock before taking the head into her mouth. Emily had to fight back a gasp at the sensation. It felt...it felt really good to have Sarah’s warm, wet mouth wrapped around the end of her cock, sucking gently, as she pumped away with her other hand. “Oh shit,” she moaned. “You’re...you’re good at this.”

Sarah grunted something, but of course it was impossible to understand, with her mouth full of cock. It didn’t matter. The connection they were achieving in this moment, had already achieved...it was beyond what words could express. Emily had always worried about sex, even though it had never seemed quite on the horizon. Would she be able to satisfy a partner, or even get herself off? Would she know what to do? Would she be too anxious to enjoy things? While that last one was kind of a natural result of her other concerns, there had been a lot filling her mind as they’d both gotten naked.

But now...sure, she wasn’t doing a lot of work herself, just moaning and generally trying to put on a good show for her lover. The fact that she felt secure enough to do that, though, really showed the seismic shift that had gone through her. Now, even though she was a novice, even though she had no idea really what she was doing except trying to ape what she’d learned from porn and the Internet, even though there was probably someone out there who could have blown Sarah’s mind ten times over already...none of that seemed to matter anymore. They were young, passionate, and already in love – and that was enough.

Just then, Sarah began to bob her head up and down on Emily’s dick, adding a new layer of pleasure to the already-wonderful sensations coursing through her. It felt almost like she imagined that sex probably felt – the rhythmic motion, the bursts of pleasure, the texture of Sarah’s eager mouth, all combined into a cocktail of incredible eroticism.

In fact...in fact, it was almost too erotic. The sensation of the blowjob was new, sure, but the sensation of pleasure building up in Emily’s crotch – well, that was all too familiar. Panic surged through her. Despite all the happy thoughts she’d been having about pleasing Sarah no matter what she did, she didn’t want to cum now. There was still so much to enjoy, and she didn’t want to have to wait fifteen minutes before she could go again! Just as things began to build to a peak, she gasped, grunted, and gently but firmly pushed the other girl’s head off her cock. “Shit! I was about to cum. You’re too good!”

“Why not just cum?” asked Sarah, evidently a little disappointed. She seemed to have gotten really into things.

“Because I’d have to wait before I could go again,” said Emily, “and I do not want to have to do that! Not while there’s still another course still in front of me, right?”

“Another course?” Sarah seemed to warm to the idea. “What could you possibly mean by that?”

“You’ll see,” said Emily, flipping her lover over and crouching down in front of her crotch. “See...you said that was something you’d always wanted to do, but this is something I’ve always wanted to do. That is, if you’re willing to indulge me.”

“When you put it like that,” said Sarah, “how could I possibly refuse?” She lay back, giving Emily full access to her pussy. This was going to be memorable, if nothing else. Placing a hand on each of Sarah’s toned thighs, Emily leaned down and tried to decide on the best way to start.

Eventually, she settled on a conservative approach. She’d give the other girl what she wanted either way – why not make her wait a little? Besides, she was new. It was definitely better to take her time. Cautiously, she flicked her tongue over Sarah’s lower lips, eliciting a soft moan. Well, if her lover was that sensitive...this would probably be a lot of fun.

She traced circles around the other girl’s pussy with her tongue, feeling every curve, every contour in the other girl’s pussy mound. Judging by Sarah’s continued heavy breathing, this was going well – so well that she felt confident in going a little further. Shaping her tongue into a spear, she just parted her lover’s labia, getting her first taste of the juice that had clearly been drenching the whole area for some time now. The sensation was electric; exploring Sarah’s most intimate parts in this personal, up-close way was awfully hard to beat.

The other girl gasped and moaned as Emily explored her nether regions. Emily could only imagine how it would feel to have a pussy, to have it ministered to by someone who turned her on so much. The pleasure from her dick wasn’t bad...but if Sarah’s performance was genuine, these sensations were clearly on another level.

Emily plunged her tongue-spear a little deeper, sliding it up and down her lover’s soaking, tight slit, getting the other girl ready for whatever would come next. She was already almost at her maximum depth, but Sarah trembled with every tiny movement she made; clearly, it wasn’t always size that mattered.

The musky scent of Sarah’s pussy, the incredible feeling of servicing someone so intimately, the pleasure of making someone she loved feel good...all of these combined to make the experience unforgettable for Emily as well, even if she wasn’t directly getting off. She decided to reward her lover for her trouble...and how could she better do that than by letting loose with the final ten percent she’d been holding back? She had already found the other girl’s clit hidden among the folds of skin at the top of her labia, and now she brought over one of her hands and began to massage it with her thumb, pressing it gently but firmly, twirling a tiny circle around it, just as her tongue plunged to its furthest possible depth in Sarah’s pussy. The other girl moaned loudly at the attack on her clit, louder when Emily pushed deeper into her pussy, and she didn’t stop after the initial pleasant surprise wore off, either. Instead, every exhale was a loud, throaty moan, each a bit louder than the last. “Oh...oh fuck,” she groaned, “oh God, just like that! Just like that!”

Emily sensed that she was entering uncharted territory here, that Sarah was reaching a new height of arousal, but she didn’t know exactly what would happen if she kept going – not that that stopped her, of course. This journey she was taking her lover on was unlike anything she’d ever experienced, and now was not the time to chicken out. As requested, she continued her explorations into the other girl’s pussy, not letting up on her clit either, enjoying herself more than she’d thought possible at Sarah’s loud, impassioned moans.

Suddenly, her lover’s thighs clapped onto either side of her head, pushing her arms aside, and a hand grabbed her head. “Oh God!” cried Sarah. “Oh God, just like that! It feels so good, feels so good, feelssofuckinggoodI’mgonna...I’m gonna…”

Then, with a scream, she lost control to what was clearly an enormous orgasm. Her thighs locked on to Emily’s head like a vise, trembling madly, and a new wave of juice splashed Emily’s face. Emily’s cock was harder than ever before; it trembled with arousal, ready to smash diamonds in its quest for sexual gratification. The knowledge that she’d made Sarah come, that she’d given her lover so much pleasure...it was the hottest thing she’d ever experienced, and it seemed that her body couldn’t help but reflect that.

For half a minute, Sarah’s convulsions continued, and then she began to relax a bit, breathing heavily. Emily took her mouth off the other girl’s pussy, waiting for some sign from Sarah that she was ready to continue...of course, only if she wanted to, but hadn’t Emily just made a pretty convincing argument for why she should? Finally, her lover collected herself enough to speak. “What...what are you waiting for? Get on me!”

“On...you?” Emily understood, of course, but she couldn’t quite believe that she was really hearing the words she’d been hoping for ever since Sarah had asked her to dinner, since even longer ago than that.

“Fuck,” moaned Sarah, “fuck me! Stick your cock in me! Tab A into slot B! I can come again, but only if you hurry!” She waited anxiously on the bed as Emily ran to her jeans and got a condom and a packet of lube out of the hip pocket; for all her teasing of Sarah, it was true that she’d come prepared as well. It was erotic to the extreme, watching her lover waiting on the bed, so desperate for Emily’s loving touch that she had already started to masturbate, to fill the few seconds until Emily was ready to take her.

As Emily slipped on the condom and lubed up, she reflected on how far she’d come. She hadn’t been sure, since transitioning, whether or not she wanted to use her dick to have sex. It seemed like a throwback to the body she’d been born with, the body she’d always hated, the body she’d moved on from in every way but that. But...now that she was in the situation she’d been wondering about, she realized that it didn’t matter. Sure, she had a dick, but that didn’t make her any less of a woman, and fucking her lover’s brains out wasn’t a masculine thing to do, if she was a woman doing it. She could do whatever she wanted, and it wasn’t as if the Gender Police were going to come arrest her for it – if they were ever going to, they would have done it years ago.

Finally, she was ready. Placing her hands once more on Sarah’s hips, she leaned over the other girl, looking her in the eyes. “I’m going in.”

“Don’t just say it!” said Sarah. “Do it! I already said I wanted you to!”

“Your wish is my command,” said Emily, lining her cock up in front of Sarah’s pussy. Taking a deep breath, she pushed it in, gently, slowly, the lube ensuring it went smoothly and without any trouble. Sarah sucked in her breath as the head of Emily’s cock passed her pussy lips, and Emily felt like doing the same. The other girl’s pussy was...it was tight, hot, wet, everything Emily had ever dreamed of. But this was far, far better than any dream.

Emily’s experiences with anal play had taught her that it was better to go slowly at first when it came to this kind of thing, so she took her time, inching her cock oh-so-slowly into Sarah’s pussy. Her lover was breathing hard, gasping as Emily penetrated her, but those sounds didn’t seem to be coming from pain; instead, combined as they were with a stream of obscenity and encouragement from Sarah’s mouth, they came from a place of anticipation, of eagerness.

For Emily, the feeling was unforgettable. Having her cock pressed on all sides by Sarah’s tight pussy – it was like nothing she’d ever experienced. As her lover moaned and gasped, her pussy spasmed and trembled, adding to the potent cocktail of sensation that was coursing through Emily’s lower body.

At last, the final inches of Emily’s cock slid into Sarah’s pussy. For a moment, she stopped there, letting them both savor the feeling. Then, slowly, cautiously, she began to thrust. After years of wondering what it would feel like, years of battling feelings of insecurity and self-doubt around her gender, her genitals, her sexual prowess – this was the culmination of many things for Emily, as undoubtedly it was for Sarah too. Emily wondered if she’d ever had sex before. Either way, she was having a good time; each thrust elicited a gasp, a moan, a groan, or something somewhere in between the three. The knowledge that she was giving pleasure to someone else made her own pleasure so much better.

She began to speed up her thrusts, a little harder, a little faster, trying to find the sweet spot, that perfect zone of pleasure where they could both forget about everything except the wild sensations of sex. She felt like she was getting closer to it, but she wasn’t quite there, hadn’t quite hit the right speed…

“Oh fuck,” moaned Sarah. “Oh God, that feels so good, but fuck me harder!”

“G-got it,” grunted Emily, trying to go deeper with each thrust. “Fuck me, your pussy - it’s so goddamn - so goddamn tight!”

“Then keep - keep going!” said Sarah. “I’m...shit, I’m getting close to another - another one!” Sure enough, Emily could feel her lover’s vagina twitching more and more, squeezing her cock harder. She wasn’t too far from an orgasm herself; there was a familiar heat building up in her pelvis, and each thrust brought greater pleasure than the last. If this kept up...well, she was bound not to last long, that was for sure.

Emily was thrusting almost as fast as she could now, trying not to go overboard but unable to completely control herself. The sensations were just overwhelming, and it would be too easy to let her animal brain take over, just to throw caution to the wind and jackhammer her lover’s pussy. Holding herself back from that...it was practically all she could do.

Her cock felt so good now it was almost painful, and each thrust left her gritting her teeth, biting back a groan. Sarah wasn’t bothering to exert even that much self-control; she had abandoned individual moans and had settled into a long, continuous sound that got louder whenever Emily struck a place particularly deep inside of her. They were almost there, each locked in pursuit of the culmination of her pleasure, desperate to reach it, to feel the explosion of ultimate ecstasy –

And then, suddenly, Emily was there. Her cock twitched, the pleasure utterly overwhelming her as warm, sticky cum flowed into the condom. Her insides felt like they were melting, a storm of electricity crackling through them as pleasure pulsed through her very core. She gasped, moaned, and became vaguely aware that Sarah was doing the same, that she had also gone over the edge, and that only made her cum harder, blast after blast of ecstasy rippling through her. A scream was escaping her lips, but she couldn’t stop it, couldn’t think about anything but her pleasure, and her lover’s pleasure, both sensations swirling together in a beautiful symphony of eroticism. This was...this was something she’d remember forever. Oh God…

At last, after what felt like a long time but had probably only been a few seconds, the pleasure began to abate. Emily tried to catch her breath, cock still inside Sarah, as the other girl did the same. Once she was sure that her lover was done as well, she began to pull out, gathering her thoughts as she did so. Could she ever put words to what had just happened? Where did they...where did they go after this? Was Sarah her girlfriend now? The questions swirled in her mind...but then, there would be plenty of time to answer them later. She grabbed a washcloth for herself, and another for Sarah; together, they got cleaned up, a pensive silence filling the room.

“You know,” said Sarah, at last. “I...wow, I’ve never felt like that before. That was...that was awesome! Or is that too corny of a thing to say?”

“No,” said Emily. “It’s just right. Everything you say is just right. God, promise me we’ll do this again.”

“Where did you get the idea that we wouldn’t?” laughed Sarah. “We definitely will! I wouldn’t give that feeling up for anything in the world.”

“Good,” said Emily, “because otherwise...well, otherwise, I would have been pretty disappointed.”

“Hey,” said Sarah, sitting up and taking Emily’s hand. “Listen, you can count on me. I’m not going to abandon you. I’ll stick with you through thick and thin. Tonight was just the beginning.”

“I...I feel the same way,” said Emily. “Promise?”

“I promise,” said Sarah. Their lips met once again, Emily tasting a hint of her own pre-cum on her lover’s breath. She really had found someone she could depend on, someone who would make her life so much richer, so much more enjoyable and fuller.

As they broke apart, she breathed out, a sigh full of happiness. It was hard to say what the future held...but as long as it held Sarah, well, she could be sure everything would be all right.

And as for that paper, well, it would practically write itself.


Taken in the Frat House

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Um, responded Hannah, that sounds kinda sus.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Any questions?” asked Josh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What does the paper say?” asked Hannah.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Safe room?” asked Hannah.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Diving In

“See you tomorrow!” Laura waved to her friends as they pulled away from the curb, shouting goodbyes out the car windows. The day had been one for the books; they’d headed downtown for shopping and lunch, and for a few blessed hours, Laura had been able to forget all about the stresses of high school. The ridiculous amounts of homework, the crLaura, unreasonable teachers, the cliques...it had all faded away.

Now, though, standing on her house’s front walk, she realized how ephemeral that relief had been. Inside, she knew that her parents were waiting, and that she would have to come up with something, anything, to say to them about her search for extracurricular activities. She’d blown through all her bullshit, stalled for months – it was all bound to come crashing down. The question wasn’t if, but when.

She took a deep breath and headed inside the house. There they were, sitting side by side on the couch in the living room; it was a pose that screamed lecture time. Her father, especially, loved to spring these things on Laura at the most inconvenient possible occasions. Spoiling the afterglow of a day out on the town would be right up his alley.

Her mother called out to her: “How was your day, Laura? Come in here, your father and I want to ask you something.”

Cautiously, quietly, Laura stepped into the living room. “Um, hi.”

“Hello, hello!” said her father. “I hope you had a wonderful Saturday. We just wanted to know one thing.”

“Gosh,” said Laura, “could it be that you’re worried about my college prospects and disappointed that I haven’t made more of an effort to find extracurricular activities to beef up my application?” As the words left her mouth, she instantly regretted them; it could be hard to repress her sarcasm, but now was not the time.

Her mother’s mouth flattened into a thin line. “That’s exactly what we were wondering about, actually.”

“Yes,” said her father. “You know, your grandfather and his father before him got into Yale on lacrosse scholarships. I may not have kept up the family tradition in that respect, but…”

“Baseball certainly didn’t hurt your father’s application to Yale either,” her mother cut in. “Maybe he was a little bit of a partier, but he had an advantage because of that sport. If he had gotten in, I’m sure that would have been why.”

Her father cleared his throat. “Anyway,” he said, “you have goals, and we’d like to see you meet them...so try to find an activity. Do it as soon as possible. Find a sport, if you can.”

“I...I’m not sure I really want to…do a sport,” said Laura. She imagined herself sweating her way around the track, getting kicked in the shins at soccer practice, falling off a pommel horse in gymnastics. That kind of stress was not what she needed.

“Please, Laura,” said her mother. “We’re just looking out for what’s best for you. Sometimes in life we all have to eat our vegetables. This is one of those times.”

“Think about it this way,” said her father. “The vegetables thing, sure. But also: If you don’t sign up for a sport, I will personally enroll you in All Ages Marimba at the community center. I don’t want to have to do it. I don’t want you to have to figure out how to play an instrument you’ve never touched in front of a bunch of eight-year-olds and senior citizens. I also don’t want to have to pay $15 a week for you to do something you hate. But if that’s what it takes to get you out and doing things that will look good on your college applications, then I swear to God I-”

Smiling desperately, her mother broke in. “Anyway, Laura, we feel like you should give this a look. Don’t do it for us; do it for you. This is about your future. It’s important.”

Laura heaved a sigh. “Okay, fine,” she said. “I’ll sign up for a sport. I get it.”

“Good!” said her father. “Do it on Monday. No dragging your feet like usual!”

* * *

That night in bed, Laura thought about what she’d finally agreed to do. There could be no more excuses; that was clear. She had to find a sport, and she had to do it soon.

As she thought about it, she realized that, all things considered, it really wasn’t a bad idea. Her grades weren’t amazing, just average, and if she wanted any chance at getting into her long-shot schools – Dartmouth, for example – she really needed to brush up on whatever she could. Her current “extracurricular,” hanging around the drama club and doing warmups with them without ever actually being in a production, wasn’t something she’d be able to put on an application. So a sport might work in her favor.

That said, most of the sports really were awful. Cross country and ultimate frisbee were big group sports, meaning that Laura ran the risk of being trampled by the kind of mountain gorillas who took them really seriously, and a lot of the others, like soccer and gymnastics, were the kind of thing people had been doing for fifteen years already. That left...what, swimming?

Actually, swimming didn’t sound so bad. Sure, her suit was pretty old, but it fit okay, and she knew a few girls on the swim team. It was also an individual sport that couldn’t involve any physical contact. Getting up early would suck, but it was just for a semester or two, right?

It was the least-worst of a bunch of terrible options. Laura resolved to get up early on Monday, head over to the activities office, and ask them to add her to the team.

* * *

“They’re all full.”

“Excuse me, what?” Laura was looking over the shoulder of Mrs. Finkenhauer, the bespectacled head of the Activities office, as the older woman gestured using a mouse cursor at an unreadably cramped spreadsheet with probably thousands of entries.

“All the clubs and activities. They’re all full. The enrollment period ended three weeks ago. You got an email about that.”

Come to think of it, Laura did remember an email along those lines. At the time, her strategy had been stalling until her parents forgot about her activities, so she’d ignored it. “Um...so...there’s no way I could be added to the swim team?”

“What did I just say?” asked Mrs. Finkenhauer, peering over her glasses at Laura. “The swim team is actually over capacity. There was a spot open on the Wrestling team which you could have taken, but that got filled on Friday.”

Honestly, even though it was making her life harder, Laura couldn’t manage to be mad that someone had gotten that spot before her. Wrestling was the worst. “Okay, but, like...I really need to do something this semester. Otherwise the only extracurricular I’m going to have on my college apps is ‘hiding from my parents’ – and I don’t really think Bowdoin would go for that one.” Again, the sarcasm was misplaced, but at this point things were just getting ridiculous. She was actually looking for activities for once, and now they were all full? Really?

Mrs. Finkenhauer sighed. “I don’t get paid enough for this. Well...the school was thinking of launching a new sport this year. Diving. They even hired a coach, but there wasn’t enough interest, so he’s helping with the swim team now. If you’d be willing to dive, though, he’d be happy to work with you, I’m sure.”

“It would just be me?” asked Laura. “That sounds...a little awkward.”

The other woman shrugged. “I’m magicking up a program specifically for you. You can deal with it, or you can end up with no extracurriculars.”

Laura sighed. “You’re right, I’m sorry.” Being alone with the coach would be weird, but maybe they’d find more people to join the team. And diving itself wouldn’t be so bad. “Okay, I’ll do it. Count me in.”

“There,” said Mrs. Finkenhauer. “Wasn’t that easy? You get placed in a program, Coach Wilson gets something to do in the afternoons, and I get you out of my office. It’s a win-win-win.”

“Um, right,” said Laura. “When would this be?”

“Well, normally it would be in the morning, but the swim team still needs to shape up, so...probably the afternoons. Tuesday, Thursday, and Friday, three to five. I’m sure you’ll have the time of your life.” Turning away from Laura, Mrs. Finkenhauer made a note in her massive spreadsheet and then turned to another monitor, where she began typing an email.

Well, that was a problem solved...and potentially another one created. Feeling apprehensive, Laura left the office.

* * *

The next day, Laura came out of the girls’ changing room at the pool five minutes late. She’d left class on time, but the delay was due to a realization that her swimsuit was not what it needed to be anymore. On the bottom, it was more or less okay, but on top...well, she’d clearly grown a bit more than she’d realized over the past few years. Her perky boobs were contained, but only barely. She’d had to quickly tie her long brown hair into a ponytail before hurrying to meet the coach.

She had no idea what Coach Wilson actually looked like; a friendly welcome email she’d gotten from him the night before hadn’t contained a picture or anything. So when she spotted the specimen on the other side of the pool, she did a double take. A tall, muscular man was stretching his arms and legs, seemingly unaware that he was being watched. A short, trimmed beard rounded out his jawline nicely, and...was it normal for a diving coach to wear a Speedo? Maybe not, but she was really, really glad that this one had.

Looking up, he noticed her and gave her a friendly wave. Waving back, she walked around the pool and met him near the diving board. “Are you Laura?” he asked, smiling broadly.

“Yep,” she said. “And...I’m here to learn to dive, I guess.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he said, extending a large hand. “Do you have any experience with diving?”

“Um…” said Laura, shaking it. Being so near a scantily clad man was making her feel a little...funny. It wasn’t just his toned body, either; his blue eyes were kind and gentle, easy to get lost in. “Into bed? Onto the couch? Other than that, not very often.”

Coach Wilson laughed. “Oh, I like you. Well, starting from the beginning is a lot of fun, even if there is a lot to learn! But you’ll do fine as the first-ever member of the girl’s diving team. We’ll get going with the basics...oh, but first, please call me Aaron. To the swim team, I’m Coach Wilson, but that’s weird when there are just the two of us, right?”

“Okay, sure...Aaron,” Laura said. For some reason, she already felt comfortable around him, and using his first name didn’t feel weird. “I’m pretty sure I’m going to be awful at this, but you seem like a patient guy.”

“You know, it’s good to have realistic expectations,” said Aaron, “but there’s no way you’ll be as bad at diving as I was when I was your age. I had some kind of a mental block, so it was just belly flops for the first two months. As long as you have half a brain and some common sense, you’ll do better than that. Now, why don’t we start with some stretching?”

Laura laughed. “I can probably do that right, at least.” Together, they headed over to the mat area by the side of the pool, and Aaron led her through a series of stretches that were apparently designed to help with her diving form. Though some of them were simply too difficult for her, others, stretches that she should have been able to do, felt nearly impossible; she was just too distracted by watching Aaron do them first. The way his muscles moved, the way his large body twisted itself gracefully into all kinds of shapes...it was hypnotizing.

“Obviously we’re on the ground here,” said Aaron, as they both attempted a sort of backwards pretzel shape that Laura could barely even get started with, “but this is exactly the same in the air. I assume you’ve seen the Olympics, right? Diving is always big in the summer.”

“Sure,” said Laura. Diving was always one of the things that she turned off whenever it came on; she had always preferred swimming and gymnastics. But now wasn’t the time to tell Aaron that, was it?

“Okay,” said Aaron. “So then you’ve seen how they do the flips, right? There’s a move sort of like this.” He got out of the backwards pretzel and sat up, legs straight out in front of him, before bending his torso forwards until it was resting on his thighs. If he had wanted to, he could have kissed his knees. It was impressive. “This is much harder to do in midair – but if you can’t do it on the ground, you can’t do it off the diving board. Obviously, we’re not starting with that move today...but I think we should get started with diving, and stretching really, really helps. Come on, let’s head over to the board.” Obediently, Laura followed Aaron over to the diving boards. To her dismay, he headed past the low dive, which had always been her favorite, and headed for the high dive instead. “Why don’t you stay down here, and I’ll show you what a basic dive is going to look like. Note how I reach a vertical alignment pretty quickly after I jump – you’ll want to do that too.” As Laura watched, he climbed the ladder – the view from the back was just as nice as it was from the front, she noted with a grin – and stood up on the board. Swinging his arms, he closed his eyes for a moment and then dashed towards the end of the board, catapulting himself off before straightening out in midair and slipping cleanly into the water with very little splashing. A moment later, he surfaced, gasping, and then flashed her a smile. “Why don’t you give that a try?”

“Um...okay,” said Laura. She was realizing that she had a latent fear of heights. Watching Aaron climb the ladder had given her a faint feeling of vertigo, and she couldn’t even imagine jumping off the board. Oh, well. One step at a time. Slowly, cautiously, she climbed the ladder and then stood at the top, staring down the long metal board at the precipitous drop beyond the other end. “I, uh...it’s kinda been a while since I last did this…”

“The first few times are never easy,” said Aaron, using an encouraging tone that made him awfully hard to refuse. “Think about it this way: You’re a graceful dolphin.”

“Um, I…” To her horror, Laura felt a blush creeping over her cheeks before she realized that Aaron hadn’t meant what he’d said as a literal compliment. She wondered if he could see. How embarrassing would that be? Quick, deflect, deflect! “I’m, uh, feeling more like a big heavy rock right now.”

There was a pause before Aaron answered. Laura didn’t look down – couldn’t, with the feeling of dizziness that crept in before she did anything at that height – but she suspected he had seen her blush. “...Well, think of it this way. There’s a weight attached to your hands, and you just let it pull you in the direction of gravity. You can do it!”

“...Okay,” said Laura. She didn’t want to disappoint Aaron now. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath and, before she could think about it, dashed forwards. She felt herself springing off the edge of the board, and now she was in open space, plunging downwards. Remembering Aaron’s advice, she let gravity tilt her hands towards the earth. It was working! It was-

And then she hit the water with a massive splash. The wind was knocked clean out of her by the massive, painful belly flop, and then she felt herself sinking, disoriented, struggling to regain control of her limbs. Not a great start, she thought ruefully.

Just then, she felt a hand grabbing her arm, pulling her to the surface. It was Aaron! Sputtering and gasping, she tried to rub the water out of her eyes and regain her breath. Once she could open her eyes again, she saw that Aaron was treading water a few feet away from her, watching her with a smile on his face. How had he gotten to her so quickly?

Finally, Laura had recovered enough to be able to speak. “I think I was right about the rock thing.” She laughed, a bit sheepishly.

“For a first dive?” he said. “That wasn’t bad at all, actually. For one thing, you managed to start the midair turn, which is something that a lot of people don’t get for quite a while. Sure, the...splashdown was a little chaotic, but we all start somewhere.”

“I guess so,” she said. “Um...thanks for helping me.” A blush was spreading over her face once again, and she couldn’t meet Aaron’s eyes, couldn’t even look at him, but she knew he could see.

“I was prepared for that to happen,” said Aaron. “Sometimes we all need someone to bail us out, right? The first dive can be a little hairy, but now it’s behind you!”

“Yeah, I guess it is,” said Laura. Really, the dive hadn’t been so bad. She hadn’t been prepared for the landing, but the feeling of falling through the air was kind of nice, actually.

“Why don’t I go up there with you this time?” he asked, beginning to paddle back over to the side of the pool. “We can work on your jumping form.” Together, they got out of the pool and climbed the ladder once again. Now that Laura’s swimsuit was wet, her nipples were clearly visible through the stretched fabric. Hopefully he didn’t notice; today was just turning into one of those days.

Back on top of the diving board, Aaron led Laura out to the very end and pointed down to the water. “It’s hard to think of something that far below as a target...but it is. Imagine that you’re an arrow; you want to fly straight, right? Here, come and stand at the edge, like you’re about to jump off.”

“Sure,” said Laura, “but, um...you will be there to catch me if I start to fall off, right?” She had to squeeze past Aaron to get out to the edge of the board, which led to them nearly touching for a few blessed moments. She was so distracted that she almost stepped off into space, but stopped herself at the last second.

“I’m right here,” said Aaron, “so don’t worry about falling. Okay, show me your diving form. Imagine that you’re about to dive off the board.” Looking nervously down at the water, Laura got into roughly the position she’d been in the time before. She hadn’t had time to be scared during the first jump, but now she definitely did.

“I think this is more or less how I did it,” she said. “I was just trying to copy the Olympic divers, but I’m not sure it worked out exactly right!”

“Oh, I see,” said Aaron. Suddenly, Laura felt his hand on her shoulder, gently pulling her upright. “You actually want to be standing more or less straight up and down when you jump. It makes tricks easier, and gives you more time to maneuver.” She was barely listening, though; the feeling of his touch was electric, and she realized she was getting hot, even after climbing out of the cold pool.

After a moment, though, Laura caught on to what her coach had been saying and straightened up as much as she could. “Okay, um...like this?”

“Not that much,” said Aaron, smiling. “This isn’t a military review.” Touching her back gently, he bent her over just a little, leaving her back straight but relaxed and limber. “Okay, now the next thing…” Soon, the lesson was flying by. Laura made more jumps in two hours than she had in her whole life, but it was a ton of fun...and it didn’t hurt that her coach seemed to be getting hotter by the second. It wasn’t just his body, though that didn’t hurt; it was his warm, kind manner, his gentle but firm touches, his patience...every little thing made him more and more irresistible to her. When the lesson ended, and she was showering in the changing room, she found herself wondering if anything would ever happen between them. Obviously, that would be wrong...but sometimes wrong felt good.

Sighing, she allowed herself to relax in the hot water. Maybe doing sports this semester wouldn’t be so bad after all.

* * *

The next day, Wednesday, couldn’t go by quickly enough for Laura. She wanted to get back to diving, but life insisted on throwing all kinds of nonsense at her, with tests, group work, and a horrible, excruciating fitness challenge in P.E. Shouldn’t it be illegal to make people who were just a little over a year away from being done with high school altogether do P.E.? Groaning, she did her best, with the knowledge that the torment would be followed by hours of homework. Luckily, a few of her friends were in the class with her, and together they could joke their way through the pain.

The morning after that, though, she knew something had gone wrong; her limbs were horribly, horribly stiff. The gym teacher, a fossilized creature whose parents had probably been born in the nineteenth century, didn’t believe in warmups or cooldowns. Now, Laura, and probably most of the rest of the class as well, was paying the price.

As she shuffled and stumbled her way through the school day, Laura kept hoping that her muscles would loosen up, and they did, but only the tiniest bit. How would she possibly be able to dive like this? Not only that, but she was worried about disappointing Aaron. She wouldn’t even be as good as she had been on Tuesday.

Once more, Laura stuffed herself into her too-small swimsuit and headed out to the pool. She thought she felt eyes on her body, and looked around before noticing Aaron stretching in the far corner. Had he...had he been watching her? It certainly didn’t seem like he had – but then who could it have been? She felt a shiver of excitement. If he felt the same way she did…

Aaron looked over and waved to her once she had gotten closer. “Hey, Laura!”

“Hey!” she said, walking up to the mats. “I’m excited to get started today, but, um…”

“Were you in that gym class yesterday?” he asked. “With the ‘fitness challenge?’ Some of the swim team was complaining about that.”

“Yeah, I was, actually,” said Laura. “You know those pasta machines? The ones that flatten the dough out between the two rollers before they cut it? I feel like I’ve been through one of those.”

“I get it,” said Aaron. “I swear, some people have a completely medieval approach to exercise. Well, let’s do some easier stretches to start, then.” Together, they did basic yoga poses – Child’s, downward dog, mountain – and other gentle stretches, but nothing was helping much. The soreness and stiffness lingered in Laura’s muscles no matter what she tried to stretch.

Soon, Aaron had abandoned his own stretches and was giving Laura his undivided attention. His hands guided her, helping her to work the muscles she’d need to dive. Each time he touched her, allowed his fingers to brush against her, she felt an electric shock, a spark of arousal and desire. Soon, she found herself breathing heavily, even though she had still done no actual exercise. How did he do this to her?

Despite her coach’s efforts, though, Laura’s muscles weren’t much better than before, and she had to tell him so when he asked if she was feeling any more loosened up. For a moment, he paused, rubbing his chin; it was a pose she found incredibly sexy. Then he turned to her. “Well, I wouldn’t normally offer this, but...believe it or not, I’m a licensed massage therapist as well as a diving coach. That’s what I do on days when I don’t have lessons to teach. If you want, I could...work you over.” As he said it, a strange tone crept into his voice, a tone Laura had never heard before. She didn’t know what it meant, but it only stoked the fire between her thighs.

“That...might just work,” she said. She had to fight to keep any edge of excitement out of her voice. Why on Earth wouldn’t she want a massage from the hottest man she’d ever gotten even this far with? But she couldn’t let him know that.

“In that case,” said Aaron, “I’ll get started; you should probably start lying on your stomach. Have you ever had a proper massage before?”

Flipping over, Laura looked up at her coach. “Once or twice...but never from a guy like you.” As she said it, her eyes widened. Why had that slipped out? “Um, I mean...uh, the other massage people were women. Yeah.”

Aaron paused. The pool area wasn’t that well-lit, but Laura could have sworn a tinge of redness had come into his face. “Y-yeah, there aren’t too many guys in the business.” He began to rub her back and shoulders, and she had to suppress the urge to let out a moan; it felt so good. Each area he worked felt wonderful afterwards, like she had just gotten out of bed after a restful night of sleep.

Neither of them said a word as he worked his way over her shoulders, down her back, and then around her thighs, carefully avoiding grabbing her ass or doing anything even remotely questionable. She could tell, though, that he was feeling the heat just like she was; his breathing had grown heavier, and his motions were deeper, more luxurious, than they had been at the beginning.

When Aaron finished with the backs of Laura’s thighs, he gently flipped her over and began to work his way down the fronts of her arms and legs, again carefully avoiding her breasts – which must have been hard to resist, nearly bursting out of her swimsuit – and worked her calves and shins too.

As her coach’s hands drew closer to her feet, Laura worked herself up into a frenzy of anticipation. She had always felt strange about feet, about hers and about other peoples’, and...well, the thought of this attractive man massaging her feet was endlessly arousing for some reason.

To her dismay, though, he stopped once he got to her ankles. “Feeling...better now?”

“I am,” she said, “but...I think my feet are kind of sore too. They’re important for diving, right?”

“Your...feet?” Aaron asked. “Are...are you sure?” Now she could be sure of it: a blush had spread over his entire face. He was adorable, he really was.

“If...if you don’t mind,” said Laura. Cautiously, her coach took one of her feet into his hands, holding it near his face, and began to gently massage. Because she was on her back, she could see the entire process; it was incredibly, incredibly erotic to see him tenderly working one of the most sensitive parts of her body.

Aaron had started at her heel, but by the time he’d reached the ball of Laura’s foot, her pussy was soaking, crying out for relief, and she was on the point of simply begging him to fuck her, but she couldn’t, she couldn’t. Still, the gentle pressure of his hands was driving her wild like nothing else ever had, and she knew that her arousal would only become more desperate with time.

Her coach was having similar problems. A bulge had very clearly grown in his Speedo, and his brow was furrowed as he seemingly struggled to keep himself under control. As he massaged, though, he was gradually raising her foot higher and higher, closer and closer to his face, and she wondered whether he wanted to – whether he was like her, and he –

“You can...you can do whatever you...whatever you want to my feet,” she said. The urge to say something, anything, had become completely irrepressible, and her inhibitions seemed to have melted away. She blushed furiously, but couldn’t look away from him. Would he think she was some kind of freak?

“I...anything?” he asked, cautiously. “I don’t know what…”

“Aaron, I…” Laura paused, searching for words. “You know how I feel. I can’t go on like this. I need you...now. And I think you feel the same way.” The words hung in the air for a minute, and then Aaron sighed.

“Okay, fine,” he said. “Fine. I told myself I would never do this. Maybe it’s the wrong thing. But I can’t care anymore. I just can’t.” As she watched with bated breath, he raised her foot to his mouth and planted a kiss on her big toe.

The sensation was immediate and unforgettable. Her already-roaring nervous system responded instantly, sending a massive shiver of arousal through her body. She released a moan that she’d been holding in now for far too long, and the sound hung in the air as he began to kiss her other toes as well, one by one, the pleasure from each just as powerful as the first.

“Fuck,” moaned Laura. “Fuck. Just like that!” Aaron said nothing in response; he was otherwise occupied, returning to her big toe and taking it into her mouth, sucking it gently but lovingly. She had never felt so aroused before. Who knew that feet were the key to so much erotic pleasure?

As she watched, her coach released her big toe and began working his way down the line, tenderly pleasuring each and every digit on his journey down to the end. The feeling of being worshipped so tenderly...it was something she’d never known she needed, but she had, and Aaron was giving it to her.

When he finally released her pinky toe, he gently took her ankle into his hands before running his tongue down the bottom of her foot, tracing a pathway of fire that set her nerves sparking once again. She let out a groan of pleasure. What was so good about this? Even though she couldn’t explain it, she knew she wanted more.

Aaron began to work his way back up her foot, planting a line of kisses along her sensitive sole. Laura could see that he was enjoying this as well; his face was flushed, his breathing heavy, and his erection looked even bigger than before. The knowledge that she’d turned him on turned her on. It was a virtuous cycle of arousal that could only end one way.

When Aaron made it back up to Laura’s toes, he looked up at her. “I don’t know if...I feel like I’ve already gone too far. If you want to stop…”

“No!” Laura’s eyes grew wild. “I need more! Please!”

Aaron sighed. “I just...can’t say no today.” Raising Laura’s foot to his mouth once again, he moved up the thin, sensitive skin on top, placing a kiss every inch or so. This time, though, he didn’t stop at her ankle, continuing on up her shin. When she realized what he was going to do, she had to stop herself from grabbing his head and forcing him to go faster; the idea was just so hot that it was hard to wait.

Over the course of a minute or so, Aaron made it all the way up her leg until he stopped short at the bottom of her swimsuit. Looking her in the eyes, he hooked a finger under the bottom and pulled it to the side, revealing her soaking pussy. For a moment, they were both still, digesting what was about to happen, and then he leaned down and swiped his tongue across her slit.

This was a new sensation for Laura. The foot worship had been nice, but now Aaron was going straight for her single most sensitive area. Sparks of pleasure shot through her body, and she bit back a gasp. He was some kind of wizard; that was the only answer. How else could everything he did make her feel so good?

Slowly, her coach began to work his way further into her pussy. Each flick of his tongue brought her new pleasure, and she moaned whenever he dove especially far in. Sometimes, he’d form his tongue into a spear and stab as deep as he could go; when that happened, her thighs twitched involuntarily, her nervous system completely overcome.

As Aaron worked, Laura felt a warmth building inside of her. She had reached orgasm before with the help of her trusty vibrator, so she knew what the buildup was like, but this felt...different, deeper. It would be a while yet before she got there, but when she did...well, it would be one for the books.

She wanted to just lie back and let her coach pleasure her, but that wouldn’t have been the right thing to do...and, besides, she wanted to know what it was like on the other side. Placing a hand on Aaron’s head, she gently pushed him off. “It’s my turn now, big boy.”

“Your turn?” asked Aaron. “Of course, but…”

“I want to see your cock,” said Laura, grinning wickedly. “That won’t be a problem, will it?”

“No,” he said, the ghost of a smile crossing his face. “No, not at all.” They shifted around, reversing their positions; now Laura was on her hands and knees while Aaron lay back, propped up on his elbows, watching her.

“I’ve never done this before,” she said, “so...be patient, I guess.”

“You’ll do great,” said Aaron, with a hint of his diving-coach manner. “Firm grip, gentle suction, don’t forget to cup the balls.” As instructed, Laura leaned down and pulled her coach’s Speedo down, revealing a sizable cock and a heavy pair of balls that made her mouth water. She found herself operating on instinct as she wrapped a hand around his shaft and slowly began to pump, getting used to the feeling of a man’s member in her hand. At the same time, she reached around and began to gently massage Aaron’s balls. She knew from the Internet that you weren’t supposed to be too rough, but it seemed like she’d found the right way to do it; he was breathing heavily, clearly enjoying her attentions.

But hands alone wouldn’t get the job done. Laura raised her coach’s cock to her lips and planted a kiss on the tip, smiling as he audibly shivered. This was going to be fun. She ran her tongue down the length of his thick shaft, aping the technique he had used on her feet, before coming up the other side the same way. He tasted musky, but also a little sweet; she found the flavor incredibly addictive.

Looking into his eyes, she took the head of his cock into her mouth and began to gently suck. He let out a loud moan, unable to control himself any longer, and his muscles tensed up as the pleasure echoed through his body. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock, feeling the gentle curve, the flare towards the top...it was a delicious sensation.

Slowly, she took more and more of his rod, allowing it to slide into her mouth as she pleasured it with her tongue and her fingers. Soon, there was no room for any more, but...that hardly mattered, did it? Maybe she couldn’t fit the whole thing in, but judging by how Aaron’s brow was furrowed and his fingers were clenching and unclenching, that was hardly necessary. Instead, she simply luxuriated in the moment, falling into a steady, blissful rhythm.

After a minute or two, Aaron could take no more, and gently pushed at her forehead. “If...if you keep going, I’m going to cum!”

“Oh really?” said Laura, releasing him. “Why wouldn’t you want to cum? I thought our tryst ended here…” Of course, she didn’t mean a word of it, but watching him squirm was ridiculously fun.

“Oh, um, I mean…” Aaron glanced over at the wall, where his backpack rested. He was shy again, after his moment of lesser inhibition before the blowjob. “I thought if you were okay with it, we could...you know…”

“Fuck?” Laura smiled. “I’d just love to.”

“All right,” said Aaron. “Let me just…” Kicking off his Speedo, he headed over to his backpack and pulled a condom and a packet of lube out of one of the compartments. “These are my good luck charm,” he explained. “I thought that by carrying them around, I could make my life a little more exciting. And...it worked, right?”

“Sure, sure,” said Laura. “Just...hurry up and stick it in.” She slid out of her swimsuit, baring her slim young body, then got onto her hands and knees, waiting for her older lover to finish getting ready.

At last, he was done. Kneeling behind her, he placed his hands on her hips and guided his cock towards her opening. She took a deep breath; despite her swagger, she had never before done anything this serious with a guy, and she wasn’t totally sure what to expect.

Then she felt Aaron’s cock at the entrance to her vagina. Slowly, it began to work its way inside, and she gasped as she was stretched more than she had ever been. The sensation wasn’t unpleasant, though, thanks to the lube; the residual pleasure from before combined with this new heat to leave her feeling very ready for her coach to speed things up.

Aaron groaned as his cock slid further into her. He hadn’t been far from orgasm before, and she wondered how long he would last. If her pussy felt as good as she hoped it did, probably not that long, right?

When he was about halfway inside, things started to get good. Though there were twinges of pain, they made the pleasure from being penetrated feel more intense. It was different from when Aaron had been eating her out: Deeper, further inside her core. “Come on, faster,” she groaned, turning her head to meet his eyes. “I need you now.”

“Are you...sure?” he asked, before abruptly thrusting the rest of his cock inside her. She cried out; the sudden sensation was painful, but it also triggered an explosion of stimulation, sending pleasure searing through her. How did he do this?

Before Laura could recover, Aaron had started to thrust. He was being slow and gentle, but each time his cock pounded into her, she gasped softly; the pleasure was just too much, less from the actual feeling of being penetrated than from the knowledge that this was it, that she was really having sex with her diving coach, that she was acting like a complete whore. She knew that this was what she’d be jilling herself off to for years to come.

Slowly, Aaron began to speed up, nailing Laura’s pussy harder than before. There was a reservoir of pleasure inside her, a rapidly-filling pool that, when it overflowed, would give her probably the best orgasm of her life. Each of Aaron’s thrusts added more pleasure to that cistern, and she could feel herself getting closer and closer, her heart beating faster and faster.

“Do you...mind if...mind if I do a little something extra?” asked Aaron, between grunts of pleasure. “I promise it’ll...feel good.”

“S-sure,” said Laura. She was close, so close, to orgasm that she was desperate for anything that could send her over the edge. Suddenly, she felt Aaron’s hand on her ass, and then a lubed finger slipped inside of her asshole.

She was shocked, but the sensation was worth it. For some reason, having both holes filled made her nerves short-circuit, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that was building up faster than she’d thought possible. Each thrust of Aaron’s cock, each twist of his errant finger, each ragged breath she took brought her closer and closer to orgasm…

And then she was there. The dam within her burst, and she screamed as mind-blowing pleasure coursed through her. Her arms trembled, thighs quaked, and for a moment she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to stay upright, so intense were the sensations. Wave after wave of ecstasy shot through her body, and for a few blessed moments, she floated above the world, senseless to everything except these wonderful sensations.

When Laura returned to earth, she realized that Aaron had pulled out and was jerking off; she’d seen enough porn to know what to do next. Getting on her hands and knees, she opened her mouth and closed her eyes, waiting for the reward she knew was coming. Just a few moments later, hot, sticky jizz splattered over her face and into her mouth; it was warm and salty, the perfect finish to a perfect moment. Eagerly, she licked up as much as she could.

Exhausted, they both collapsed onto the ground, breathing heavily. It was a good while before either could collect their thoughts enough to say anything, but the first to speak was Aaron. “Well...I’m not going to lie, I’m not sure this was the best decision, but...fuck, that was amazing.”

“Don’t worry,” said Laura, smiling. “You’ll be fine. I’m not telling anyone. But...promise me we’ll do this again.”

“We will,” he said. “In for a dime, in for a dollar, right?”

She laughed. “Exactly. Well, I should go get cleaned up.”

“You do that,” said Aaron, “and come back afterwards. We have a diving lesson to get through...if you’re not too stiff still.”

“Really?” said Laura. “You want to have the lesson now?”

“What are we going to show the school after a semester of this?” he asked. “Your blowjob technique? Think again.”

“Good point,” she said, getting up. As she headed towards the girls’ changing room, she found that she couldn’t stop smiling. She was confident, skilful, powerful, on top of the world – and she’d get to feel this way again every time they fucked.

As far as extracurricular activities went, diving class wasn’t too bad.


Bad Conductor

Everyone at West Hampton Community College agreed: Orchestra was the worst class a student could take. Not only did it not factor in to any distribution requirements for those who were going on to four-year schools, not only was it scheduled from half past noon until one forty-five, taking up the prime lunch hour, not only was it boring as fuck, but the very worst students at the school seemed to be positively drawn to it. It was an easy way to pad a GPA, sure, but what exactly drew the most notorious slackers and wannabe frat boys to pick up french horn and violin?

Leah would never know. As an ignorant first-semester student, she’d signed up for Orchestra to be able to keep playing her beloved clarinet. After all, she reasoned, community college classes were cheap enough that it didn’t matter if she did one or two electives. Once she got to Vassar or Bard or someplace up the river, the place whose name would actually show up on her degree, then she would buckle down and concentrate on her major, but now was a time to have some fun and figure things out.

Unfortunately, Orchestra was not fun. Her clarinet section, for example, contained no one else even remotely interested in their beautiful instrument. There was Sandra, the braces-wearing oddball who idly chewed on her sleeve when she wasn’t playing out-of-tune notes with surprising force; Jared, a greasy loser who wore a Subway visor everywhere, as if working there gave him some kind of street cred; and Andrew, the hyper-focused but completely unskilled fourth clarinet who loved to discuss his long practice hours but never seemed to have anything at all to show for them.

Against such competition, Leah had quickly risen to first chair, but she hardly regarded that as an accomplishment. All her elevated position meant was that she and the half-dozen other somewhat competent section leaders had to work twice as hard as anyone else just to keep the whole ensemble from dissolving into a complete train wreck.

If there was a benefit to being in Orchestra, it was definitely the teacher, Nick Reynolds. As a conductor, sure, he was absolutely awful. Despite the Master’s in music education from NYU he frequently made reference to, he had absolutely no control over the class, projected no authority, and never seemed to be able to figure out how difficult musical passages should sound without help from YouTube recordings, which he had wasted hours of class time over the course of the semester looking for on the ancient computer attached to the practice room’s projector.

Sure, Nick, as everyone called him, was no genius. But – and the students who went that way had discussed this at length, especially towards the beginning of the semester – he was very easy on the eyes, especially since he was no more than five years older than the average student in the class. It was obvious that he spent the time he should have been planning out lessons lifting weights instead, and the way his five-o’-clock shadow made him look so rugged...well, Leah wasn’t the only one whose eyes weren’t often on the sheet music when they rehearsed.

That was a new thing for her, actually. Leah’s big secret, one which she hadn’t shared with anyone at Westhampton, was that, at the beginning of high school, she had been a boy in the eyes of the world. Her transition had come thanks to a mysterious new pill that she’d bought on the Internet, fearing that her conservative parents wouldn’t allow her to take a less risky course. Once she presented them with a fait accompli, though, they’d given in, allowing her to take on a new name and identity in time to start college. With everything else she’d had to think about, romance, boys, and other things of that nature had barely ever crossed her mind. Even if she wasn’t seriously into Nick, she felt like even admitting to herself that she could be was kind of a big step.

* * *

One Friday, Leah was feeling...a little different than usual. Maybe it was just hormones. Maybe it was the fact that she’d watched Avengers: Infinity War the night before, which had prominently featured Chris Hemsworth. Or maybe it was the fact that the filthiest of her three roommates in the small apartment near school that they shared had finally cleaned out her space, reducing the main area’s unpleasant odors dramatically. Either way, she was ready for something new, something...risky.

Standing in front of her closet, she pushed aside her usual clothes and looked through the section of the rack reserved for things she rarely wore, things that she had bought on an impulse and later regretted. But...ah, here was what she was looking for. She pulled out a button-up henley sweater, which she had gotten on sale thinking it was something else. Unbuttoned to the third or fourth button, though, it showed off more or less what she felt like showing off, what she hadn’t had until way too late. On the bottom, she paired it with a denim skirt and a pair of heeled boots. She’d worn an outfit like this only a few times before, and it had always taken some guts on her part, but the feelings of desirability and sexiness she got from doing so were worth it in her book – if only every once in a while.

Leah turned some heads on the way out of the apartment; out of her four roommates, she was probably the best-dressed, considering that she never quite stooped to the level of a sweatshirt and sweatpants, but she could rarely be seen wearing anything eye-catching. It was a good feeling, to have people looking at her, even if usually she wanted to avoid that kind of thing.

Her only class period that day was Orchestra, so she clicked over to the music building, clarinet in hand. The slackers who hung out on the picnic benches in front of the cafeteria couldn’t help but stare as she sauntered by, and neither could the poor students trapped in class in the math and physics building. She smiled; this power was something she relished. She was ready to make a splash in Orchestra as well.

Things were pretty much the same as always when she pushed open the door to the big practice room two minutes before the start of class. The bulk of the students only bothered to show up five or ten minutes late, so only a quarter of the ensemble was there to see her grand entrance. Andrew was there, as usual – he always arrived at least fifteen minutes early so that he could “warm up.” Leah never got to class that early, so she had never heard him before he’d warmed up for a bit; she hesitated to imagine what he sounded like then.

But his example was a good one, and she got out her own instrument and began to play through some scales as she watched the rest of the class file slowly in. Last of all to arrive was the trombone section, a gang of disgustingly sweaty athletic-clothes-wearing jocks who always seemed to have come from P.E., or possibly a huge Super Soaker fight. Leah was glad that she sat far away from them; on top of the smell, the music they produced was as out of tune as it was shockingly loud.

Finally, fifteen minutes after they were supposed to have begun, Nick got up onto the podium and started waving his baton around. At first, no one took any notice, but eventually they gave in and reluctantly began the usual warm-up routine. They went through all the scales, several breath and tone exercises, and more. Leah knew that she couldn’t hear the sound of the whole ensemble very well from where she was sitting, which was right in the middle of the crowd, but unless they sounded a lot better from where Nick was...well, she was under no illusions as to whether they were going to win any awards. That one time that they had come dead last in the Midstate Orchestra Championship, in a field that included such competition as Poughkeepsie Middle School, was proof enough of that.

Still, once they were actually playing music, once people got off their phones and stopped chatting long enough to buckle down and focus on something for once, Leah always had fun. There was just something in concentrating on a task that she found addictive. Were there any other hobbies that would ever scratch that itch the way the clarinet did?

They were working on the fourth movement of the New World Symphony, an incredibly overambitious choice for a group at their level, and there were long gaps of time where Leah didn’t have to play because the trombone section was having to repeat a section over and over again until they could get it even close to right. During these, she tried to ignore Ethan’s blatant stares – just because she wanted attention didn’t mean she wanted it from him – and instead focused on Nick, rehearsing the class from up on the podium. She’d heard that he had an Instagram, but looking for it felt like crossing a line – enjoying the sight of her orchestra teacher was one thing, stalking him on the Internet was another.

Still, though, she really enjoyed the sight of him up there. Today, he was wearing an especially tight t-shirt, and she imagined that she could see his abs under the fabric. Or maybe that was just wishful thinking. Either way, there was plenty to keep her occupied. Some people complained that Orchestra was boring, frustrating and pointless; well, maybe it was, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t glad to be in it.

The time seemed to be passing slower than usual during this orchestra class. It hardly flew by, even on a good day, but that Friday the interminable incompetence of the trombone section and the irritating squeaks and squeals produced by the other three clarinets felt like a form of torture. When Leah was called on to play, she always gave it her all, hitting every note in an impressive display of talent; she felt Nick’s eyes on her, after all, and she didn’t want to disappoint him. Why couldn’t anyone else seem to put in the work to be even a step above dreadful? Nick always got a little bit irritated when someone just couldn’t seem to do what was asked of them; even if they wouldn’t shape up for her, surely they could do it for him.

Finally, practice seemed like it was drawing to a close. They had been working on the beginning of the piece for quite a while, so Nick decided to try the ending on for size. Everyone grumbled as they flipped through their sheet music to a point about five minutes in. Leah wanted to impress Nick, it was true, but she wasn’t a teacher’s pet to the point that she would put in a ton of work on something absolutely nobody cared about, the way Andrew did, so she hadn’t played through the whole piece and had never even seen the ending. Still, she resolved to give it her best; maybe if they ended things on a good note, the group would leave motivated. But that was wishful thinking, wasn’t it?

Nick’s baton clacked against his music stand, and then the ensemble began to play. Quickly, the squeaks and honks faded in intensity as students dropped off, getting lost or otherwise messing up so badly that they couldn’t rejoin the pack. Soon, only a few students were left playing, Leah among them. A familiar feeling surged through her, the feeling of skill, of flow. Though she had never played the melody that was now flowing from her clarinet, she reacted to each of the notes as they came, following the sheet music with unusual dexterity. Because she was able to stay in, other students, who knew what she’d be playing when because of cues written into their copies of the sheet music, were able to pick up the tune once again. By the piece’s dramatic finale, a good two-thirds of the orchestra had come back together; it was truly impressive for the West Hampton ensemble to do even that well on a first run-through. Nick looked genuinely pleased as he dismissed everyone. “Great job, people! That was a great start – just please, like, practice this for next time! I think we’re going to really kick ass at the big festival in a couple months!”

He was greeted by general grumbling as everyone packed up. As Leah was putting her sheet music away, she accidentally knocked her folder off the stand, scattering paper everywhere. She groaned; it always took several minutes to get everything back in order, and, even if the orchestra students were slow to get to class, they were quick to leave; she would be the last one left by the time she got her folder cleaned up. Awkward.

When she’d finally gotten everything put away, she was alone in the room with Nick. He wasn’t paying attention to her, trying to get his full-orchestra scores in order. When she got up to leave, though, inadvertently clunking her clarinet case against her music stand, he looked up and noticed her. “Oh, Leah!” he said. “Nice work today.”

“Thanks,” she said, trying to meet his gaze. It wasn’t easy, though; even though she felt more confident than normal in her cute outfit, he was so attractive that she usually just tried to avoid talking to him. Now, though...well, she was trapped, and he would see how awkward she was around him. What could she do?

“I’m serious,” he said. “You know, I can’t say this kind of thing in front of the class, but, like, an orchestra like this one usually has a few people who keep everything moving. You know? And you’re definitely one of those people. If we didn’t have you in the woodwinds, I really think the flutes would be...well...worse than they are, and that the oboe...uh, I shouldn’t say that.” The orchestra’s sole oboist played hunched over like Quasimodo and had never once, to Leah’s knowledge, produced a correct, clear note. “Like, when a section doesn’t have that guidance, like, uh, the trombones…well, you see what happens.”

Despite herself, Leah felt a blush creeping over her cheeks. She knew she was acting like an idiot, but Nick’s praise was really more than she could handle. “Um...well...you know, I just…”

He put up a hand to stop her. “Hey, don’t sell yourself short. Oh, that reminds me, there was something I wanted to give you. It’s over in my office. Mind following me?”

“S...sure…” What could he possibly want to give her? And...how would she deal with going into his office? She was barely keeping things together as it was. Calm down, she told herself. He hasn’t even noticed the way you feel. He hasn’t said anything, has he?

Together, they headed out of the practice room and a ways down the hall, stopping as he shoved a key into the lock of a nondescript door labeled N. REYNOLDS. After a moment of fiddling, he got it open, revealing a small, cramped office. There was one window, set high in the wall, but that was the only source of natural light, not enough to make the room feel bright or warm. The desk was covered in old copies of Men’s Health magazine and musical scores, and Nick dumped what he was carrying down on top of it before sitting down and going to rummage in a drawer. Without looking up, he began speaking to her. “The semester’s almost over, huh? Are you doing this again in January?”

“Um, I think so,” said Leah. Though class could be a frustrating experience, she did have fun sometimes, and it was a way to be a little bit creative. Plus, it had Nick, but she couldn’t say that.

“Well, either way,” said Nick, “I want you to have this.” Turning, he handed her an antique-looking leather folder. At first, seeing that it was filled with sheet music, she thought it was a practice assignment, but then she saw some of the dates on the editions: Some of the pages were from before the Second World War.

“But...but…” Leah stammered, flipping through the folder. “This is really...old, right? It might be worth something, and I worry I would...lose it or something.”

“You’re not going to lose it,” said Nick. “I picked up the clarinet back in undergrad. My professor at the time gave me that folder as encouragement, but...well, it didn’t work, and I went back to my first love, the timpani.” Nick was so fond of playing the timpani that he would often eject the timpani section and take care of the percussion himself during rehearsals. “But, like, you’re a clarinetist who’s in it for the long haul. You could go places.” He paused a moment. “Honestly, you’re the best student I’ve ever had.”

“Th-thank you,” said Leah. She had never been very good at taking compliments. “I guess I’ve...gotten better over the years.”

“I’m sure you have,” said Nick. “Well, I guess I shouldn’t keep you too long…” As he said it, he flashed her a look that she couldn’t quite describe. It was searching, and there was a tinge of something else too, but she didn’t know what, exactly. Did he...was he trying to send her a sign or something?

If so, what was she supposed to do? Deep down, she knew that she wanted this man, wanted him more than she’d ever wanted a man before. It didn’t have to be a long-term thing; she just wanted to see what he looked like under his t-shirt and athletic shorts, and whether his dick was as big as she imagined late at night, when she broke out the dildo she kept in her nightstand. At the same time, though, wouldn’t it be wrong to fuck a professor? Wouldn’t it be a huge breach of every rule she knew of?

Fuck it, she decided. I’ve never done anything interesting with my life. Here I am, at community college, and in another five years I’ll be doing some office job. This is my chance, isn’t it? Stepping forward, she clutched the folder to her stomach, accentuating her breasts, which were, for Nick, exactly at eye level. “Um...is there anything else I could...help you with?”

Her professor raised an eyebrow. “Help me with? I mean...what can I ask of a student, really? All of your recording assignments are turned in. You keep the clarinet section rolling. I don’t really think that…”

Leah took a deep breath. “I’m not just talking about class. I mean...anything.”

“I’m still not really understanding,” said Nick, but now a quaver had come into his voice, and she was almost sure that his hesitation was put on. “What...are you talking about?

She gulped. “We’re...we’re alone now. And the office door locks, right? So…”

He sighed. “Fuck it. I know what you’re getting at. I don’t want to get fired. But you and I are both, like, consenting adults, right? So...if I lock the door, and this just happens once...well, I think we might just be able to work something out.”

Leah stood there for a moment, trying to process what he had just said, until she worked out that it amounted to a yes. “Um, in that case…” she turned and clicked the lock on the door shut; when she turned around, she found that he had stood up. Despite the fact that she hadn’t lost any height during her transition and was wearing heels at the moment, he was still half a head taller than her at least.

Gently, he placed a hand on each of her shoulders. “Listen, I’ve never done this before. Never. So...don’t make me regret it.”

“I...I won’t,” she said, almost gasping with anticipation. It was happening. It was really happening! Before she could orient herself, she realized he was leaning in. She did the same, and then, for the first time in her life, her lips met a man’s in a passionate kiss.

Emotion swirled through her as her heart began to pound. Was this...was this what a kiss was like? No wonder people went so crazy for them. Hell, she was going crazy. Nick tended to have that effect on her, didn’t he?

His arms wrapped around her, and she let out an involuntary moan; never had she felt such a powerful sensation of safety, of warmth, of pure intimacy. Of course, it didn’t help that the tender way he was romancing her left her more turned-on than she’d ever been as well. Her cock stiffened under her skirt; this was sure to be a memorable morning.

Several times, they broke away, breathing heavily, before going in for another kiss. Nick seemed to be just as turned on as Leah was; a casual glance down revealed that a sizable tent was already pitched in his pants. She couldn’t wait to see what the same view would look like without his clothes in the way.

Just then, she felt a hand at the neckline of her shirt, diving under the hem. The dirty dog! She smiled as their lips met again, allowing him to snake his fingers into her bra and find one of her nipples. When he did, he latched on, rubbing, tweaking. Though that area had never been incredibly sensitive for her, Leah found herself sucking in breath anyway; it was so dirty, so erotic, to have someone casually violate her like this.

Well, if he wasn’t going to wait, why should she? Slowly, she began to run a hand down his toned chest and his firm abs, luxuriating in the feeling of a body she’d dreamed about for months now. She kept going, though, moving down his torso until she reached the bulge she’d noticed before. This she began to gently massage, feeling it grow harder and harder; by now, it had to be almost painful for him. She knew that it was for her; though her own package wasn’t quite as large as his, it felt like solid steel. Did he already know, she wondered, or would she have to tell him? That would be fun.

He began to scrabble at the buttons of her shirt, and she helped him along, moving her arms to cooperate as he pulled it up and over her head. Now he could see her entire torso, the skin that had gotten so much smoother with the effects of the pill, the body that had grown curvier and softer as fat cells had redistributed themselves. Leah was shy under his gaze, but when he gave a low whistle, she knew he wasn’t going to judge her. “This is...this is, like, capital-W wrong, but it’s been a long time since I did it with a girl this hot.”

“I could say something similar,” said Leah, “except, well, I’ve never done it before at all, so…”

“Never?” asked Nick, giving her nipple a surprisingly savage tweak. As she cried out in a mixture of pain and arousal, he continued. “Well, in that case, this is going to be a lot of fun. Believe me, princess, there’s nothing like a good fuck – and I’m gonna give you one.” His tone was clearly put-on, but its haughtiness and aggression were a major turn-on. Where had he learned all of this? She was incredibly excited to see the honed skills he was planning to use on her.

But then it occurred to Leah that it would be wrong to leave him in the dark any longer. “I’m excited,” she said, “but...well, there’s something I should tell you...or, well, show you...before we really get started. I won’t blame you if you want me to leave afterwards or whatever.”

“What the fuck could make me want you to do that?” asked Nick, his tone of incredulity so genuine that Leah felt much better about her chances.

Still, though, she had to show him. Hitching up her skirt, she let her mid-sized cock flop out of her panties. “I...know that some people aren’t into this kind of thing.”

As he watched, his eyes widened. “That...that…” he paused, eyes almost bugging out of his head. “That might be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Really?” said Leah, playfully. “I’m glad you’re not one of those straight men.”

“‘Those’ straight men?” asked Nick.

Leah laughed. “Don’t you worry about it. Now come on...fuck me.” A grin spread across her lover’s face as he unbuttoned her skirt and slid it down her legs. Her cock was fully at attention now, pointing directly at Nick’s crotch, and she could tell the sight was an endless source of arousal for him. She’d never known what it would be like to turn someone on so much with her body...but she realized now that the feeling was something she’d want to return to again and again. Ever since transitioning, she’d struggled with feeling desirable, with feeling like someone she found attractive might not choose her when they could be with a “real” girl instead, but now she realized that, at least with men like Nick, the problem simply didn’t exist.

But enough about her body, right? What about his? She pulled at the hem of his t-shirt and, working together, they slid it over his head and off onto the floor. When she looked down and saw the resulting view, she wondered whether this was the best present she’d ever unwrapped. Her lover’s sculpted physique was a breathtaking sight, with solid, toned muscle proving that this was truly a man in his prime...and that she was going to enjoy being with him immensely.

She felt like she should say something, but it was hard to form words when confronted with such a sight. “I...nice,” she got out. “You work out?”

“Sometimes,” he said. “You know, if I’m feeling like it. In fact, I’d say I am right now.”

“You are?” asked Leah, before it dawned on her what he was getting at. “I thought – oh, never mind. You know...sometimes workouts are easier with a partner.”

“They sure are,” said Nick, gazing into her eyes. The way he always did that, even when they weren’t saying anything very important, made her weak. “And, you know, I don’t have one very often. Most of the time, I have to go through my routine alone.”

Deciding to play along, she made a face. “That’s lame. It really is. I mean...I don’t work out that often, so I might not be able to keep up with you, but otherwise I might offer to help you out.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” he said. “I don’t go that hard. I will say, though, that I feel like my muscles could really use a specific exercise right now. And I could really use your help...if your offer was genuine.”

“I feel like...I feel like I know what you’re talking about,” said Leah. “A pelvic exercise, right? Most men seem to go for that kind of thing.”

“I guess you really have my number,” said Nick. “That’s exactly what I was thinking! So...unless you have any issues with that…”

“Of course,” she said. “I’d be happy to help...spot you.” With that, she dropped to her knees and put her hands on the hem of his shorts. “I do hope, though, that you’re ready for an intense workout. I’m still not sure I can keep up with you...but I’ll try my best.”

“What more could I ask for?” he said, casually placing a hand on the back of her head. The gesture was so effortlessly confident and gently dominant that she had to resist the urge to just madly fall on him right at that moment.

Still, though, she had to get started somehow. Leah had imagined getting a blowjob many times over the years, and it always started with...well, it never just started with the blowjob. Like, that part was the most important part, but it was always best to start slow, right?

She pulled down the hem of Nick’s shorts, taking his underwear with them. Slowly, his cock revealed itself, and she gulped; it was at least half as thick again as hers. How was she going to take that monster? Not, of course, that she wasn’t eager to try – the raging arousal within her only grew in intensity at the sight of his package. But it was clear that she had her work cut out for her.

Slowly, Leah reached out and ran a finger down her lover’s cock, feeling the veins, the thick, flared head, the slight curve upwards...it really was a beautiful sight. She found her mouth watering as she imagined what would happen over the next few minutes; it seemed that Nick’s pole was awakening something primordial within her, some subconscious desire to go down on a man that she’d never been able to fulfill.

But no longer would she be deprived! Gently, she took Nick’s cock into her hand, beginning to stroke it slowly, gently. As she watched, it throbbed and stiffened even more in a way that she found nearly irresistible. His package really was a work of art.

With her other hand, she cupped her lover’s balls, feeling their weight in her hand. When she played with herself, her balls were always an important part of her pleasure, a way to deepen and intensify the stimulation from her penis, and surely it was the same for Nick. It wasn’t good to be too aggressive, she knew, but she began to massage them, letting them roll between her fingers.

“Fuck,” groaned Nick. “Keep that up. I’ve never been with a girl who remembered the balls.”

“You have to admit I’ve got an advantage there,” said Leah, smiling. It was true; she was still thinking about her imagined ideal blowjob, able to draw on years of fantasy to figure out what to do next. Well, her mouth would be a pretty good next step. Meeting his gaze, she leaned down and licked the tip of his cock, eliciting a long, low groan. This feeling, of being able to pleasure a lover, to have him respond to her every action, was deliciously addictive. She could see how people got hooked on giving blowjobs.

She decided to up the ante and began to run her tongue down his head towards his shaft, following the same path she’d traced with her finger. There was no way his entire cock was going to fit into her mouth, but she desperately wanted to taste the whole thing anyway, and this way she got to do just that. When she got to the end, she came back up the underside of his cock, making eye contact once more, before taking a deep breath and locking her lips over the head of his member.

Leah wasn’t sure where she’d gotten the urge to dive in at that exact moment, but she hadn’t even questioned it; giving this man a blowjob was just the right thing for her to be doing. The feeling of his cockhead in her mouth was incredibly satisfying, its sweet, slightly musky flavor leaving her desperate for more. The way it pulsed slightly, responding to whatever she did, made it feel like a living creature.

As she enjoyed the new sensation, she worked on him with her fingers, still squeezing his balls and now gently pumping the base of his cock as well. Against such a three-pronged assault, he would have to be some kind of machine to hold out for very long.

Of course, she had her own urges to fight; one of them was just to impale herself on Nick’s cock, to shove as much of it in her mouth as she could, as if she was some kind of wild animal. Instead, she began to slowly work more and more of his shaft into her mouth, gently sucking as she did so to give him an extra burst of sensation. He groaned with pleasure, grip on the back of her head growing slightly stronger as he grew more and more aroused.

Eventually, Leah hit rock bottom; there was no way she was getting Nick’s cock past the opening of her throat. It was possible, she knew, to somehow swallow a man’s rod and really make him feel like he was fucking a hot, wet hole, but that was something she’d never tried to do, and she didn’t even know how to get started. Even if she had been a blowjob expert, it really seemed like she was getting the job done as it was; her lover’s breathing was coming fast, shallow, and ragged, and it seemed unlikely that he would be able to hold out for much longer. She wondered if he planned to unload into her mouth. The idea was hot, but she hardly had any way of asking him.

Still, she wanted to give him something to remember her by. She began to bob her head up and down, letting his cock slide in and out of her mouth, rubbing it with her tongue as she worked her most powerful magic on him. Her gaze, locked onto his, made the experience so much better; she could watch his expression contort as his pleasure built, the inevitable orgasm growing closer and closer.

After a minute or so, she fell into a rhythm, pleasuring him almost by instinct. Somehow, it was incredibly sexy to be able to step back from the second-to-second action and enjoy the view of her lover, the feeling of making a handsome man feel good, the knowledge that she was the key to all the arousal and desire written on his face. What was more, she had found a second source of the feeling she craved, the pure instinctual flow she felt when she played the clarinet. This was...addictive.

But it all came to an end when Nick cried out, pushing on Leah’s forehead. “Ho-holy shit! Get off or I’m gonna cum!” When she released his cock, his face contorted and he sucked in breath...but no cum dribbled out of his cock. That was good; she wouldn’t have to wait for round two.

“Did I make you feel good?” she asked innocently, a wicked smile spreading over her face.

“You...did,” he said, catching his breath. “That was really fucking good. But, uh...well, I feel like I should let you pick what to do next, right? I mean, it’s kind of your turn now.”

“Well, I might have something in mind,” said Leah, standing up. “I’ve never done this before...but, um, there’s something I’ve always wanted to try.”

“Oh really?” asked Nick. “I’m listening.”

“Um, I…” she found herself trailing off. It was ridiculous to be shy now, but sucking him off hadn’t really required her to ask for anything; it had just been doing what her lover wanted. Now, though, she had to put words to her own desires. “Well, I’ve always had this fantasy where...where a guy really rails me.” It was true; she kept a couple of dildos in a box under her bed and used them religiously whenever her roommate was gone. They never quite scratched the itch she felt, though; maybe it was their lifelessness, or the fact that her arm got tired so quickly, but...she needed a real cock.

“That’s it?” asked Nick. “I think I can...provide that.”

Leah laughed. “I guess it’s not that crazy when I say it out loud. I mean, you probably had something similar in mind.”

“What? No!” he said, feigning indignation. “How dare you accuse me of being so dirty-minded? All I wanted to do was hold hands.”

She punched him lightly on the shoulder. “Shut the hell up and put that fat cock to work. Fuck my brains out.”

“Listen to you, not even saying please,” he said, kicking off his shorts. “Well, I think we can work something out.” As she watched, he rummaged through one of his desk drawers, pulling out a condom and a bottle of lube. “Don’t ask me why I have this.”

“I won’t,” she said, “but you must have some fun lunch breaks.”

“I’m not going to deny that sometimes I lock the door and have a little fun,” said Nick, slipping on the condom, “but you know better than anyone that it’s not just limited to lunch breaks. Hell, I’m supposed to be in a meeting right now.”

“I’m not going to tell anyone,” said Leah, “as long as you promise to make this a fucking I’ll remember forever. Deal?”

“Wow, you really have me over a barrel here,” he said as he got lubed up. “I guess there’s nothing I can do but agree to that.”

“I’m glad we could find a compromise,” she said, bending over the desk. “Now come on...take me!”

“Say no more,” he said, placing a hand on each of her shoulders. “You’re going to want to breathe out as I start to push in.” She was about to laugh him off; months of dedicated, if sporadic, anal training had rendered her able to easily take even her larger dildo. But then he placed his cock at the opening of her anus; she could feel that it was bigger than anything she’d ever taken. When he started to push in, she had to take his advice and breathe out as pain flared up around her asshole.

Still, she knew that the head was always the hardest part to take in, and, while it wasn’t easy, she was managing it bit by bit. The pain was greatest when the base of his cockhead was pushing past the rim of her asshole, and she had to bite her lip to stop from crying out. Would she really manage to make it fit?

Just when she was worrying that it wouldn’t work out, the rest of his cockhead slipped in, and she breathed out in relief as his slightly-narrower shaft began to slide into her. Now that the most painful part was over, she even felt a tiny bit of pleasure coming from the sensation of penetration; being stretched always felt nice.

As the last of her lover’s shaft pushed into her, she realized that she was really doing it, that she was really having sex with a man. For some reason, the magnitude of the moment hadn’t really dawned on her until that moment, but...this was the moment she’d been waiting for for years now, wasn’t it? It was shaping up to be everything she’d hoped for and more. She broke into a smile, then a grimace as a particularly fat vein passed into her asshole. There would be time to reflect later; right now, she could only focus on the fucking.

Finally, Nick’s pelvis slapped against Leah’s asscheeks; he had gone as far as he could, and she had taken his whole cock. She realized that she’d been grabbing handfuls of the papers on the desk, crumpling them into tiny wads in an attempt to brace herself against the pain. Sheepishly, hoping he hadn’t noticed, she grabbed the sides of the desk instead. The moment was too intense to remember little things like that, so intense that nothing could possibly top it.

Or at least she’d thought that...until he started thrusting. Anything she’d felt before that moment, any kind of sexual pleasure or sensation, paled in comparison to the experience of having her ass reamed by a big, powerful man. Her lover’s thick cock sent shockwaves through her every time he thrust it in, triggering another burst of pleasure every time he hit the magical spot deep inside of her that she’d struggled even to reach with dildos in the past.

Everything faded away as Nick pounded into Leah. Time, reality; these things were still there, still present, but just...less important, paling in comparison to the sensations emanating through her body. She was gasping, moaning, begging for him to fuck her harder, to make her feel even better, but she was aware of all of that only in an academic sense. Really, the only thing in the world that could really draw her attention was Nick’s cock and the way that it made her feel.

A heat was building inside her now, a deep, fiery heat that threatened to overwhelm her. With each thrust, it flared higher, and she knew that she was surging towards orgasm, surging towards a climax that she knew would be almost unimaginably intense. She couldn’t wait, and she knew that she was screaming for her lover to screw her just that little bit harder, to send her over the edge. Almost there…

And then – maybe it was some particularly wild thrust of his, or maybe it was just the sensations inside of her finally boiling over – she was there. Her limbs twitched, and she fell forwards onto the desk, insides vibrating with utter bliss. Waves of ecstasy slammed through her, terrifyingly intense as she gritted her teeth and rode the biggest orgasm of her life. Maybe Nick was a terrible orchestra teacher...but damn, did he know what he was doing in bed.

As she came down, as the pleasure drained away and she regained her breath with gasps of cold office air, she realized that Nick had cum too. The condom in her ass was full of warm jizz, and he was groaning with satisfaction as he slowly began to pull out.

“Fuck,” said Leah. “That was...fuck.”

“That was fucking good,” said Nick. “Like...damn.” He pulled the last of his cock out and tossed the condom into the office trash. “I’ve never done it with a student before, and, well, to be honest, I’m not proud of what I just did. But you made it worth it for me.”

“The pleasure was all mine,” said Leah, smiling. “I’ve been dreaming of a fuck like that for a long time, and you finally gave it to me.” She grabbed a box of tissues off the desk and got cleaned up before beginning to pull her clothes back on; Nick followed suit.

“Honestly, I could say the same,” he said. “Well, uh...I really should be getting to that meeting. It’s an arts department thing, so it’s, like, pretty obvious that I’m not there.”

“Fine, fine,” she said. “I also have some homework to do. But...promise me we’ll do this again.”

“Definitely,” said Nick. They both left the office, heading in opposite directions down the hall. As Leah walked away, clutching the antique leather folder, she smiled; Orchestra class had been a lot better than usual today. Even though she would be going on to other places, a piece of her heart – and whatever part of her brain it was that told her to get horny – would always remain in Nick’s office back here at West Hampton.

As far as mornings went, this one had definitely hit the right notes.


New Year, New Bimbo

Go to a liberal arts school, they’d said. You’ll meet more people outside your major. You’ll have great conversations! Well, they hadn’t been lying, except about the last part. Kate’s Biochemistry class would have been filled with other biochem nerds at UCLA, but at Roberts University, the safety school she’d reluctantly decided to attend as a last resort, it seemed to be full of people mainly interested in studying the effects of cannabis on the human mind. After hours, she worked with a few others as a research assistant to the professor, but even then, not everyone was fully committed to the science track.

Kate just wasn’t interested in people who weren’t interested in school. She herself had little time for anything else; without a prestigious degree, she would have to work much harder than her peers to score top positions at big universities and labs. That meant finding connections, and that meant spending every waking moment (or, at least, every moment not spent in class or doing homework) searching for internships and career opportunities on LinkedIn.

That was why it stung so much that she had to work with Luke McKenzie on their research project. The biochemistry professor was doing a study on human cell division with four main components and needed background research and control experiments performed for each; since eight students had signed up to help, they had been paired off randomly, and Kate had ended up with Luke.

It wasn’t just that Luke wasn’t focused on school, or that he made endless jokes about “blazing” after he finished his work, or that he would clearly rather chat with Vanessa, the hottest girl in the group, than get his research done. It was just the way he carried himself, the person he was. Luke took up so much space in any room that Kate always ended up feeling small.

Kate feeling small wasn’t unusual, even on a good day. Her body was unremarkable, her face plain, and the most eye-catching aspect of her appearance, her not-unattractive dirty blonde hair, was perpetually tied up in a bun or a braid to avoid drawing any attention to the rest of her look. That, combined with her shyness and general insecurity about anything except her work, made it hard for her to branch out, make friends, or even just ignore Luke’s teasing comments.

Things could have been much worse, of course. Kate was at a decent college, with decent opportunities and a decent shot at doing well for herself. Sure, sometimes getting up in the morning could be hard, but...why worry about that? There were more important things to focus on.

* * *

Kate had been home for winter break for a week or so, and Christmas had come and gone, when she got a text from Luke. Hey, you live in LA, right?

Right in Dos Hermanos, she responded. By school. That had been part of the reason she’d chosen Roberts; there were no travel expenses, and she could, if she chose, do her laundry at home on the weekends.

Cool, shot back Luke. I’m downtown. I have something to show you related to the research project - you good to meet at the biochem lab?

What kind of thing? asked Kate. She was trying to sound friendly enough, but she had almost no patience for Luke and his nonsense. For all she knew, this was some kind of elaborate prank.

It’s easier to explain in person, said Luke, but basically it has to do with human cell division and stuff. We’re studying that for the project, aren’t we? I swear this isn’t a prank, like that time with the M&Ms, or that other time with the condom balloons. I have an actual thing to show you that will actually help with our research project.

Really? Kate was embittered by her previous experiences with Luke, but she also knew that she was gullible and extremely trusting. Even though it was probably a bad idea to go and meet him, if he was really shaping up and taking the project seriously...well, that was something to encourage.

Yes, he insisted. It really is legit. I have some stuff to do over the next couple of days, but why don’t we get together on the 31st? At, like, 3?

Okay, fine, said Kate. But don’t make me regret this. Why he wanted to meet on New Year’s Eve was anyone’s guess, but if it was a prank, she’d probably be in and out in five minutes and could then head right back home. Besides, he’d be pranking himself more than anyone; even with the traffic lighter than normal around New Year’s, Roberts University was still an hour and a half round trip from downtown LA.

Oh, well. She wasn’t quite sure what she’d signed up for, but it wasn’t as if she really had anything else going on. And staring at LinkedIn all day...well, she never would have admitted it to anyone else, but it got kind of boring sometimes.

* * *

At 3:03 PM on New Year’s Eve, Kate was standing in the biochemistry lab, waiting impatiently. Of course Luke was late. As she’d been getting ready to go, it had dawned on her that maybe the whole thing was an elaborate ding-dong-ditch to get her to come to school for no reason...but then why had he just sent her a text saying he was almost there? Maybe it was just traffic; who knew?

A few minutes later, Luke burst into the room wearing a backwards baseball hat and his trademark shit-eating grin. “‘Sup, Kate?” he said, raising a hand in greeting.

“H-hey,” said Kate. For some reason, being around Luke made her even shyer than normal. She hated him, of course, but the effect he had on her was...well, it was hard to explain, at the very least.

He hefted a duffel bag he was carrying. “I have the goods right here. Have you ever heard of ANVK? It’s a German biotech company.”

“I’ve looked at doing an internship there,” said Kate. In fact, she’d spent months stalking the company online, trying to find ways to get them to notice her applications, but with no dice. How did Luke know about it, though?

“Oh, you have?” he said. “Cool. Yeah, so my dad works there, and he let me mess around with some of their stuff, and I hacked this together. It’s, like, a really cool research tool, or at least it’s supposed to be. The idea is that it makes it possible to study living cells that are still part of a human body, but I changed some stuff up so that it would be easier to use. I thought we could, like, try it out. Maybe the professor would want to use it or something.” Setting the duffel bag down on a workbench, he began to take out machine parts and lab equipment, setting up an elaborate device.

Watching him work, Kate seethed with jealousy. Luke’s dad worked at ANVK? That meant he probably had a comfortable ride to a place at the company. Meanwhile, she was grasping at straws, trying to find almost any lead. How was that fair?

She forgot her anger for a moment when he stepped back and revealed the finished machine. It looked like something her own homemade-electronics-obsessed father would have produced, but probably more practical. “So, um, what exactly does it do?”

“Well, the, like, subject puts their hands on the machine at these two contacts here,” he pointed to a couple of exposed metal nubs, “and then they get...scanned. That output is here.” He gestured to a small screen that looked like it had been very cheap at an electronics store. “I was thinking that you could be the first, uh, test subject. I didn’t know what I was doing, so this is all pretty hacked together right now, and I don’t think it’s, like, that easy to use. Since I know how, I should do it.”

“Um, I mean…” Kate felt uneasy about the whole process, but it was hard to describe why, exactly. Sure, Luke wasn’t the best student, nor was he very helpful when they were doing research, but he wasn’t untrustworthy, except when he was trying to trick her into getting pranked, and this didn’t feel like that. Still, she just couldn’t clear her mind of doubts. “Uh, your description of what it does was kinda...vague. I don’t know if it’s going to be safe.”

“Oh, it’s safe,” said Luke. “There’s no dangerous radiation or harmful chemicals or whatever. What’s the worst that could happen here, really?”

“I’m really not sure,” said Kate. “I guess there’s...nothing I’m really particularly worried about, but it’s kind of a black box to me. It might malfunction. I’m not saying I don’t trust you, but you’re not at the head of a team of professionals like if you worked at a company that did this.”

“Listen,” said Luke. “Nothing is gonna go wrong. Even the voltage going through this thing is low. The worst possible outcome is that a part falls off and hits your foot or something. I don’t think anything will happen, ‘cause I probably hooked up some of the cables wrong or something. You’re in no danger here.”

Kate sighed. She still wasn’t sure that the contraption was safe, but Luke was telling her it was, and...even though she didn’t like him, there was a part of her that wanted to do what he wanted so that she could...impress him.

Really? Ew! Shuddering, she walked over to the machine. “Okay, fine. I’ll do it. I just...touch the contacts?”

“Sure thing,” said Luke. “I promise nothing bad is gonna happen. I really do.” He headed over to the screen and began turning dials and flipping switches.

Gingerly, Kate reached out and touched a finger to each of the contacts. For a moment, nothing happened, and then Luke pressed a button. “Get ready.”

“For wh-” Kate’s words were cut off by a bizarre feeling that slowly began to come over her. There was a tingling, emanating from her fingers, that quickly spread through her entire body, rendering her unable to move, to speak, even to think. It was strange, though; she couldn’t panic either. In fact, she barely felt anything at all. Bemused, she could only wait for the bizarre experience to be over.

Out of the corner of her eye, she could just see Luke in front of the control panels, frantically making adjustments. His expression was one of intense concentration; idly, she wondered whether that was because things were working as intended, or because they weren’t.

Time passed slowly, but also quickly, and before Kate knew what was going on, the buzzing stopped and she nearly fell over backwards. Then she felt Luke’s hands on her, supporting her, propping her up, and she knew she would be OK. “What did...what did it…” She couldn’t form a complete sentence, but she wanted to know what had happened.

“It’s cool,” said Luke. “Everything went like it was supposed to. Here, have a seat.” He lifted her up and placed her gently on one of the lab benches. “Feeling okay?”

“Um...I guess?” Truthfully, Kate didn’t know the answer to that question. She wasn’t in pain, but she didn’t feel normal either.

“The, uh, scanning process can feel a little funny for some people,” said Luke. “I should have warned you.”

“No, it’s okay,” said Kate. She wasn’t mad at Luke, not really. She couldn’t be, not when she felt so...strange. The feeling of bemusement from when she’d been touching the contacts hadn’t gone away, but her body was also behaving unusually. She felt like her muscles were being stretched, kneaded, and that parts of her were being pushed and pulled in different directions. It was all very strange. Was the machine really supposed to do this?

“Okay, really,” Luke was saying, “are you actually feeling all right? You look a little weird right now. I’m wondering if I should, like, call for help.”

“I’m...I’m fine.” The words had clearly passed through Kate’s lips, but she didn’t remember saying them. Everything was hazy and undefined, painful and strange, and before she knew it, the world had gone dark.

* * *

“...Kate…”

“...Open your eyes…”

“Open your eyes! Jesus, please open your eyes. This can’t be happening!”

Kate became aware that someone was talking to her. Was it...Luke? How long had she been unconscious for? Her eyelids fluttered, admitting a bit of light, and then she managed to get her eyes all the way open, revealing a view of mostly Luke’s face. Apparently, he was standing over her, shaking her. “Unh?”

“Oh, thank fuck. I really don’t know what the machine did to you, but, like, I’m so fucking sorry. I never meant for it to, like, hurt anyone or anything.”

“No, no…” Kate felt the strange drowsiness leaving her head, and her body felt much better than it had before. “No, I’m, um, okay now. Really!” Reaching back behind her, she propped herself up on her arms. “I feel a lot better. How long was I out?”

“It’s good that you’re feeling better,” said Luke. “You were under for, I don’t know, two minutes? I was going to call 911, but...um, well...this is sort of linked to the other thing that was happening, but I wasn’t sure what to tell them.”

“What...what to tell them? Like...what do you mean?” Though she felt better, Kate’s brain wasn’t back to the way it had been. Thinking was...harder, somehow. There was a kind of haze over everything. It didn’t feel bad, though. In fact, she felt strangely...contented.

“I’m not sure if...well, I should show you, I guess. But get ready for a shock. I’m...shit, I’m really sorry about this, I really am. I don’t know what happened.” Pulling out his phone, Luke turned on the selfie camera and turned the screen towards Kate.

The creature staring back from the LED screen was almost unrecognizable. Kate could identify her nose and the shape of her cheekbones...but besides that, almost everything was different. Her hair had lightened to a lustrous platinum blonde, and now it flowed in a voluminous mane nearly down to her butt. Her eyebrows suddenly arched appealingly, and her lips were just shy of a botox-induced fatness. She looked like a model, but...maybe not a model who would pose with clothes on.

Looking down, she saw that her body, too, had changed. Where once she’d had the straight, barely-curved shape of a young boy rather than a 20-year-old girl, she now would probably qualify to be the picture in the dictionary under “hourglass;” her hips had gotten wider, her tits had grown several cup sizes bigger, and her ass had absolutely ballooned. Her jeans felt a little bit insufficient to cover her new form, and a coolness she could feel in the seat of her pants made her wonder whether the fabric had already given way slightly.

Oddly, though, she really couldn’t feel angry or upset about what had happened. Forgetting Luke’s presence, she gave one of her new tits a squeeze; the soft flesh yielded under her fingers, and she luxuriated in the new curves that her body sported. Even if everything had happened by accident, even if Luke had made some terrible mistake and somehow built a machine that would transform her into this, she was happy with her new shape.

She looked at her lab partner. “Oh, you don’t have to be sorry, Luke. Like, I love it.”

“Uh...what?” Luke gazed back, a blank expression on his face. “You...love it?”

“Of course!” Kate felt so much happier now than she had before, and her body was a perfect expression of that new frame of mind. Gone was her frumpy look and stressful life. Now...now she was going to have fun.

“Shit,” said Luke. “Well, like, that’s good and all, but...what am I gonna tell the professor? What’s your family gonna do?”

“You don’t need to, like, worry about that,” said Kate, hopping down off the lab bench. Her jeans and sweater might have been a little too small, but they looked a lot better now than they had on her old body, and she had a strange urge to show Luke a more flattering angle. “I’ll, like, explain everything to them. You can relax and stuff.”

“You...kinda sound different, also,” said Luke. “Is your...head feeling okay?”

Now that she thought about it, Kate realized that things were a little different. The haze was obviously still there, and she felt a lot better...but more stuff had changed than just that. For one thing, she had a much stronger appreciation for the male form now than before. Before, Luke had been cute, if annoying; now he was nearly irresistible, and she realized that, with them together in this private space, there would never be a better opportunity for her to make a move. “No, don’t, like, worry about it!” She giggled. “It’s all okay, really. In fact, I think your machine thing did a really good job on me.”

“Um...I...well, I appreciate you saying that, but this really wasn’t what it was supposed to do,” said Luke. “Look, I’ll be honest. I did tweak some settings. I thought it might be funny if I boosted your libido, because the machine does also have gene-editing capabilities...but I only did it by like five percent. I was wrong to do that...but it wasn’t supposed to be like this!”

“My lib-libby-doo?” Kate giggled again. “I don’t know what that, like, means. But you do, because you’re so smart.” Her attempt at flirting was heavy-handed, but she could sense that it wouldn’t take too much to break down Luke’s resistance. He was already intimidated by the specimen of femininity in front of him; all she had to do was signal that she wanted him as much as he did her.

“No, that’s not…” Luke sighed. “God, I...really, really messed you up, didn’t I? This is all my fault. At least no court could convict me of...this.”

“Oh, Luke, you didn’t mess me up!” Kate smiled. “I said before, I really think I’m better now than before. In fact...I think I should thank you for this.”

“Woah, what?” Luke recoiled, but then paused. “Well...fuck, I’m a bastard for doing this, aren’t I?”

“Like, you don’t need to worry about a thing,” said Kate. “I promise you have my consent.” Stepping towards him, she took his hand. “Just, like, relax and enjoy, right?”

“Fucking Christ,” said Luke. “Just stop talking. You’re so unconvincing that you’re making me feel worse.” Stepping forwards, he pressed his lips onto hers.

Kate’s insides swirled with passion and excitement at the sensation of being kissed. Though there had once been a time when she had been less than excited about romance and boys, and she suspected that that time had been approximately ten minutes before, now she felt like she was fulfilling her God-given purpose in the world. How had she gone so long without finally kissing someone?

But Luke clearly had a little more in mind than that. She felt his hand on her breasts, and then he was squeezing, kneading. The feeling of having someone so turned on by a part of her body...it was both completely novel and extremely addictive. Kate moaned into the kiss, and she felt Luke shudder in return; it was a virtuous cycle of arousal.

Still, while she was more than okay with him copping a feel, surely she would be within her rights to do the same. Tracing a hand down his muscular torso, she soon found his stiffening package, massaging it gently and helping it rise to attention. Never before had she even flirted with a boy, and now she would be going all the way. Funny how life worked out like that, right?

Kate realized that Luke was pulling at her sweater, starting to work it up and over her head; she broke away from the kiss and eagerly helped him along, yanking the garment out of the way and tossing it to the side. She hadn’t worn a bra, since her breasts had been so small, and the sweater so thick, that she’d known she wouldn’t need one, but now things were very different. She took a moment just to admire her new shape, her massive new...well, describing them as breasts wasn’t going to cut it anymore, would it? These were tits.

Better yet, she could tell that Luke was practically as into them as she was. His gaze was fixed on them, and the moment her sweater was completely out of the way, his hands returned to groping at them, sliding her soft skin between his fingers. He was probably in frat-boy heaven right now, wasn’t he?

But Kate was hungry too, and it wasn’t enough that Luke liked her new tits; she needed to see what he looked like under his t-shirt and jeans. Together, they got undressed the rest of the way, tossing clothes left and right in their manic, arousal-fueled quest to reach orgasm. She wasn’t disappointed, though; her lab partner really was a sight to be seen in the nude. Apparently he spent the time he was supposed to spend on research lifting weights or something. Though she would once have been angry about that, she wasn’t anymore; even though that lack of focus made their science project or whatever harder to finish, it also made him a sexy beast, and she was going to need that energy from him when he took her. Not if, when. The new her could still be ambitious, right?

“Fuck, I…” Luke said, hands on Kate’s tits once again, “give me a minute with these, would you? They’re just so fucking hot that I…” He didn’t need to finish the thought; his cock was rock-hard now, and it twitched whenever he got to touch his lover’s mounds of boobflesh. It was kind of cute, honestly.

“Like, I’m all yours,” said Kate, smiling. “Go ahead, babe.”

At that, Luke abandoned all pretense of hesitation and threw himself onto his lover. Soon, his mouth locked onto her right nipple, sucking gently while he kneaded her tits even more eagerly than before. The sensation from his ministrations, from having her body worshipped so fanatically, was hot nearly beyond belief, and she felt pleasure flowing into a kind of battery within her, from which, if all went well, it would be released sooner rather than later. She couldn’t yet imagine how good that would feel, but she had confidence that Luke could bring her there.

Kate was in no rush, though. She relaxed, luxuriating in the feelings of sexiness and desirability that her partner was giving her. Now that she had the power that being beautiful could provide, she wanted to simply savor it. As she sighed contentedly, Luke switched nipples, taking the one on the left into his mouth and massaging her right breast instead. This man knew how to service a woman, that was clear enough.

After another few minutes, Kate was finding it harder and harder to restrain herself. It was great that he was enjoying himself, and she was too – but that hard rod between his legs clearly needed attention, and she wanted to know what it would look like up close, feel like, taste like. “Fuck, babe,” she said, “this is great, but...do you mind if I taste your cock?” A small part of her, the part that wasn’t fully reconciled to her new way of being, recoiled at her brazenness, but she was long past caring about that.

“Mmmh?” Luke looked up, her nipple still in his mouth and a dreamy expression on his face. Quickly, he got back to reality. “Oh...oh fuck, of course! Normally I have to ask the girl, not the other way around.”

“Well,” Kate said, sliding off the table and then getting down onto her knees in front of her lover, “I guess I’m different, huh?”

“Yeah, different, I guess,” said Luke. “I don’t know. This has already been...all the other times I’ve had sex have ended up being pretty awkward, partly because the booze starts to wear off midway through. But this...this is different.”

“Mmm,” said Kate, only half-listening. Instead, she was staring at his cock, which was now pointing directly at her face. Lifting a hand, she gently stroked it, feeling the way the spongy tissue gave just slightly at her touch, the way that rock-hard veins curled through the whole organ. It was unlike anything she’d ever seen, and she found herself acting almost on instinct, leaning towards it and following her finger with her tongue, tracing a line down his thick shaft. The taste was musky, a little bit sweet, and incredibly, incredibly arousing.

With her free hand, she reached up and cupped his balls, rolling them between her fingers. Though she knew from what little she’d read online about blowjobs that the balls were more of a sideshow than a main event, she found them almost more arousing than his cock. They were big, meaty, and, she knew, just full of sperm waiting to be coaxed out. Though of course she’d be focusing on his rod, she didn’t want to neglect his other equipment either.

Taking the head of his penis into her mouth, she swirled her tongue around it, giving herself time to get a feel for it before going any further. He sighed in pleasure, and she knew she had carte blanche to take all the time that she needed; if it felt this good for him, surely he wouldn’t object to her taking a little longer to get him fully ready for whatever came next.

Kate decided that Luke would have to wait. After all, patience was a virtue, right? She began to take more of his cock into her mouth at an utterly glacial pace, less than an inch every ten seconds, slowly massaging his balls at the same time. His breathing quickened, and she could tell that he was growing more aroused and probably more desperate with every passing second. Well, good. Let him.

At last, she reached the base of his shaft, practically kissing his pelvis. Luckily, he wasn’t so long that she had to deepthroat him, which was good because she had no idea how one was supposed to go about that. Instead, she began to gently bob up and down, not fast enough to fully satisfy his desires, but fast enough to give him a little more stimulation than before. After being so patient, he deserved it.

She felt herself getting hot. Having him play with her breasts had been wonderful, but this feeling, of servicing a man, of focusing completely on his pleasure, was something new. Browsing LinkedIn didn’t give her that feeling. Applying to internships didn’t either. No, it was a feeling she’d been missing all her life...and now that she was finally experiencing it, she never wanted to let it go.

Luke’s cock slid in and out of her mouth, to the opening of her throat and back, and each time he seemed just a little bit more desperate to get off. He began thrusting in time with the motions of her mouth, stuffing more and more of himself into her. His rod twitched, and she could tell that he was getting very close indeed to orgasm. In fact, he was probably on the very brink...

So she stopped. Taking her mouth off his cock, she smiled up at him. “Enjoying yourself, big boy?”

“Fuck!” Luke was breathing heavily, and his cock was harder than Kate had thought possible. “Man, why’d you stop?”

“I know men,” said Kate. “If you cum, it’ll be, like, fifteen minutes before you’re ready to go again. I’m not waiting fifteen minutes. Not when you could just take me right now.”

“Good point,” said Luke, going over to his jeans and pulling a condom out of one of his pockets. “How do you want to…”

“I want to get up on one of these, like, lab benches,” said Kate, “and I want you to fuck me while I look you in the eyes. Like, unless you had other ideas.”

“You have a dirty fucking mind,” said Luke, “and I think that that’s a holdover from before. You had some suppressed urges under that career-focused persona, didn’t you?”

“I don’t, like, know what you’re talking about,” said Kate, hopping up on a lab bench and spreading her legs. Really, it was the truth. She’d had more than her fair share of dreams about boys, and though she had never before acted on any of her urges, they had never left her alone. Giving in was incredibly liberating.

“I think you do,” said Luke. “Luckily for you, though, you’re just about to satisfy those urges. Ready?” Placing a hand on each of her thighs, he lined up his cock with the opening of her pussy and touched the head to her vagina. The sensation was electric; Kate was really about to be fucked by a hot guy, really about to have her pussy stretched open for the first time in her life.

“Urges or no urges,” said Kate, wrapping her arms around her lover, “I need your cock inside me. So, like, come on – do me, baby.”

“Mmmm,” said Luke, “when you put it like that...well, fuck, what am I supposed to say?” Thrusting his pelvis forward, he slid the head of his cock into Kate’s pussy. Initially, it was painful for her. She had never been stretched nearly so wide, having used only a single exploratory finger in the past, and her muscles needed a few moments to get used to the much larger object now entering her. She cried out and grabbed on harder, hoping that the stinging would begin to ebb.

Luckily, it soon did. As more of Luke’s tool pushed inside of her, the head, which was the thickest part, stopped being what was stretching her pussy opening, and the slightly thinner shaft slid inside much more easily. Now that her depths were being plumbed, the pain gave way, to be slowly replaced by pleasure. She moaned softly; never before had she felt this way.

Finally, Luke’s pelvis came to a rest against Kate’s. He was fully inside her now, stretching the entire length of her pussy, sending electric pleasure to the battery deep in her core, a battery which was now charging rapidly. She wanted nothing more now than for him to slam into her, to pound the daylights out of her, to take her savagely. “Come on,” she whispered. “Fuck me hard.”

Luke was only too happy to cooperate. Kate might have asked for it, but she still cried out in surprise when he pulled his cock almost all the way out and thrust it back in. The act sent a burst of sensation echoing through her body. As he did it again and again, she realized that this was just what sex felt like, that it really was this good, and that...that she could have it every day, all the time, if only she went out to go find it. She looked into her lover’s eyes and let out a moan; this was real life, but it was better than any dream she’d ever had.

Each thrust of his cock sent electricity arcing to her central battery, charging it a little more each time. She had never reached orgasm before, didn’t know even vaguely what it felt like, but if it was better than sex...well, it was going to be damn good, and she couldn’t wait to experience it. She tried to push back on her lover’s cock, tried to make it go even deeper. She’d been patient long enough; now it was time to feel good.

It seemed like Luke was also getting close. He had been almost there when Kate had stopped sucking him off, so it wouldn’t take much now to make him shoot his load. His breathing was faster than before, and his face was a grimace of concentration and pleasure, each of his thrusts representing the fulfillment of pure, animalistic instinct. It was incredibly hot watching him, and she wondered what his orgasm would feel like for her. Would it be as hot as she imagined?

Kate was about to find out. With a groan, Luke began slamming into her faster than ever, and then she felt his hot cum filling the condom. The sensation was incredibly sexy; he was thrusting wildly, trying to squeeze every drop of pleasure he could out of her, and she was totally subject to his visceral desires. The battery within her was charged now, energy crackling through her whole body, and she clutched her lover’s body, holding him close –

And then she was there. A wave of mind-numbing pleasure exploded through her whole body, electricity shooting through every limb. She moaned, gasped, trembled, completely unable to control her body. In a way, it wasn’t so different from the sensation the machine had given her, just as otherworldly, just as disorientating – it was just that this time it was incredibly pleasurable as well. For several seconds, she was utterly overcome with ecstasy.

Then, slowly, Kate began to come down. Her limbs still buzzed with sensation, but less and less with every passing second, and she panted, trying to catch her breath once more. Luke pulled out of her, finished now with his orgasm, and tossed the condom in the trash. For a few moments, neither said anything, both trying to process what had just happened.

At last, Kate could take the silence no longer. “Fuck, baby, that was, like, so fucking good…”

“Almost good enough that I don’t feel bad about what I did,” said Luke, pulling on his clothes.

“You keep saying that, but, like…” Kate paused. “You don’t have to worry about it. I was, like, so unhappy before. I was so worried about things I couldn’t control. But now, like, I can focus on what really matters, right? Getting dick.” As she got dressed once more, she realized how poorly her clothes fit her new body. Her sweater was okay, though it was now more of a high-waisted look, but her jeans were incredibly hard to get on, and the fact that she didn’t have a bra...it might have been fine before, but certainly not now.

“That’s...one way to think about things, I guess,” said Luke. “Well, hey, we should do this again sometime. You already have my number.”

“Ooh, I do, don’t I?” said Kate. “Well...we should probably, like, get out of here. Who knows if security comes through or something?”

“Good point,” said Luke. “I’ll deal with packing up the machine. You can go...just, like, text me.”

“Sure thing,” said Kate. Turning, she headed out through the lab doors and out of the Science building. Though it was a cool winter day, the sky was beautifully clear. She felt happy enough to break out into song. Sure, things might not have happened like she’d expected...but they had gone very well indeed. And one thing was for sure: This coming year was going to be one to remember.


Sign up for updates!







Want to hear more about what Alyssa's up to? Sign up for her mailing list here: 




http://eepurl.com/hoh3D5

 

And follow her on Twitter here: 




https://twitter.com/AWillsWrites





About The Author

Alyssa Wills

[image: ]

Alyssa Wills is a reader, writer, and annoying trans bitch. She's much louder and more outgoing on Twitter than in real life. You can find her there @awillswrites.


Books By This Author

Five Sissy Shorts
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