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Too Hard to Wait

Sneaking Around With My Femboy Neighbor

Book Four

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


I was expecting to wake up with Katie in my arms. After all, we fell asleep that way. Or, if we weren’t still holding each other, I expected to wake up with her in my bed at least, still semi-dressed as a French Maid. 

Instead, I woke up alone with a dull, empty ache in my balls, an immediate reminder of the night Katie and I shared together. I must have been exhausted from the sex we had, because not only did I sleep straight through the night, but I also never heard her get up, and I never heard my alarm on my phone, though I had clearly turned it off an hour earlier. 

It was Monday morning, I stayed up late having passionate sex with Katie for the third time, I overslept a little, and I had about twenty minutes to get dressed and get to Parker Road Elementary School to get to work, and I couldn’t care less. My life was different, and suddenly I wanted nothing more than Katie. 

I lay in bed and listened to the house, smelling unfamiliar and out-of-place girl smells in my bedroom. Lotion. Hair product. Different toothpaste? Someone else’s detergent? 

Katie may have been gone from my bed, but I knew she hadn’t left the house, as I had to step over her suitcase on the floor as I made my way to my closet, throwing a pair of jeans on, grabbing an old shirt, and running my hands through my hair. Fortunately, I wasn’t trying to impress anyone at work, and Katie knew what I did for a living. She hadn’t acted offended that I didn’t “do finance” the way I assumed lots of hot girls would feel. No, she knew I worked with my hands, knew what I could do with them, and still wanted me. 

Katie was in the kitchen when I got down there. I stopped in the doorway, not used to sharing my house with another person, let alone someone like her. She was wearing a sports bra and a pair of hot pink bike shorts that made me want to run my hands all over her ass. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and she was standing at the counter, making what looked like a sandwich. 

“Morning,” I said. “I didn’t hear you get up.”

“Did I wear you out?” she grinned. 

“I think so,” I said. “I overslept. I don’t usually do that.”

She handed me a cup of coffee. 

“Hope it’s not too hot,” she said. 

“It’s perfect,” I said, taking a sip. It was. “Are you…packing me a lunch?” I asked, looking at what she was doing on the counter.

I placed one hand on her ass and left it there. 

“I’m trying to be useful,” she said, nodding, pushing her body back into my hand just enough for me to notice. “I found roast beef in the fridge, so I made you a sandwich. Hope you like it. Also there’s a yogurt, a pickle, and a cheese stick. I don’t know what you normally eat, but it looked like you went shopping recently, so I tried to put two and two together.” 

I remembered my recent shopping trip where I bought loads of stuff I don’t normally eat. I was only trying to distract myself from the thought of a surprise that she had promised me. It cost me a lot of money, but here she was, in my kitchen, actually putting that food to use. 

“This looks great,” I said. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, happily hopping up and down, her ass cheeks jiggling a little as she did it. 

“Careful,” I said. “You do that little dance again and I’ll never make it to work.” 

“And why is that?” she said, placing all of my food in my lunch cooler bag. I immediately had visions of a 1950s housewife filling her husband’s lunch pail as he walked off to work at the factory. 

What factory? It didn’t matter. And my own 1950s housewife was anything but, and would have blown the mind of any 1950s man, and she was mine. 

All mine. 

And I wanted her again, and it was impossible. Maybe if I hadn’t slept in…

“Because you’re going to awaken the monster inside me again if you keep doing that, and I can’t be late or call in this week since we need to finish the job by Friday.”

“I wish you didn’t have to go,” she pouted, but still held my lunch bag out to me. 

“I know,” I said. “I bet we could come up with all kinds of things to do this week.”

I took the bag from her and draped it over one shoulder. 

“Well,” she said as I set my empty coffee mug on the counter. 

She was still pouting. Was she acting? 

“Yeah,” I said. “I need to go.”

“It’s just…”

“What?”

She turned to look at me. She looked sad. “It’s just that…we’ve fucked three times.”

“I know. It’s amazing.”

She shook her head and closed her eyes. “We’ve fucked three times…but we’ve never kissed.” 

Whoa.

She was right. 

Her eyes stayed closed after she said it, and by the time she opened them, she looked even sadder than she did right before she told me. 

She was absolutely right. We had never kissed. 

Was that a problem? No. I knew what to do. I had kissed people before. I knew how to do it. Why hadn’t we done it? Were we so overcome with lust for one another that we skipped the usual slow first steps and went straight for the main event? 

She looked small in my kitchen, despite her tight little shorts. She was avoiding eye contact, darting quick looks at me before looking away again. 

She was waiting for me to say something. 

Or for me to do something. 

So I did it. 

I grabbed her, and pulled her close. She buried her head in my chest and we stood there, perfectly still. 

I put my hand on the back of her head and directed her face towards mine. She looked up at me, seeming even smaller than she was a moment earlier, and I leaned down, pressing our lips together. 

We stood like that, joined at the mouth, for what felt like an hour. She was soft. I could smell her, I could feel her in my arms, and I could taste her. 

Finally. 

Neither of us wanted the kiss to end. I felt myself start to stir in my underwear, knowing I was holding her in my arms and that she was wearing skin-tight clothing just begging to have me run my hands all over her. Eventually, though, we needed to breathe. I pulled my lips away from hers, and waited. 

For what, I don’t know. 

“Oh no,” she said, turning red. 

“What?” I said, not exactly wanting that reaction for our first kiss. 

She looked down between us and I could see a little bulge starting to poke out from her shorts. 

Well, that was better. 

“I guess that did it for you?” I joked.

“I loved it,” she said, looking embarrassed. “Maybe a little too much.” She started to fan herself with one hand and she covered the front of her shorts with her other hand. 

“You know I’ve seen everything already,” I said, reaching down between us to touch it, to just rub it a little and feel her arousal. 

“I know,” she said, backing away slightly so I couldn’t give it a playful touch. “It’s just that now I’m embarrassed for some reason.”

“Don’t be,” I said, pulling her close to me with one hand while she tried to lean her head on my shoulder. She was too short. 

We stood like that, looking maybe like an ordinary couple. Just two lovers, doing their usual ho-hum morning routine where they flirted a little, skipped breakfast because they were up too late fucking, trying to resist one another. 

It was awesome. It was going to be our routine for the whole week, because that’s how long she told her parents she would be away visiting a friend. 

They would have no idea that instead, she was right next door, getting fucked by her neighbor. They’d have no idea how slutty their hot little daughter could be. They wouldn’t know, and I would, and it would be our secret. 

I knew we couldn’t stay like that forever, that I’d need to get to work. 

I didn’t want it to end. I didn’t want her to move, I didn’t want her to lift her head. 

But she did. And I knew I had to go. 

“Have a good day at work, dear,” she laughed.  

We kissed again as I put my hand on the door to leave. “I am going to be thinking about this all day,” I said. “I’ll be thinking about you all day. All my doors will be hung crooked.”

“I like that,” she said, letting me see the outline of her little erection as I backed out the door. “Not the crooked doors part, but the thinking about me part.”

“I hope you’re not too bored here,” I said. “There’s not a whole lot to do.”

“I’ll find something,” she said with a glint in her eye. “You’ll see.”

***

Moments after I pulled into the school parking lot, I had a pretty good idea of what she was going to do with her free time while I was at work. 

My phone chirped as I cut the truck’s engine and I was greeted by a photo of her, down on all fours on my unmade bed, legs spread apart to reveal a rear view of a little pink bulge in her shorts. 

Before I could reply, a second photo arrived. Taken a few seconds later, she was upright, facing away from the camera, lowering her shorts and revealing the purple g-string she must have had on. 

I’d have quit on the spot to go home to that, but I couldn’t. I needed the job, I had a giant credit card bill thanks to all the work I had been doing on my house, and I often worked seasonally; who knew what I would do in the Fall? 

So no, I did not leave to get laid. I texted her back: WOW.

How on earth was I going to keep my hands off that ass that I was staring at on my phone? I wouldn’t be able to. The whole week, it was mine. Not now, not during the work day, but in general, the whole week was play time. 

And I knew what I’d think about all day, and then I knew when I got home that I wouldn’t be able to control myself. I’d open the door, tear her clothes off, and ravish her right there in the kitchen. 

Then again in the lying room. 

Then again in the bedroom, if we even made it all the way upstairs. 

Have a great day at work, she wrote, and sent me a kiss emoji. I put my phone in my pocket, grabbed the lunch she made me, and started walking to the school. 

It was looking like this was our last week on the job. The tile guys were coming in the following week, and the week after that, students would return. We needed to finish three hallways this week, and if we were off-schedule, we’d have to work weekends, and the tile guys would have to do overtime. 

No one wanted to pay overtime, but on-site supervisor Cliff Clarke hated if his crew had to work overtime because it came out of his bonus, so the final week of a job frequently sucked. I knew I’d work hard this week, I knew I’d end up pushing myself, but knowing I’d be going home to Katie all week made the prospect a little more bearable. 

Somewhere between leaving my truck and getting to the wing where I’d be working, Katie sent another picture. Sometime after saying good morning to Cliff, and before I set my bags down in Room 108, Katie sent a picture of her naked body in my shower. 

She was slender, dripping wet, and steam made the photo less clear. But I knew what it would look like if the photo were clearer. I knew her body, knew how it felt, knew how it responded to my touch. I stared at my phone and immediately reignited the passion I felt for her all morning. 

I am going to ravish you later, I wrote. 

My only reply was another photo, this time of her, naked in my bedroom, towel wrapped around her hair, in a pair of satiny red panties, blowing me a kiss. 

God, this day was going to be difficult. I couldn’t get a new sexy photo every five minutes all day, could I? How many outfits did she bring? And could I actually get my work done if I was stopping to scroll through porn that my personal porn star was sending me? 

Of course the answer was no. I was already horny, but I’d be risking my job if I let this get the better of me, however badly I wanted her. 

Gotta get to work. Talk to you soon, I wrote, and I knew what I had to do. I walked right back out to my truck, put my phone in the cup holder, then went back in the building and got to work. 

If you can’t control a temptation, remove the temptation. It would be waiting for me anyway. 

It took a while to find my groove. We had to work solo, which was OK. Rand was down one hallway, I was down another, and Daniel was upstairs. I could hear Rand’s country music playing from his radio down the other hallway. 

I hated country music, but it did allow for my mind to wander. I immediately began picturing Katie in a cowboy hat, or cowboy boots, or an American flag bikini. Something told me I’d become a country music fan if that’s what I got to look at all the time. 

***

At first my mind was in my truck, wondering whether she had sent any more pictures. 

Of course she had, right? She was full of surprises and this was how she planned to entertain herself all day while I was here at work. So there were definitely more photos out there. 

I tried to concentrate on trimming out a classroom door and cut my first piece of trim an inch too short, meaning I’d just screwed up some materials and Cliff would be all over my ass if he found out. 

But who could blame me, really? I was picturing her in all kinds of poses on my bed, taking sexy pictures, knowing it was driving me crazy. I pictured the little bump between her legs that she’d try to hide in her clothing, but I knew what happened to that bump when I touched her. I pictured the way her little nipples would get hard, poking out from her otherwise smooth chest like little pencil erasers. 

I pictured the way her ass jiggled when she jumped up and down after making my lunch. 

I pictured the way she looked when she was cumming all over herself. 

Good God, it was only Monday. 

Focus, Matt. Focus. 

I used the short piece of trim on another door, and soon it was looking like I would be ahead of schedule for the week. And I stayed that way until mid-morning, when I heard Rand clomp his way down the hall, dragging his heels like a caveman. He stopped at the doorway where I was working and stared at me. 

“Matt.” Rand’s jeans were always dirtier than the rest of the crew. Like he needed to prove he was harder working without actually working harder. I could smell his hangover as soon as he walked into the classroom. 

“Rand. What’s up?”

“I believe this is yours,” he said, and handed me my phone. 

“What the–?” I started to say. “Where did you get this?” But I knew where he got it. 

“Your truck,” he said. “I needed to borrow your lighter.”

“And you scrolled through my phone while you did it? I don’t smoke.”

“Yeah, but I wanted a smoke.”

“And you didn’t want to smoke in your truck, so you smoked in mine?”

“Didn’t smoke in yours,” he said. “Just needed a light. Didn’t know if you forgot it, or lost it, or what.” 

“I left it out there for a reason,” I said, taking my phone from him, knowing as soon as he left I’d check to see what was waiting for me. 

“And what reason might that be? Something to do with Katie?” 

Shit. He wouldn’t have gotten into my phone without my passcode or fingerprint, but he would have seen that she was texting because of the notifications. 

Or, worse. He would see what she was texting. 

“No,” I said. “Not Katie.” 

“She seems like a pretty hot dude,” he said. 

I stopped what I was doing. 

Dammit. What did he see? 

“What do you mean, a ‘hot dude’?” I asked, scrolling through the photos in my phone app. 

I wasn’t ashamed of Katie, and wasn’t ashamed of who she was or what I was attracted to, but man, my life would be a whole lot better if Rand Petrovicky didn’t have some gossip in his head that he could use to rally his drunk friends to cause trouble. 

I mentally breathed a sigh of relief as I scrolled through the photos. She kept her pants on in all of them. Rand might have been a dick, but it wasn’t because he caught a glimpse of hers. 

“Flattest chick ever, that’s why,” he said, and spat something onto the floor. 

Class act, that Rand. 

“She’s not flat,” I said, relieved that all I had to answer for was her chest. 

“Looks it to me,” he said. “Flat as a dude. I need ‘em bigger than that, for sure. Nice ass, though. Glad you’re gettin’ laid, buddy.”

He held a fist out, waiting for me to fist bump him in celebration of getting laid. Rand didn’t get laid nearly as much as he let on. 

“I’d like to meet your hot dude sometime,” he said. “We could double date with Kirsten.”

“Who’s Kirsten?” I said, thinking of the pictures I quickly scrolled through that Katie had sent me. One was of her looking out my front window in a black bikini. One was of her in the kitchen in a tiny skirt. One was of her in the bedroom in a little pink thong, from behind. 

I wanted to look at the pictures again. I didn’t care who Kirsten was. 

“Kirsten is all woman,” he said, grabbing onto his beer belly and giving it a shake, like that had anything to do with being a woman. “Huge tits, too. Not like yours.” 

“Oh, please.” 

“Swear to god,” he said, reaching into his pocket for his phone. He pulled it out and started scrolling. “You’ll see. Ain’t no flat-chested bitches in my phone, that’s for damn sure.” 

We heard some drilling in one of the other wings as we stood there. Finally Rand grunted and handed me his phone. 

I laughed as soon as I saw the photo.

“What?” Rand said. “Her tits are huge.”

“Rand,” I said, shaking my head, “if you’re going to screencap a photo you found online, at least make sure to crop out the OnlyFans logo in the corner.”

“It’s not an OnlyFans photo,” he said, snatching the phone back. 

“Yes it was,” I said. “You left part of the O from the logo in the corner, and whoever this is has her @ watermarked at the bottom there, right along her leg.” 

“Fuck you,” he said, looking at the photo. “She sent this to me.” 

“That might be true,” I said, “but you either paid for it because you’re a subscriber and she sends these to anyone who pays, or else it’s some dude texting you photos trying to scam you out of money.” 

That shut him up. 

Rand put his phone back in his pocket and grumbled a “fuck off” at me as he walked back down to his hallway. 

I didn’t hear country music the rest of the day. 

***

Just sitting down to my gourmet lunch, I wrote her around noon. Can’t wait to taste you later. 

I wasn’t sure what I meant by that. I pictured kissing her again, feeling her soft, wet lips against mine. I pictured her wrapping those lips around my cock, the one that I had felt trying to spring to life in my jeans all day. 

The one I wanted to ravage her with while I ran my hands all over her thighs, her back, and her chest. 

I could picture what her skin felt like beneath my rough hands. The hands that were covered with drywall dust, sawdust, and construction adhesive. The hands that I knew were strong, and that could outwork anyone on the crew, even on my off days. And I had the house to prove it. 

A house with a gorgeous, sexy girl waiting for me, wearing what felt like dozens of revealing outfits, and sending me proof. 

I cannot wait much longer, came her reply as I finished my sandwich. Send help. 

The photo was of her in a short skirt, holding up the hem and showing off the front of her cotton panties, a light gray color. 

Right in front of her bump was a small wet spot. 

However long the morning felt, the afternoon would feel longer. I didn’t want to risk Rand getting my phone again, so I shut it off, shoved it into my pocket, and tried not to think of her body all day. 

I failed terribly. 

***

I was jittery the whole drive home, like I had too much coffee or something. 

Mentally, I was still scrolling through the photos that I had seen throughout the day. My favorites were the ones where you could make out the tiny little bump in her panties, the undeniable evidence that she was turned on by…well, me. 

Were those photos obvious? Was Rand only pretending to comment about her chest, when really he could see what was between her legs? 

Even if Rand suspected something was up, I had caught him passing off an OnlyFans model as a real girlfriend, and he wouldn’t dare tell a soul about me if his little secret could get out. 

And even if he did, who cared? Over the course of a few glorious days, I went from having no luck with girls to sitting in my truck and fantasizing about what I’d love to do with my girlfriend’s penis. 

Wait. 

My girlfriend? Is that what she was? We hadn’t ever left the house together. We hadn’t gone on any dates. We had never held hands, had we? And we hadn’t even kissed until after we had sex a few times. 

So why did the thought of her being my girlfriend come to mind so easily? 

It didn’t matter. I pictured getting her back onto my bed on all fours, just like the photo she sent in the morning. I pictured being behind her, reaching between her legs to rub her crotch, and then I thought of that, over and over again, the last few blocks to my house. 

I cut the engine, made sure I had my phone with me, and then walked into a silent house.

“Hello?” I called out after I shut my back door. “Katie?” 

It’s a strange feeling to walk into your own house and feel a stillness that you know shouldn’t be there. To feel someone else’s presence. But that’s what I felt, and it felt weird. 

It felt weirder when I bent down to take my workboots off and didn’t hear anything. 

Not a peep. 

She wouldn’t have left. Her sneakers were in my mudroom. There was a glass and a plate in the sink. The house felt like there was someone else in it, but they weren’t moving. 

Was she playing hide and seek? Was that it? She was full of surprises. 

“Ready or not, here I come!” I called out, and walked through the empty living room, up the stairs, and then stopped once I got to the top. 

I could hear breathing. 

It was faint, but I could hear her. She was close by. 

“Hello?” I whispered as I padded my way to the bedroom. 

I was not prepared for what I saw waiting for me. 

I was definitely hearing her breathe, but specifically I was hearing her panting, trying to catch her breath. 

Katie was standing against the bedroom wall wearing nothing but a black lace crotchless bodystocking, her pale little penis standing out against the dark lace. She was riding back and forth against a suction cup dildo that she had stuck to the wall, and she looked at me helplessly. 

“I wanted to be ready for you,” she whimpered. “I couldn’t wait.” 

I undid my belt and my jeans dropped to the floor. 

“Oh God,” she yelped, riding the dildo faster, looking me right in the eyes as I took my socks off and stepped out of my boxer briefs. She was thrusting her hips out at me and then throwing herself back against it. A long droplet fell from the tip of her cock and stretched to the floor. 

“I have been thinking about you all day,” I said, tearing my shirt off. “You have been very naughty, haven’t you?” 

“I tried so hard,” she said. “I really did.” 

She stopped riding the dildo and looked up at me. I held her face in both hands, bent down, and kissed her. 

I felt her melt. I heard her moan. And I moved my hands down to her hips, slowly, feeling every inch of her skin as I did it, helping her to keep riding the dildo as we kissed. 

Her tongue found its way into my mouth, and we gave in to the passion we felt for each other all day. 

I felt her body crush against mine. I felt her arms search for something to grab on to and hold. And I felt her face press against mine, against a day of sweat, dust, dirt, and grime. 

“I am disgusting,” I whispered. 

“I don’t care,” she moaned, running her hand up my chest, making a track through a layer of sweaty drywall dust I did know was there.

“I am gritty and dirty,” I said when we paused to breathe. 

“I said I don’t care.” 

“I am sweaty and I stink.”

“I don’t care and I never will,” she said. “Take me now.” 

I kissed her again and she threw her arms around my neck, slowing her pace. She held me tightly to her face and sucked on my bottom lip. I reached between her legs, felt the slick head of her penis, and then brought my fingertips to her lips, feeding her what she was dripping onto the floor. 

“Oh God, Matt,” she breathed. “I had to wait for you all day.” 

I kept guiding her against the dildo, back and forth, watching her limp little dick twitch with want, dripping and spurting onto the floor every four or five strokes. 

The whole day she sent me pictures of what she was doing, what she was wearing. The whole day she was on edge, letting me know how turned on she was. 

And I wanted to watch just a little while longer. 

I sat on the edge of the bed, stroking myself in time with her riding. Long, slow, deliberate strokes. She stared at my crotch and I stared at hers, her little cock still dripping onto my floor. 

I took it all in. Her slim body almost completely covered with sensual black lace. The little opening at her crotch letting her cock out, a clear signal of how close to that edge she was. The lace let me see those pink little nipples as she thrust herself towards me, and it was all so completely delicious. 

Divine. The little buds of her nipples wanted to be let out so bad. Her body wanted me.

Me. 

And she was willing to give me an all-day show that never ended. It was building her up, and building me up, and keeping both of us permanently locked in a low-grade horniness that lasted hours. 

It was last night’s teasing handjob all over again, only this time it was a mental version that lasted all day, and she was right there with me, aching for release of her own. 

And who was going to break first? Who was going to give in to their feelings and give up the control they had over their body? I had watched her perfect body throughout the workday and could keep going forever. I had seen picture after picture, and now I had the real-life girl, right in front of me, and I knew I could savor her for as long as I wanted.

I sat back on the bed and let my hard cock stand straight up, letting her see just how turned on she was making me.

She got the hint. 

I watched as Katie slowed her pace, then dismounted the dildo. 

“I want you so bad,” she said, and she stepped away from the wall, leaving the dildo to bob up and down as she left it behind her. She only had to walk a few steps, and she climbed into my arms, wrapping her legs around me. 

She nudged me inside of her, where she was already slick and open, ready for me to slide all the way in with almost no resistance, and then sat down in my lap, facing me. I was buried all the way to the base, and she began riding, slowly, but this time she was riding me and not the stand-in that she had to use when I wasn’t home yet. 

We kissed again, her body fully upright, and I felt her shudder.

“What the fuck was that,” she breathed. “Oh God, here it is again,” and her whole body shook in my arms a second time. 

She squeezed me with her arms and buried her head against me, kissing my neck as she continued to shake every few strokes. 

Even feeling her body through the body stocking, I could tell it was her. I knew the way it felt. Each bump in her spine, each shoulder blade, each curve of each hip, each perfect half of her ass, each thigh. I knew it all; I had learned fast. 

I felt her warm little cock pressed against my belly in between us as she quickened her pace, riding my whole length and grinding herself into my body. She was grabbing my face, kissing me passionately, and I wrapped my arms tightly around her back as she sat in my lap. 

We gasped for air every few seconds as we ground our lips against each other, as we smashed our faces together. 

For two people who hadn’t kissed until that morning, we got good at it in a hurry. 

“I’ve wanted this all day,” she breathed in between kisses. 

“I thought about this all day,” I said. “I thought about you all day.”

“I’m so close,” she gasped, bucking her hips with abandon. I felt her clench around me, and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to hold out forever. 

With her lips on mine, with my fingers pinching her nipples through the lace, she yelped and I felt the first spurt of cum come out of her and squirt between us. Then the next, and then the next, and it was still going when I couldn’t take it anymore and my own climax began. We held each other as we both shook, surrendering control of our bodies for a few brief seconds that somehow stretched to hours.

Given how drained I felt that morning, I have no idea how my body managed to cum as much as it did. With her body slick against mine, I felt myself empty out once again deep inside of her, and I held her tight against me as all the tension in my body left me in short bursts. 

Eventually I had nothing left. I was spent. The last pulse of my orgasm left me and I felt myself start to lose my erection inside of her while we held each other and didn’t dare let go. 

The intensity of what we had just done suddenly became clear. 

We had fucked.

We eventually gave in to our lust and absolutely wore each other out in just a few short minutes. A few short minutes that somehow contained the entire universe. 

Eventually we both came to, realizing our lips were touching and our bodies were slick with her cum. 

She stayed mounted on top of me as I fell backwards onto the bed, wiping my forehead with my arm. My core was exhausted. My thighs burned. My arms felt like they had bench pressed my persona best, and all I did was hold her as tightly as I wanted to. 

I sighed and we looked into each other’s eyes. 

She giggled and started tracing her fingers through the mess that she made all over my belly, coming teasingly close to tickling my belly button with her cum. 

“My God,” I said. “You know, I can’t ever let you leave.” 

“Welcome home, Matt,” she smiled. 
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Excerpt from “The Spell”

I speedwalked to the little front room and flipped the lights on, then dashed to the window, unlocked it, threw it open, leaned my head out the window, and spit the disgusting blob of blue grossness into the bushes down below. 

I wiped my mouth and made sure to get the last of the fruit-ish flavored jello shot out of my system forever. 

“Good girls swallow, you know,” a voice said from my right. I jumped. I had no idea anyone was in the room. 

“Can’t do vodka,” I said. “Sorry.” I was suddenly very aware that she could probably have seen right up my skirt as I leaned out the window. Again, there was a flutter somewhere inside me. 

“Don’t apologize to me,” the girl said. She was sitting on the couch, by herself, fanning herself with a giant witch hat. She had shoulder-length black hair, was wearing a little black cocktail dress, and she was wearing chunky heels, about my size.

“You like the shoes?” she said, as if she read my mind. 

“No,” I said, “I was just thinking how I must have been really focused on getting to the window because I didn’t see you when I first ran in here.”

“Who says I was in here?” she said, smiling. 

“What, were you following me?” I asked.

“In a way,” she said. “Would that be OK, Matt? Or should I call you Maddie?”

What the fuck? This girl knew me? I thought. 

“Yes, I know you,” she said. “But not the way you might think. Why don’t you have a seat?” 

“Can’t stay,” I said. 

“Colin and Greg can wait,” she said, examining her nails. “Plus, they’re getting a lot of attention and you’re going to hover around them like a loser, and you know it.” 

Who the heck was this girl?

“You’re kind of blunt,” I said.

She nodded. “I’m also correct.” 

I slowly moved to the little couch that was angled next to hers and sat down, crossing my legs so she wouldn’t see up my skirt. 

“There’s nothing up there I haven’t seen before,” she said. “But I appreciate that you were trying to be ladylike.” 

“How do you know my name?” I asked. “And the names of my friends? And my–”

“Girl name?” she finished. “The one that only Colin and Greg knew and you hadn’t told anyone yet? That’s the one that’s really blowing your mind, isn’t it?” 

“Like, I’m pretty sure I don’t know you–”

“You don’t.” 

“So what gives?” 

“Well, Matt. Or Maddie, whoever you are. I’m a witch.”

“I can see that.”

“No, a real one. Named Cassandra. Now we’re not strangers.”

I scrunched my face. What the hell was this girl doing? 

“Well, I’ll tell you what I’m doing,” she said. “You guys aren’t the only ones to go out and have a little fun now and then.”

“What kind of fun?” I asked, suspiciously. Cassandra seemed crazy. Magic wasn’t real, and here she was, matter-of-factly telling me that she was a real witch. I could picture her dorm room now: beads hanging from the ceiling, crystals everywhere, some fake goth art on the walls, and a roommate who spent every waking hour begging to be transferred to a new room because her witchy roommate was sprinkling dust on her as she slept. 

“Boy, you really don’t believe me, do you?” she said. “I can assure you, no roommate of mine would want to move once they found out what I could do, and there are no sleep powders that I’m aware of.”

Clearly crazy, and yet…how was she reading my mind?

“If we’re in a crowded room, it’s hard for me to read minds because I hear them all at once, but in here I can just focus on you, Maddie.” 

“This is…”

“Unbelievable? I know. I felt the same way when I first started practicing witchcraft. But I got used to it. You will too. Something tells me I’m about to make a believer out of you.” 

“You still didn’t answer me about the kind of fun you have. I feel kind of violated by your fun.”

“Oh, it gets worse than this, trust me,” she said, leaning forward. “My favorite thing to do at these parties is make it so a guy stays hard all night and is never satisfied, and then he gets this over-confidence that he’s an amazing lover, and then the side effects of that are premature ejaculation for a month. It’s great.”

“That…doesn't sound great.”

“It’s so funny,” she said. “It’s more fun when I know who he’s going to try and date, because then I make her libido go through the roof for that same month.” 

“And that’s why you’re here tonight? To mess with people’s lives?” 

“In a way,” she said, and she produced a piece of pink bubble gum from out of nowhere, just by waving her black-gloved hands a few times, then popped it into her mouth. “I get bored so easily, and Halloween is a great time to come out, be myself, and have a little fun. Tonight though, I may do something other than make virgins horny, or spike the punch with intelligence reducers, or humiliate a wannabe Alpha male who picks a fistfight with an underdog.” 

“What are you going to do instead?” I asked. Something told me I needed to choose my next words correctly. “Make someone smarter? Or taller? Or permanently make them a better lover?” 

“Something like that,” she said, and she slowly started blowing a giant bubble. I was mesmerized as it got bigger and bigger. At first it inflated to the size of a normal bubble. Then it went well past that, covering her entire head. Then it was as big as a bean bag chair, pink, semi-transparent, hovering there in the air between us. A rainbow-colored shimmering seemed to swirl around the perimeter of the bubble. What kind of gum was this? What was this girl doing? What the hell was happening right now? 

The bubble seemed to pulse, and the sounds of the party in the other room got muffled a little as a low-frequency humming filled my ears. I felt a little itchy, like my body was trying to move but couldn’t. I felt a heat rising inside me, and tried to fan myself with my hand, but found I couldn’t move. Instead of feeling panicked that I couldn’t move, though, I felt calm. Like it was OK that this was happening. 

The bubble didn’t pop, not the way a bubble usually pops. Instead, there was a slight sound of a surge of energy, and then it just sort of…blinked out of existence. 

I shivered. 

For two or three long seconds, my body felt like something was crawling all over it, and then it stopped. 

Something was wrong. 

Something was very, very wrong. 

“What the hell did you do to me?” I said, but it wasn’t my voice that said it. 

Cassandra smiled. 

“Such pretty panties,” she said. 

Oh God, she wasn’t kidding. Not the pretty part; the panties part. My boxer briefs were gone, I could tell. I didn’t know what I was wearing in their place, but there wasn’t much fabric down there.

“How the Hell–” I started to say, reaching my hands down to my sides. I stopped when I realized it wasn’t just my underwear that was missing fabric; my skirt was at least a few inches shorter than it had been when I sat down. 

I looked at my thigh-high stockings. They were the same, but I could tell I was totally hairless underneath them. I could tell that what little chest hair I had was gone. And when I looked down at my chest, I gasped. I had breasts. 

Not huge ones, not the D cups I would stare at when I went to parties like this, but they were definitely there. Under a tight, white sports bra, from the looks of it. 

I touched my hair and gave it a subtle yank; it was attached to my head. 

Me, Matt, suddenly with long blonde hair, smooth legs, perky little titties, and a gentle feeling of want nestled between my legs. 

Did she give me a pussy? Is that what I was feeling?

“You’re in for such a treat,” she said, cracking her knuckles in front of her. 

Oh God, I thought. 

I slowly brought my hand down to my skirt and lifted it a little bit to stare down between my thighs. 

Slowly, inch by inch, I revealed more of my pale white thighs, now hairless, until they ended at a pair of clean white cotton panties. 

With a little bulge right in the middle, and a very small, imperceptible little wet spot right in the center of it. 

What the–?

“I’m not a girl,” I said. “What did you do to me?”

“Sure you are,” she said.

“What is this?” I said, spreading my legs wide to show off the little bump. It was smaller than usual, but it was definitely still there. 

“A little clitty,” she said, smirking. 

Want to know what she gets to do with it?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.
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