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WHATEVER YOU SAY

My Neighbor Knows My Sissy Secret

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


If I got fifteen minutes of work done the entire day, I’d be shocked. 

Not just because it was Friday. Most Fridays, I’d get at least three reports done, even if I had to go chase after people for their data. But not this Friday. And it wasn’t because the sales team was offsite and no one expected their report. It wasn’t because the quarterly results were way above projections and a lot of other people were out of the office celebrating the bonuses they assumed they’d get.

No, I got nothing done because I was too busy concentrating on Evan. 

Evan, my neighbor, who lived in one of the upstairs apartments. 

Evan, the big black linebacker who worked in IT.

Evan the hot linebacker who said I was pretty. Who spun me in a circle in the hallway on his way to the airport and said he’d see me Friday. 

Evan who saw me at four in the morning in a little schoolgirl outfit and who kissed me right on the lips. 

You know. That Evan. The one who wanted me and the one who I suddenly wanted because he wanted me. 

He wanted the me that he saw, at least. The one in the skirt. Not the one at work on a Friday with short brown hair, black Guy Pants, a white dress shirt, and the same clunky black shoes I wore all week.

No, the one in the long, brown wig. The one in the short, short (short) skirt, the one in the thigh-high socks, the one who smelled like mango. Not the one who went by “Brian” at work, but the one who went by “Brielle” whenever he could. 

I relived the story so many times per day, ever since it happened on Tuesday morning. But sure, I’ll go over it again. It’s worth it. 

I had a hard time falling asleep on Monday night, mainly because my air conditioner broke and I had wanted to sleep like a girl. So that meant leaving my wig on, except it was hot. So that was the first night I tried a little experiment: I did my nails–fingers and toes–and then slipped into a pink cami and a pair of pink satin panties. Maybe I wasn’t fully Brielle because I wasn’t sleeping in long, luxurious hair, but I sure as hell wasn’t Brian. 

I had slept badly. It was hot, my window fan did nothing, and I kept waking up with erections because of the satin panties. So partway through the night I changed into cotton panties and that worked well enough for me to at least sleep for a few hours at a time. 

Eventually, at 4:08 in the morning, the city noise became too distracting, the humidity wasn’t going away, and the pulsating want between my legs was too much to ignore. I got out of bed, slipped my favorite wig over my head, put on the skimpiest schoolgirl outfit I had, and sat in front of my fan while I did my makeup. 

By 4:30 I was pacing around my apartment and needing to get something out of my system. I was stir-crazy. I felt like I had been cooped up for too long, felt like I needed to let out a girly, primal scream, and none of it was possible. I couldn’t even wear heels without waking my downstairs neighbors. So I did what any desperately horny, girled-up sissy would do, and I walked out on my little balcony that overlooked 29th Street. 

It wasn’t a total exhibitionist thing. Across the street was a warehouse, and unless someone was awake in 5A and sitting on their balcony, no one could see me. So it was safe. 

After poking my head out to confirm that the older guy in 5A wasn’t out on his balcony, I stepped outside, put on my heels, and pranced around in the heat wearing practically nothing. 

I could feel the sweat dripping down my neck, down my spine, and right between my cheeks. But I did not want to stop. I leaned over the balcony to see the street below. I leaned over the side to see what was happening on Frederick Avenue. I sat in my chair and crossed my legs, then got up, and then I did everything all over again. 

At one point I grabbed the metal support pole in the center of my balcony and I straddled it while standing. Despite the heat, the metal pole felt cool on my inner thighs. Then I held on and gently rode up and down against the pole, feeling myself swell in my underwear. 

I had fought a full-on erection the whole night and was past the point of horniness, but the problem was that if I took care of myself, if I gave myself a few tugs and climaxed and cleaned myself up, that was pretty much it for dressing like a girl. Once I orgasmed, I found it hard to stay in girl clothes. 

So rather than grind myself against the metal pole because I was going to go all the way with it, I did it because it felt good. 

And that’s when I heard the very discreet, almost silent cough somewhere near me. 

Not from someone’s bedroom, but near me. As in, not far from where I was, outside. 

I froze, and looked to my right. 5A was not on his balcony, but when I slightly raised my head to look at 6A, I felt my stomach give out. 

Evan. Evan lived in 6A, and he was out on his balcony, drinking a mug of coffee (how had I not smelled that?) and was leaning over.

With a view of me grinding against a metal support pole that held my balcony up. 

Here were the thoughts I remember thinking when I saw that he could see me:

My life is over.

Can he actually see me? Yes, he can. 

Is he going to say anything? 

What are the odds he thinks I have a girl over? 

And by the time I had all of those thoughts, he glanced down in my direction again, and took a long, loud slurp of coffee. As if he wanted me to notice that he was looking. 

I did not take the bait. Instead, I backed away from the metal pole and slung my leg through my open bedroom window, throwing myself the rest of the way. I landed on the floor and quickly unstrapped my heels. 

Well, that was it. My secret was out. I could no longer look at him in the stairwell, or in the mailroom. I could no longer say “what’s up?” in the laundry room, as he’d wonder if the basket I carried with me was full of panties and skirts. He’d never take me seriously again. He knew I was a sissy. 

He’d out me to his friends, he’d out me to the other tenants, and this is how I’d discover my landlord Earl was a big transphobe and homophobe and lifephobe, and he’d throw me out, and I’d have to live on the streets and suck dick for food. 

So it was over. Like, really over. I’d never have an excuse good enough to explain it. My little hobby. The second life I led in my free time, and had since my last year of college. Three years of playing a perfect game of hide-and-seek where I was never found, and then this had to happen. 

As I sat on my bedroom floor feeling sorry for myself, there was a knock on my apartment door. 

A soft knock, but it was there. 

And unless there were multiple people in the building who were also awake before sunrise, that knock was from the hand of one person, and one person only. 

Of course I didn’t answer it. I sat on my floor and sweated. From heat, from nervousness, from fear. Whatever. I was a sweaty mess and could feel my body winding down, going from “horny enough to hump a support pole in full view of the public” to “please don’t ruin my life” in about thirty seconds. 

The knocks did not stop, and I could swear I heard a voice, but I couldn’t make out what it was saying. And from my open bedroom door, I could see something slip under my door. Like a letter or something. 

With my heels off, I could tiptoe to the front door and see what it was. It wasn’t a letter, just an ordinary piece of paper that someone had written on. I picked it up, hoping that whoever was knocking couldn’t see my shadow from under the door. On it was written:

I saw you, girlie. 

Trust me. I won’t say anything.

Evan

And then under that he had scribbled his phone number. 

Was my life not over? Was there a disaster cloud looming, ready to hit me with its lightning, but then everything cleared like fog and things were normal again? 

I read the note over again and flipped the paper, expecting to see something written on the other side. There was nothing. Except…

…why did he include his phone number? Did he want to talk about it? Or did he want to blackmail me? Why was my mind working overtime on the worst possible circumstances? I paced around my apartment, still in my tiniest schoolgirl getup, only this time I could do it silently since I was in bare feet. I had lost about three or four inches in the process, and I felt small, even though I was at my normal height. I felt fragile. I felt like I was at the mercy of whoever was pacing outside my apartment door, because I could absolutely see a shadow every now and then as I stared at the crack under my front door. 

And that’s when another piece of paper slipped under. 

For the second time that morning–and it wasn’t even officially morning yet, not how people normally think of it–I couldn’t move. I didn’t have to. I could read it from where I stood:

We should talk. 

And then underneath he had written his phone number again. 

Since I wasn’t answering the door, he clearly he wanted me to write him. But why? Was he into people like me? What even was I? And why was I not instantly flattered that someone wanted me? 

When you had two identities and it was clear no one wanted to date the first, wouldn’t you be thrilled someone wanted the second one? 

And yet I was hesitant. Scared. Because no matter how I was dressed, I felt like a fraud. Maybe as Brielle I was a sexy-feeling fraud, but I don’t know that I was sexy looking unless I had…well, someone else’s approval. Someone saying something positive, or doing something positive. 

But that was this. Maybe.

It could have been, and all I needed to do to find out was open the door. Where there was a big, strong guy who had seen me dry-humping a pole in a tiny skirt a few minutes earlier. 

So I did what anyone who was still thinking with what was between their legs.

I walked silently to the door, and I put my hand on the doorknob, and I opened it. 

I had stood near Evan a few times in the building: getting mail, in the laundry room, or just coincidentally getting home around the same time from wherever we had been. And like I said, I felt smaller since taking off my heels. But I felt really small without my heels while standing near Evan. 

He smiled a huge smile when I opened the door. 

“I don’t know why you’re up this early,” he said, “but I like it.” 

I felt myself blush, badly. 

“I didn’t know I had a hot neighbor,” he said.

“I’m...not sure you do,” I said. Did he recognize me? Did he know what he was doing?

“Sure I do,” he said, looking me up and down. “You never know what people are into, amirite?”

He probably did know. He knew and didn’t seem to care. 

“No,” I said, almost whispering. “You don’t know what they’re into.” 

“You can have people live right on top of each other and never know what they have in common. Can I get a good look at you?” 

I stepped out of my doorway and into the hallway. He held out his hand, and I don’t know why, but I took it. He spun me around, effortlessly, right there. I could feel him inspecting me, looking at my body, and I could almost feel what he was thinking. 

What I knew he was thinking. 

What I hoped he was thinking. 

“You got a name?”

“Bri…Brielle,” I said.

“Brielle. Nice.” 

He pulled me close, and I smelled him. He smelled clean, musky, like he just got out of the woods. He held me to him and I felt my legs start to shake.

“Careful, girlie,” he said in a deep voice that rumbled through my whole body. “I got you.”

And I heard myself yelp, and I gulped, and I felt myself twitch in my panties, and as soon as I did, he reached one hand between my legs and gave me a little playful pinch. 

And with one hand giving my little girly nub a pinch, he leaned down and kissed me, right on the lips. 

I almost came right in the hallway. It wouldn’t have gone anywhere, as it would have made a mess in my panties and that was it. But still, I almost lost control of my body and came. 

“How about you and I spend Friday together, when I get back?” he said. “Would you like that, Brielle?” 

“Yes,” I had whispered. “Yes.” 

“Good,” he said, pushing me away. He held me at arm’s length and looked me up and down, giving the hem of my skirt a little playful flick. “I’d like that too. But now,” and he grabbed his backpack from the floor and slung it over one shoulder, “now I have to get to the airport.”

And with a pat on the backside that made my entire body vibrate, he walked to the staircase, and was gone.  

And that was all I had thought about ever since. All day Tuesday. All day Wednesday. All day and all night Thursday. And now all day Friday. That smell, that spin, that feeling of being examined, and my God, that pinch. 

Like I said, if I got fifteen minutes of work done, I’d be cocked.

Shocked. I’d be shocked.

Oh, man. 5 o’clock could not come fast enough. 

Come fast enough? 

Yikes. I was in rough shape.   

***

The elevator was hot. The street was hot. The subway was Hell. The sidewalk was shimmering. The building’s door was stuck, the stairwell was sweltering, and my apartment felt like I could grill a hot dog right on my stovetop without turning it on. 

You’d think that would be enough to get me out of the mood, but no. It was worse. Because in the elevator there were three young women in skirts, and I wanted the skirts. On the street there were some young men going to play basketball and they had already taken their shirts off, and their abs were defined and glistening and I wanted to drag my fingers across them. On the subway the guy across from me had his legs spread a little bit and he must have been packing a mammoth cock in there, and that made me think of hot, sweaty dick the whole ride.

Ride.

By the time I got home I was throbbing in my pants, and I was in terrible, terrible shape. I was dripping with sweat when I shut my door behind me, and while I was glad to read the note that Nick the building superintendent fixed the air conditioner, he was also too cheap to turn it on and have it run when I wasn’t there. I would have at least 45 minutes until the living room would be cooled down enough. 

And I also knew I needed to keep myself in check. Hot day behind me? Hot night ahead of me? I needed a cold bath, which I started on as soon as I set my AC for High Cool, Level 7. 

The bathroom felt like a sauna when I first got in, but after the tub filled with cool water and I had taken all of my clothes off, it started to feel comfortable. 

I stared down between my legs at my little semi-soft dick. I could almost detect my pulse in it, as it seemed to bounce, ever so slightly, in time with my heartbeat. Which was rapid at first, and by the time the bath water was high enough, it had slowed.

And I knew as soon as I got into the tub, it would shrivel and get small. It would stop feeling so hot, and I wouldn’t be dripping any more precum.

Good.

I reached down to my tip and gathered a little bit of precum, which I brought to my lips. It was slick, and a little sweet. I had never had real cum in my mouth before; this was as close as I’d ever gotten. 

Would I ever get closer? Would I get closer tonight? Wasn’t that the plan? Evan had pinched my little bulge and patted me on the ass. He kissed me, and I was too shocked to do anything about it; you don’t do that unless you want the person you do it to. Or you do it to torture them and lead them on, and I was most definitely lead on.

I slipped my feet into the cold water and gasped. I lowered myself down to my knees and was already shivering, and tried to work up the courage to go all the way in.

Turned out that I didn’t have to, because my knee slipped on a little bit of shower curtain and I fell forward, splashing my whole body and sending water everywhere. 

I felt myself shrivel in defense of the icy cold water, and went in the rest of the way, sitting with my back to the wall and my legs straight out in front of me. 

I was freezing, my balls had been pulled almost all the way into my body, and my penis, which had been twitching with want moments earlier, was as small as I’d ever seen it.

I needed that. Not only to cool myself down and stop the raging horniness, but I needed everything to get as small as possible so I could feel as girly as I could. 

Three years of secretly dressing in college, a year of being able to do it on my own in my very own apartment, and even though I was far too scared to involve other people, Evan somehow enters my life and takes care of everything for me. 

When I couldn’t take the cold water any more, and when I felt that I was able to walk around and get ready without losing my mind with the need to cum, I pulled myself out of the tub. I stayed small.

Good. 

I sat on the edge of my tub, drained some of the cold water out, and ran the warm water. I needed to shave my legs.

Well, no I didn’t. I had shaved them every night that week. I had needed something to do that was fun, and flirty, and feminine, and I settled on shaving my legs. 

It worked all week; I felt like I was doing this for real, whatever “this” ended up being. I ran my hands over my legs, and they felt covered in goosebumps. But was I also feeling some leg fuzz? Was I also feeling some prickly hair? I couldn’t risk it. Who knows what Evan would want to touch, but whatever it was, it needed to be smooth. 

It shouldn’t have mattered that I was using a pink razor, but somehow it did. I tried doing my legs with a men’s sport razor (three blades! Triple action!) but it made me feel like I was cheating. I smelled too much like a men’s gym bag when I was done, and I needed to shower again. That was the last time I made that mistake, so it was pink razors all the way.

I had no idea how much time I had to get ready. I didn’t even know what we were doing. Was Evan taking me out? Was he coming down to my place? Was I going up to his? How do I even get dressed for this? How do you choose an outfit if you’re only thinking with one body part, and it’s not a body part you even feel is necessary for the kind of night you want?

I let the water drain all the way out of the tub and ran my hands over my once-again smooth legs. I thought about him admiring my legs, grabbing my ass. I thought of all the outfits I could wear, all the different signals that each one could send. 

I decided it might be fun to flirt a little bit. I did my fingernails and toenails in a bright pink, and waited for them to dry. I still didn’t know what to wear, but I could tease Evan a little, keep my good feelings going, and try and get a little information out of him for what he had in mind for the night.

On went my nice long, brown wig. I slipped into a pair of black lace panties that hugged my cheeks and hips, really accentuating the bottom of my ass. And I slid into a pair of semi-opaque black thigh high stockings, put on a lacy black tank top, and stood in front of a mirror to snap a few body-length photos that I could send to him.  

It was the classic mirror selfie. I held my phone to the mirror, turned around to show off my ass, and took a few photos. I picked the best-looking one, and sent it off to him. Trying to pick out what to wear, I said to him. 

Before I could delete the unused photos from my phone, he replied with a fire emoji. Then he wrote Just wear that. 

But then it got worse. 

I’m about to disappoint you, he wrote.

Oh, no. 

He was kidding. Right? He wasn’t actually turned on by this. It was all a joke. A big joke only he was in on. I let myself get excited for a whole week for nothing.

Or worse. He was still in whatever city he flew to, wasn’t going to be around tonight at all, and was going to leave me on my own after I built this up the whole week.

I spent all this time, and for what? I had my worst week at work, I couldn’t focus on anything, and now, after bathing, shaving, and starting to get sexy, I would get hit with something that would end my night before it began and I’d go right back to tiptoeing around my own apartment before cumming on my own. I’d never move on from humping a pole. 

I am going to be late getting home. New software. It’s not going well. 

Oh. 

So I didn’t humiliate myself and get myself worked up for nothing?

That was a fun photo, he wrote. Send me another one? From the front this time. Let me know what I’m missing.

My heart pounded as I read it. He did want me. He did want to see me. He may be late, but he was serious. He is serious. 

I needed an idea. 

I grabbed a stool from my kitchen and parked it right in front of the mirror. I sat on it and let my legs drop to the side, revealing the alluring V of my crotch. There was something hidden in the lacy bulge of my panties, and I placed my pink-nailed hand right on my abdomen, pointing down to my crotch with one finger. 

I got another few fire emojis back. 

I’m not going to be able to concentrate on my work if you keep sending me these kinds of photos, he wrote. 

I sent him the shrugging emoji back. 

I have to get to the server room for a little while, he wrote. Why don’t you find something sexy to wear and send me something a little spicier? It’ll help me work faster…

How spicy? I wrote. 

How about you show me what that pretty mouth of yours is going to do to me later on? You have a dildo? Put on something hot and show me how far you can get something in your mouth…. 

I don’t have one, I wrote back.

You don’t? he wrote. Well then go get one. That’s your first job. And I want a photo of you doing it. 

Oh, no. This night was going to be very different than I first thought. 

So why was I still turned on by it? 

Where do I even go? I wrote back. 

Bad Kitty, on Third Ave, he wrote back. Gotta go, and then he sent the blowing kiss emoji. 

And that’s how, fifteen minutes later, I found myself on the street, dressed as a girl in a black skater skirt and a black halter top, walking to sex store to buy a dildo. 

***

Of course I had a dildo. What kind of sissy didn’t have a dildo? The problem was…

…it was black. And, uh, large.

Too large for my throat.

And too large for any part of me, as I had never been able to see if I could ride it without needing to stop because of the pain. I just wasn’t experienced enough. 

I couldn’t send Evan a picture of me struggling to suck off a thick, black dildo. Could I? No, I couldn’t. 

Did I want to let him know I already had a curiosity for giant dicks? For big, thick, swinging dicks that were way bigger than mine? 

I could not do that. And so I had lied. 

Except how bad could this be? Bad Kitty was only a short walk from my place, our building. And if he was stuck at work, I couldn’t just sit in my apartment and risk getting hornier than I had been, and I couldn’t risk being so bored and so desperate that I just played with myself and came. Not if I was this close to having a real encounter with a real man who wanted a real…whatever I was. 

No, an errand dressed all girly before it got dark was fine with me. Especially because it was still light enough outside for me to hide behind a pair of sunglasses, and I could still wear a mask from COVID to cover my face. 

It was a cute mask, at least. All black, with a little baby blue butterfly to one side of my chin. It totally did not match the rest of my outfit, but that didn’t matter; I could go outside in stealth mode and do my slutty little errand. 

Which started off pretty fun, if I was being honest. The walk down my street was just that: a walk. Nothing was out of the ordinary, and nothing bad happened. 

When I turned onto Frederick Avenue, I was aware that I was getting some stares. Mostly from guys in suits walking around after working late at the office, though  got a few sideways glances from women. And I did catch a large Latino guy poking his friend so he could watch me as I walked by them. They both exaggeratedly fanned themselves with their hands and I pretended not to notice. 

It was nice to be noticed, though, even if they only saw my body and not my face. But that was a good sign if someone other than Evan wanted me, right?

The same thing played out on every block I walked. On Monroe Avenue I walked right by some people having an early dinner at a cafe’s outdoor seating area, right on the sidewalk. And that blonde girl totally smacked her boyfriend on the arm after he tried to secretly watch me walk by but failed miserably. 

When I got to Third Avenue, I felt lighter on my feet, since I had gotten attention, it made me feel good, and I stayed safe the whole time. 

There wouldn’t be any more attention, though, for a little while at least. I had gotten to Bad Kitty and stared at the pink sign above the dark door. There were no windows, and I didn’t know what would be waiting for me inside. 

***

Bad Kitty was loud. Pulsing, loud music with a bass that you could feel through your whole body. Like it was shaking sense into you. I was hoping I could get in and get out quickly, but it was bright. Garishly bright. Overlit? Was that a thing? 

The front of the store was all outfits, mostly for strippers. I ran my hands through one of the racks just so I could have something to do while figuring out where the sex toys were, and I felt overdressed compared to everything on the hangers. 

Blue glittery bikinis that covered almost nothing. A black club dress that was almost totally see-through. A yellow cocktail dress with no sides, and a long string that I couldn’t figure out how to use. Did it even go with that dress? I felt almost elegant compared to what I was seeing. 

“Can I help you, hun?” a sweet-sounding voice said right next to me. The music was so loud I never heard her sneak up on me. She was maybe in her fifties, with very tanned, leathery skin, a fake blonde wig, and she was wearing a tight dress that was a shimmery blue/gold, like a mermaid. 

“Um, just browsing, thanks,” I said.

“Just browsing?” she repeated. 

“Yes,” I said. 

She put a few things back on the rack in front of me, in no order that I could figure out. Just randomly hung some things back up, one white, and one pink. 

“Toys are off to the right, DVDs to the left, and the video booths are in the back,” she said, and she walked off. 

She was barefoot. Maybe that was why I didn’t hear her. But who goes barefoot in a sex store? 

There were a couple people keeping to themselves throughout the store; does everyone who goes to a sex store have to pretend to be looking at something else? 

I had a job, though. Evan told me to get a dildo and take a pic, and I did not want this job to take too long. If he got off work, I did not want him waiting. 

I stopped pretending to look at stripper clothes and I walked to where the woman told me the toys were. 

There were handcuffs, fake mouths, fake asses, fake pussies, but no dildos. There were handcuffs, little pink vibrators, leather bikinis, chokers, masks, and nothing that looked like a penis.

Until I got to the next aisle, where there were cocks everywhere. Little, huge, pink, red, vibrating, non-vibrating. Ones that looked like popsicles, big black ones, clear ones, ones that were realistic, ones that looked like they were molded from a horse, or a dragon, or a dog. 

There was an older guy at the end of the aisle who stiffened up when I walked near him, and he was pretending to not be looking at giant black dildos. 

I grabbed a sensibly-sized realistic dildo made from lifelike silicone. It was no more than 6 or 7 inches long, so longer than mine. And it wasn’t the girthiest thing I had ever seen, but it was girthier than what I carried around with me. It looked like something I could get into my mouth, and at the same, it looked like something that would not send the message to Evan that I was already quaking at the thought of a giant black dick pounding away inside of me. 

And that thought made me squirm a little in the aisle, which meant it was time to go. 

Although Evan did ask for a picture. Fuck it, I thought, and I pulled down my mask, propped my sunglasses on top of my head, and held up the dildo to my face as I took a photo of me puckering my lips next to it. 

At that moment, the front door opened, and in walked a young couple, the guy looking happy and the girl looking a little nervous. She had brown hair, exactly like mine, and was wearing a cute blue sundress. They were holding hands. 

She stared down at the floor as he whispered something into her ear, and he led her through the middle of the store towards the back, where the video booths were. It was subtle, but I saw the girl bite her lip as they walked past me and then they disappeared into the back.

What were they going to do? Were they going to sit in a booth and have sex by themselves? Were there other people back there who would watch them? Were there other people back there who would join in? Was it the boyfriend who would be watching? 

My body buzzed in anticipation of whatever they’d be doing. Of whatever she’d be feeling. Of whatever she’d learn about herself that was new, and exciting. 

People had secret lives all over the place. Sometimes they let those lives out in public a little, and it certainly looked like this was one of those times for that couple. 

And as soon as I got home, it was one of those times for me. Or Brielle. 

“You want the one with batteries?” the lady at the counter asked when I gently set it down between us.

“Excuse me?” 

“There’s one with batteries that’s only a few dollars more. Didn’t know if you wanted that one instead.”

“No,” I said. “This one’s fine.” 

I didn’t need batteries if this was going in my mouth, and it only needed to be a photo prop.

A sexy photo prop, but still. All it needed to do was get me out of the apartment and not pace around waiting for Evan. All it needed to be was a modest dildo, if that was even such a thing. 

She proceeded to ring up the sale as if I were buying a cutting board. Like it was the most normal thing in the world to be scanning a dildo and swiping a credit card, and then putting it in a plastic bag with a Bad Kitty logo on it. 

“Have fun tonight, sweetie,” she said. 

***

How many people on my walk home knew what the “BK” logo meant? How many people wondered what the secret item was in my bag, and pictured me, sexy and naked and vulnerable, getting off in their daydreams? How many people wondered about the girl in the black skirt speed-walking a few blocks around dinnertime through the neighborhood, wondering “why haven’t I seen her before?” 

I’d bet at least one. Maybe more. 

And they’d all be wondering wrong. Because I was probably wrong about that couple at Bad Kitty: who knows what they were up to? And I’d never know. Maybe my imagination wasn’t depraved enough to figure out what they were doing. 

Was anyone else out there able to predict that I was going to go home with my leaky little girldick, suck on a dildo for a guy who was telling me what to do, and then hopefully I’d finally get off after a torturous week of waiting for him to get back from a work trip? Didn’t that sound insane? Why was the truth always stranger than fiction? 

Back at the apartment, I carefully peeled the plastic shell away from the dildo (I did not want to chip a nail) and gave it a quick rinse under the sink. 

It felt hefty in my hands, even though it wasn’t as big as my other one. It felt more realistic, though; my other one was big, and black, but also very fake-looking, which was part of why I got it. 

Because…well, did I like dick if what I played with didn’t look realistic? Wasn’t it safer? 

Things were not safe now, as I held a perfectly real-looking one in my hands, and I traced one finger along the underside of the hard cock, almost feeling the ticklish sensation on my own. I rubbed my fingers along the edge of its head, knowing exactly what it would feel like if someone were doing that to me. 

Which, of course, no one ever did. And now I was supposed to do it to a fake one in preparation to do it to a real one... 

I kneeled down on the floor and stuck the suction cup against the wall, and made sure holding my phone at arm’s length made it clear what I was doing. 

It did. 

I let the tip of the dildo rest against my lips, and I took a picture.

I put the head of it in my mouth, and took another picture. It felt…real? A little? The temperature of it wasn’t right, but it felt real enough that I felt myself swell in my lace panties as the ridge of the head went in my mouth and slid past my teeth. 

I took another picture with it most of the way into my mouth, and I felt a little drop form in my panties. 

I got as much of it in my mouth as I could, tucking my hair behind my ear so the photo could see my face and my mouth more clearly. 

I could not get it in any more, as I felt it hit the back of my throat and then I had to cough. 

I dripped drool down my front and onto the floor as I caught my breath. 

That’s when I realized I was stroking the dildo as it stuck out from the wall. 

Just absent-mindedly jerking off a fake dick as I composed myself after trying to deepthroat it and send photographic proof to someone who would–hopefully–ravish me in ways I couldn’t imagine.

I cleared my throat and sent the first photo.

Then the second. 

Then the third. 

Did I want to send the last one? The one of me struggling to take the whole thing in my mouth? The one where he’d probably think “she can take the whole thing like a good girl, let me go over there and she can prove it”? 

I fell into my sofa and stared at the cock sticking out from the wall, waiting for Evan to write back, and I felt myself trying to get hard. For the first time, I was aware that I wasn’t just trying to get hard; there was also a feeling inside me of…emptiness? It was hard to describe. I stared at the head of the cock that was just in my mouth, and I imagined what it would do to other parts of me…

***

It took ten minutes for Evan to get back to me, and by then, you could tell the sun was getting a lot lower in the sky. I had spent the week getting worked up for Friday night, and Friday night was starting to vanish right in front of me.

Oh God, he wrote. Still working here, but now I want to quit on the spot and come home. 

I responded by sending a photo of what I could see, which was my skirt and legs stretching away from me on the couch, and the dildo sticking to the wall beyond my feet. 

You’d better be wearing a shorter skirt than that when I get there, he wrote. 

Oh, I wrote back. So you’re coming here? 

Girl, I’m not even going to my apartment. 

I sent a blushing emoji. 

Put on a shorter skirt, he wrote. The one from the other morning. 

How long was this going to go on? How long was I going to send him photos? How late did he have to work? I dropped my black skirt to the floor, and shimmied into the red plaid one that I wore the other day when he saw me on the balcony. 

It was getting harder to hold myself off. I felt the cloth of the skirt brush past my bulge as I put the skirt on, and I shivered. 

I wanted touch. I needed touch, even my own. It had been a long week, a hard week, and now I was so close to the end, and I was taking photos of myself in sexy and compromising conditions, all to please a man that I wanted to get me off. 

I took a photo of myself in the skirt with one leg raised behind me, playfully, and off it went. 

Now do one from behind where you’re reaching for something, he wrote. 

Reaching for something? I set the phone on my counter and took photos of me reaching for nothing on the top shelf of my cupboards. 

You could see up my skirt a little, and I knew what was up there. 

Now bend down to pick something up, he wrote. 

I put the phone on my couch, threw my TV remote on the floor, and bent over to get it. 

After I sent it to him, I looked at the photo more closely. 

You couldn’t tell it was me, for one. It just looked like a sexy girl bent over, showing off part of her ass, and there was, maybe, right there, a little bump in her crotch where there maybe shouldn’t have been anything.

But there was something there. Something that I was feeling intensely, something that Evan had already felt physically when he gave me a little pinch, and something that had driven every decision of mine during the week. 

I was having a hard time waiting. I needed to wait more.

Now why don’t you go out and get some lube, he wrote.

Lube? I had lube. I didn’t need to go out for lube. 

Are you even coming? I wrote.

The sky was darkening. The day was almost over. There was no indication this would end any time soon, and I needed it to end, and I needed it to end one way.

This is taking a long time, he wrote. I might be back later than I thought.

Did I need him? I could go out and let someone pick me up. Right? There were lots of people who noticed me. The whole walk, people noticed me, and I’m sure someone wanted me. 

Or I could go back to Bad Kitty and do what that couple did, and just go in the back and see what happens. I’d get off that way too. 

I was a mess. Still. The whole week was a mess. I started the week a hot, sweaty mess, I was a distracted mess at work all week, and I was ending the week as a horny, frustrated mess. 

He wasn’t even home. He was still at work, making me go out dressed as a girl and…what? Earn it? Earn him? He said it was to have fun, but who was having fun here? Me or him?

I wasn’t sure this was fun anymore, at least not for me. I was too worked up, I felt myself throbbing in my panties as I stared at his text, and I was done waiting. I had no more patience. I needed release in a bad way, and I had to have it now. 

I tossed my phone onto the couch, where it landed face up. 

I stood in my living room and dropped my panties to the floor, stepping out of them and kicking them to the side. They landed on my couch, slightly draped off the arm, dangling towards the floor. 

I felt immediate relief as the air of my apartment snuck its way up my skirt and cooled my hot, aching little girldick. 

I lifted the hem of my schoolgirl skirt and looked down between my legs. I could see it twitch in time with my heartbeat again. Everything was connected, right? I could see a little drop of clear fluid at the tip, and I knew what it was. I knew it was sticky, I knew it was sweet, I knew I could rub it between my fingers and it would be slippery. 

And as I looked down at the little drop, I felt myself clench, and a gush of fluid came out the tip. It was a giant drop, it came out all at once, and I couldn’t stop myself from gasping as I saw it form. With both hands holding up my hem, I watched as it got heavier and heavier, and then started to drip all the way down between my legs. 

It stopped about a foot down, and I could sway my hips and move it like a pendulum. Just a long strand of precum, dangling between my legs. 

And then my phone buzzed. 

I could see from where I was standing that Evan had texted. Did I want to read it? Was it another excuse? Was he going to have me go to another store and do another slutty errand, instead of doing what I spent the whole week thinking I’d be doing? Did I even want to read his text? I needed to cum badly, and I was already starting to leak like a faucet. 

My phone buzzed again. 

Then there was a knock at the door. 

I stared, wide-eyed, at nothing. I sidestepped to the couch to pick up the phone, feeling the dangling strand of precum between my legs. 

Evan’s first text was a selfie of him sitting at a desk. But it wasn’t a desk at an office. It looked like an apartment. 

Was it upstairs? Was he home?

The second photo was way more obvious. It was him, right outside my door.

My apartment door. 

I had been standing in my apartment, horny and ready for anything, and here he was, sitting at home, teasing me to be…cruel? Dirty? 

Not only was I horny, and not only was I tired, but I was mad. Mad. I spent the whole night running errands for him, and was he just playing with me? Why? 

I threw my phone back to the couch and there was a knock at the door again.

I stomped to my door, again aware that the precum was swinging between my legs. I didn’t care. 

I opened the door and Evan was standing there.

“Hi,” he said with a big grin on his face. Then he stopped and looked my body up and down, right as I felt what had been leaking out of my girldick stick to my inner thigh. “Damn, girl,” he said. 

“Were you home this whole time?” I asked.

He laughed and ran his hand over his head. 

“Maaaaayyyyybe,” he said. “I was just having some fun. And from the looks of it, you had a lot of fun.” He reached down between my legs, but instead of giving me a little pinch, he gently brought the long strand of precum to his fingertip, then brought it up between us, and we watched it, shimmering from his hand. Then he put the tip of it between my lips, and lowered it all in. 

I sucked the rest from his fingertip, and my eyes were closed, and that’s when he pinched me between my legs again. 

Except this time he stayed. He squeezed the tip of m dick between his thumb and finger, and I closed my eyes. 

It shouldn’t have felt good, but it did. It shouldn’t have done anything for me, but it did. 

With his fingers still pinching me, he backed me into my apartment, shut the door behind him, backed us past my kitchen, and past my couch, then stopped.

He reached down and grabbed the dildo off the wall and looked it over, then placed it right on my lips.

“Give it a kiss,” he whispered.

I kissed it. 

“Give it a nice, long lick,” he said.

I licked along the whole bottom of the shaft, and then gave the tip a flick with my tongue. 

“Show me what you’ve got,” he said, and he started putting it into my mouth. 

He did not force it in. Just like before, I put the head in my mouth and sucked it, exactly like a lollipop. 

“Good girl,” he breathed, working it in and out of my mouth. “Just like that. Now try more.”

Instead of forcing it in my mouth, he held still, waiting for me to do it. Which I did, almost hungrily. I worked my mouth down the shaft until I had the fake balls hitting me right on the chin.

Was it the angle he was holding it at? Was it that he was here? Why was I able to take this all the way in now, but couldn’t earlier when I tried? 

I could hear him breathing next to me, could feel him breathing in and out, and his breathing was getting faster as I held my head where I did. I backed off a little and then went right back all the way, and felt some more drool come out of my mouth, dropping down my chin and dripping to the floor.

“Good girl,” he said. “I’m a little bigger than this toy, though. Do you think you can do as good of a job on me?”

I nodded and wiped my chin with my arm as he stuck the dildo back onto the wall, then he dropped his pants to the floor.

He was in jet-black boxer briefs, and the bulge that showed through his underwear put my own bulge to shame, not that I was wearing panties anymore. I just had a hot, twitching little dicklet, worn out and desperate after a week of anticipation. 

Of anticipating this. Him. 

I got down on my knees and ran my hands over his front, and I felt another little bit squirt out of me. 

He wasn’t hard, but a few more times rubbing my hand on him and I could feel him start to get that way. 

He stepped out of his underwear and a giant dick sprang out of his shorts.

There was no way I was getting that thing in my mouth the same way I did with the dildo. No way. 

I must have looked scared, but I wrapped my hand around it and he looked down at me and smiled. “Go for it, girl,” he said.

I had a pattern at this point, right? 

First, I licked the whole shaft, and I could feel him shiver when I did it, so I did it again.

A real cock felt very different than a fake one, even one that was realistic-looking and real-feeling. 

I had to open my mouth a lot wider to fit the head in. Evan was massive; he was an IT guy? How many times did I go out and get help on a car, or a laptop, or a phone, and the guy helping me was carrying around something like that in his pants? How many secrets were out there, and how many would I learn? 

His soft head filled my mouth, and I could feel its warmth. I could also feel a little bit of precum squeeze from him and land on my tongue. I knew the feel, the texture, even the taste. 

I kept sucking him like a lollipop and got another drop. He moaned above me and he ran his hands around my hair, down the side of my head, and he was able to give my nipple a pinch as I worked on him. 

This time it was my turn to squeeze out a little drop. 

Just his head was enough to fill my mouth, and I wasn’t sure how much of his shaft I could work in without gagging, but it was time to try. 

Almost on cue, he brought his hand to the back of my head and slowly, together, we got more of him inside my mouth. 

He was not all the way in, but it was the biggest thing I had ever had in my mouth, and I felt even more full than I did with the dildo. I could feel myself drool uncontrollably, down my chin, down my neck, and down my stomach, where it disappeared below. 

I pulled myself off with a gasp and tried jerking him off, which was easy given how much saliva I had left behind.

“Work that, girl,” he said from above, lifting his shirt over his head. 

Oh God, his abs. This was no ordinary IT guy. This was a former star athlete who decided on a career change. This was something magical. No IT guy at my office looked like this, and they certainly didn’t act like this. 

“Get back on there,” he said, leading his hard cock back to my lips. 

I took it again, and got even more into my mouth. 

I heard myself gag, making a helpless, wet sound as he held my head in place and he guided himself in and out, hitting the back of my throat and making me tear up. 

Oh, my makeup. Like the drool down my front, I could feel my makeup running down my face as I teared up. I felt frightful, but somehow like I needed to prove to him that I could take it. 

He held my head in place and before too long my eyes were too watery, the feeling in my throat was too much, and I needed to breathe. I gasped again and pulled myself off of him, trying to catch my breath.

“Good girl,” he said, slapping his cock on my face. “We got a problem, though.”

“What’s that?” I said quietly, not ready to take him back in my mouth again. 

“I’m not sure I believe you when you said you didn’t own a dildo,” he smiled. “What kind of eager girl like you hasn’t been practicing with their own dildo?” 

I blushed, but if he could see it through my tear-streaked messy makeup face, who knows. 

“Right?” He placed the tip of his cock back onto my lips. 

“Maybe,” I said. 

“I loved those pics of you bending over,” he said. “I can’t wait to get inside that ass.” 

I could feel myself jump in my underwear. I had been down on my knees for a while and my legs were starting to burn. He put his hand under my chin and started to guide me up. 

I stood, and he looked in my eyes. I tried meeting his gaze, but I was still in awe of how much of him fit in my mouth, and still unsure of where the night would go, and whether I’d be able to keep up or not. 

I wanted to keep up. I wanted more. What that “more” was, I hadn’t a clue. But I wanted it. 

“And if you have a dildo,” he said, rubbing my nipples through my shirt, “then I bet you have lube too. Right?”

“Yes,” I whispered, wiping more drool off my face. 

“Then why don’t you show me?” 

I walked down the short hallway to the bedroom, and he followed me, slapping me on the ass through my skirt the whole way. I opened my bedside table drawer and hoped it was too dark for him to see the big black dildo in there. 

He saw it.

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “I knew what kind of girl you were.” 

Oh? And what kind of girl was that? 

I grabbed the lube and quickly shut the drawer. I already deep-throated one dildo; I didn’t want another. 

No, I wanted something real. Not something that felt real, not something that looked real. Something that was actually real. Evan was real. His cock may have been oversized, but I knew I could fit it in my mouth, something that I wasn’t able to do with the fake black one. And while I was never able to get the fake black one up inside me when I tried to ride it, I trusted he would know what to do. 

He took the lube from me, and spun me around, bending me over the bed. 

I never saw him work behind me, but I heard it. I could hear him open the cap of the lube, I could hear him squirt something out, and I could feel him move behind me.

He lifted my skirt over my hips and tugged my panties to one side, leaving my cock trapped in front. 

I felt something slick and warm right on my hole, and it immediately felt amazing. I felt like I was about to do something forbidden, something that was forever unavailable to me but that would change my life forever. Something that I thought all week about, something I wanted without knowing exactly why.

I felt his warm, soft head slip part way in, and I gasped in surprise. 

It was bigger than I thought. 

“Hold your cheeks open for me,” he said. “Just like that.”

I held myself open, exposed, ready for him to plunge in and take my virginity, ready for him to do what I could never do on my own with my dildo. 

I felt the soft head slip further in, and I wondered how much more there was of his shaft. How long was he? Eight inches? Ten? More? 

I held myself open and clenched my eyes, gasping as he slid himself in more. I was stretching out to accommodate him, feeling incredibly full. 

A good full. I felt like he was filling an emptiness in me that I never knew was there, that I never knew how to fill.

Until now. 

He put his arms on either side of me and held still, making a gentle shushing sound. 

“You’re doing great,” he whispered. “You can take the whole thing.”

Then I felt him slide all the way in, and he proved I could take the whole thing, and I felt fireworks. 

That’s the only way to describe it: fireworks. I felt an explosion of pleasure that radiated through my whole body. It started behind me, with what I was allowing him to do, and it shot through my whole body. My stomach fluttered, my legs shook, my little cock was overwhelmed and didn’t know what to do.

I felt another little squirt in my panties when he got all the way in, and then I was lost. 

I was floating. My mouth was open but no sound came out. I held my ass open for him and time seemed to stop. 

I shuddered and the room started to spin.

I don’t know how much time passed, but when the floating sensation stopped, he was working his way in and out of me, and I got the feeling he had been doing that for a little bit already. I was overwhelmed by the feeling of him working his whole length in me and then backing out, only to do it again.

It was slow, it was sensual, and it was agony. I had no idea what was happening. I felt like he was stroking the hidden part of my cock, the part that was inside me, the part that was right behind the external part. I badly wanted to cum, but what was that feeling I already had? What made me shudder and shake, and almost pass out from a pleasure overload? Was that cumming too?

If it was, I wanted more, and he gave it to me, because not even a minute later, not even a minute after he started fucking me from behind, I felt that same sense of overwhelm return. I was losing myself for a second time, and I wanted it even more. I could pass out if I had to. I just wanted these feelings to stay forever, to take over my body and leave me spent.

Evan grabbed my hips and quickened his pace, and instead of working his whole length in and out, he shortened his strokes and kept pummeling something that felt amazing. 

“Don’t stop,” I whimpered from below him.

“What’s that?” he asked, and he grabbed my hair to get my face off of the bed.

“Don’t stop,” I said again. “Just like that.”

“I knew you could take it,” he said, and then he went even faster. 

I was close. I was being pumped from behind, my body unable to process what was happening, so I lost myself in how it felt. 

It was a wave. A warm wave that started in my panties and spread out in little pulses until they covered my entire body. I stretched my arms across my bed and grabbed my sheets while he went even faster. 

Was that his sweat that was hitting my back? 

He pushed me down into the bed and started to groan, which made me think he was getting close. 

I wanted more. I wanted this to keep going. I did not want him to stop, as I was getting close and wanted to get there. I opened my mouth to tell him to slow down, that we had all night, that there was no rush, but nothing came out of my mouth but a slow whimper. 

The warm wave that was crashing around my body built into a pulsing drum that he was pounding over, and over, and over again. I was now lost to the rhythm of his thrusts, and my body gave out before I could tell him a single word. 

I squirted once in my panties, feeling the warmth fill my crotch, and then I couldn’t stop it any longer. 

My soft little cock filled my panties with the warm cum that I had been saving all week. I spasmed and squirted again and again, unable to control myself, and I felt it start to run down my legs. 

“Oh God!” I heard myself gasp as I finally was able to form words.

“I’m cumming!” he groaned. “Hold yourself open!” And he pulled himself out of me.   

I brought my hands behind me to hold my cheeks open for him, exposing my stretched-out asshole that had just taken his massive manhood inside me. I felt the first warm blast of cum go right in my exposed backside. His hot cum went in me, and I clenched, trapping it inside me. His next blast hit me right on my closed, puckered hole. 

Spurt after spurt hit me and I felt it drip down into my crotch that I had already filled. Now both of our cum dripped down my legs, landing somewhere below me on the floor. 

I heard him trying to catch his breath above me, and I slowly moved my hands away from my ass. I felt my panties slide back into place, keeping everything between my legs.

I was shaking, and the room was swimming.

What had we just done? What did I turn my life into? 

I fell down onto the floor with a wet thud, and I sat where our cum had fallen. Evan stood above me, his massive cock in one hand, and I watched it get soft. He stroked himself a few times and shook a few drops of cum onto my face, onto my chin, and down my front. 

I reached my hand to my bulge and worked myself in slow circles, feeling the slick mess of cum dripping out through the lace. 

He joined me on the floor, and he held me. 

I let him hold me. 

“That was so good,” he rumbled, stroking my hair. 

I must have looked terrible. My face still had tears on it from the blowjob, my chest was wet with drool, my panties were wet with cum, and my ass was wet with lube and cum. 

And yet still he held me. Still he wanted me, even though it was over, and I couldn’t possibly have looked hot. 

I was spent. 

He put his hand to my chin and forced me to look up at him. “That was worth the wait,” he said. “You have no idea how hard it was to be away and think about this all week.”

“I bet I can guess,” I said, letting him stroke my cheek. 

I closed my eyes. He slipped a finger into the cum that was on my face and brought it to my lips. I sucked it off eagerly, and I reached down between his legs, where I felt his soft, slippery cock.

Which started to get hard again in my hand. 

“Ready for more?” he teased. 

I smiled, and he had me suck more cum off his fingers.

My cum, his cum. It didn’t matter: I was ready for more. 
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