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WORK OF ART

A Crossdresser's Unforgettable First Time

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA
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“Oh, sorry. Didn’t see you there.”

Of course not. No one ever saw me. I didn’t want to rub my shoulder where the big guy bumped into me, but it did hurt a little. 

All the young men in the hallway outside the classrooms were at least a foot taller than me, maybe more. Hell, some of the girls were taller than me, and not just the basketball and volleyball players. 

Yes, I was in college. Yes, I had good grades. Yes, I was 19 years old. No, I was not a little kid, even if I sometimes felt like one. 

The big dude in front of me didn’t hold the door for me as we left Flagler Hall. Everyone was moving a little faster than usual because it looked like it was going to rain, but we still had to slow down to let all the students empty out of the McManus Lecture Hall and merge onto the main pathway back to the dorms. One girl got all the way down the steps of McManus, then stopped short right in front of me to light her cigarette. 

“Excuse me?” she said after I bumped into her. She blew smoke in my face. “Watch where you’re going, shortie.”

Shortie. 5-foot-5-inches gets you the nickname shortie. 

At least she called me something. A lot of the time, I am invisible.  

When I’m not invisible, I get made fun of for my size, or my shyness. Or how I don’t look like a guy and look more like a girl. 

There’s just one problem: it kind of turns me on.

Like, a lot. 

And that feeling was usually centered in my underwear, which was most often a pair of black briefs. That day, however, was different, as it was the first day I was walking around on campus wearing a pair of silky women’s underwear. 

Panties. 

A thong, to be precise. It was a secret I carried with me, under my clothes, and it was thrilling. I was the only person to know about it.

Or was I? Did anyone see it in class? I sat in the second-to-last row, so someone in the back row could have seen the pink satin thong peek above my sweatpants if I leaned forward in class.

Did I lean forward in class? 

Or did someone see a panty line the way I could sometimes see when I walked behind girls? 

The thought of someone discovering my secret was strangely thrilling, and it made me aware of how compressed my already-little cock was in the narrow crotch of the thong. I had been in a near-constant state of being turned-on since I left my room that morning, and I had no idea what Professor Algren even covered the last 30 minutes of class. My mind was elsewhere. It was centered on what I was going to be doing once I got back to my dorm. 

My dorm. Meister Hall. It was still ahead of me, and I still had what felt like miles to go before I got back. It was 2:45 pm on a Thursday, and I was done with classes for the week. I had no plans to go out, no plans to even eat. I avoided the dining halls because they were expensive, and I had already spent most of my money for the semester. I was rationing macaroni and cheese, ramen, instant coffee, and raisins. All because I blew my budget on panties, skirts, makeup, and worse. 

But when you have a single room and you want to dress like a girl, what do you do?  

Before I left for college, Dr. Woo wanted to prescribe me some pills for anxiety, but I didn’t want to take them. I whined to my parents that I needed to be clear-headed if I was going to keep my scholarship, and after a while, they agreed. They argued with Dr. Woo, he eventually changed his mind, and instead signed a letter saying I needed a single room. I had had a single ever since, and I had avoided buying a huge wardrobe for two years. But for some reason, the Winter of my Junior Year was the hardest, and when the weather started to get warmer, I spent about ten straight days signing for packages in the mail room. The result was a wardrobe that was mostly sexy, mostly slutty, and something that I spent most of my nights and weekends wearing. 

Ahead of me, I could see flashes of lightning in the distance, just behind the dorms. The tower dorm, Tremont Hall, was farthest away, and all of us watched in awe as a rain cloud passed overtop of it, pelting it with rain. It took a second for the sound of it to reach us, and by then we were all standing still, waiting for the inevitable. 

We didn't have much time, and we could already hear the yells of the girls who hadn’t quite made it into Tremont before getting soaked. 

I could not get wet. I was wearing light gray sweatpants and a pink thong. If I got wet, would the thong be visible? Would people be able to tell? The fantasy of being found out was one thing. The reality of it was quite another. 

I was not going to wait in the rain to find out, so I looked off to the right at Dreyer Hall, a building I had never been in. It was for the Art Department, and I just made it inside when the rain reached the academic quad. 

Even with the inner door closed I could hear students in the quad yelling and laughing. Some people got caught in the rain on purpose. Some started running toward the dorms just as I started running for Dreyer Hall. And some were headed into the quad rather than away from it. 

I could hear the rain pelting the roof of the building as I looked around. The hallway was long, running the whole length of the building. It looked like offices and classrooms were on the ground floor, and upstairs were a bunch of studios and lofts. There was a balcony that ran the whole length of the building on the second floor, and I could see into a few studios as I walked around. 

There were sculptures in the hallway, installations hanging from the ceiling, and every bare wall had student art work hanging on it. 

I tried to look at the student work, but my stomach was rumbling the whole time: fifteen minutes of trying to look at art and being reminded of how little you had to eat, and how little money you had to do something about it. I had skipped lunch that day after eating a granola bar for breakfast, and was already worried about what I’d do the next day. I had three weeks of class left, and three granola bars. 

Some of the paintings just looked like splashes of paint to me. One looked like there could have been a person that was painted over. 

Was that the point? To erase someone?

Some of the photography was interesting. A few people had taken photos of interesting spots around campus. One series of photos showed a naked girl standing near various buildings at night. It was sexual and non-sexual at the same time. You could never see her face, and that made it alluring.

Who was she? 

Had I seen her before? Had I seen her on campus fully-clothed, and had no idea that I had now seen her naked? I was drawn to looking at her body. She was smooth, like me. She was short, like me. She had a great butt.

Like me?

She had more pubic hair than I did, that was for sure: I kept myself completely shaved, whereas this girl had a full bush between her legs. 

I took slow steps down the hallway, feeling my satin panties rubbing between my legs. My little cock badly wanted to get out of the panties, but I had to wait. I could still hear rain on the roof, and I needed to kill more time. 

Right after the naked girl photo series, there was a bulletin board, and I stopped to read it, not that any of it concerned me. 

Bass player wanted for a band. Well, I didn’t play the bass.

Painters wanted to paint sets for a drama department production. I don’t paint. 

Scholarship deadline for graduate work in fiber arts. I didn’t even know what “fiber arts” were, so the scholarship was probably not going to happen. 

And then there was a sign below that one that stopped me in my tracks. 

NUDE MODELS WANTED

LGBTQ+ friendly

Body Positive

Pays $200

Text Dr. Caron for info

$200. 

It was as if there was a spotlight shining directly on the money. $200. 

Rarely in life do you ever have something like this happen. Or maybe it’s not rare that these things materialize. Maybe what’s rare is that you’re paying attention enough to realize it. 

It was one of those fliers that had tear-off tabs at the bottom with what must have been Dr. Caron’s phone number on it. No tab had been taken. 

I looked around the hallway to see if anyone was around.

No one was. 

Could I do that? Could I do what this sign was asking for? I assumed it was asking for a nude model to be in front of an art class and get drawn. 

Right? What else could it possibly be for? 

It had a “T” for who it was friendly towards. It advertised its body positivity. 

If there was ever a relatively safe place to do this, I had found it. 

It paid two hundred dollars.

I quickly tore off a tab and stuffed it into my sweatpants, then made it look like I was lost in thought about the sculpture on a little table when a thin man with a long, braided beard came in from the doorway at the opposite end of the building. I had walked the whole length of the building as I waited out the rain. 

“Of course it stops raining right when I get to my office,” the guy muttered, shaking out his umbrella and collapsing it. I looked outside behind him.  

If it had stopped raining, I could get back to my room and get on with my day. 

Sure enough, the rain had stopped, the afternoon was humid, and the birds were starting to chirp again. I walked the rest of the way to Meister Hall with my hands in my pockets, making sure the little tab of paper made it with me. 

I got to my dorm room, 401, where our names were posted outside our doors. Mine was right there, on its own: Noah Clement. I opened my door and stepped inside.

In a few minutes, I’d be Noelle Clement.
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Within fifteen minutes, I had swapped my sweatpants for a tight, black miniskirt. I had changed my t-shirt for a white cami. I had taken off my white sneakers and put on sheer black pantyhose and a pair of chunky black leather ankle boots. 

The stockings weren’t necessary since my legs were already smooth, but I loved the way they felt: I was already compressed into the small crotch of the thong, but with the stockings overtop of my lower half, my erection had no way of growing. It made me feel so feminine to wear pantyhose. Even at my most turned-on, I didn’t show through the front of my skirt. There was no visible bulge, and no visible panty line when I would look at myself from behind in the mirror. 

And I positively loved the feeling of sitting in my desk chair in a miniskirt with my legs crossed high, completely crushing my feeble, useless little dick between my legs as I sat. 

As I put my makeup on and watched my transformation into Noelle, I kept crossing and uncrossing my legs beneath the desk, feeling the way my tapered body was moving. I kept needing to get up and pace around my small room, feeling myself strain against the crotch of my clothing, completely unable to grow at all. 

Eventually, there I was, looking back at myself in my little makeup mirror. Long brown hair, bright red lips, long, luxurious eyelashes, thin, feminine eyebrows, and pink press-on fingernails. 

What would Carly Addams say if she saw me now? She was the only girl I had ever gotten naked with, the only girl I was ever intimate with. 

It never turned into sex, because she had laughed at what she called my “thimble.” Really, I was bigger than that. I went to the fabric store after we broke up just to see what a thimble looked like, and while I wasn’t huge, I was definitely bigger than a thimble. 

She then dated Davis Rugger for the last three years of high school, and I got to hear cough-cough jokes about small things while they went off and did who knows what to one another. 

That was the closest I had ever gotten to having sex.

Well, with someone else. I had plenty of experience on my own, including seeing just what kind of good girl I could be. One of the packages I had signed for in the early Spring was a realistic dildo, about seven inches long, and from the moment I had it inside of me I knew why Carly Addams would want more than I had. 

I was a terrible guy, really. I didn’t do Guy Things, I didn’t follow any sports, I didn’t drink, I didn’t camp, I had never gutted a fish or a deer.

Did you gut deer? I guess you had to, right?

Whatever you did to deer or moose or bear, I didn’t do it. 

I wasn’t a Real Guy. 

Instead, I turned it into strength. I reclaimed it. My little nubby dicklet was kind of cute when I paired it with lingerie. It didn’t even look out of place. And when I watched myself ride my new toy in the mirror, I knew I looked good. By day I had the androgynous look down, by choice, and by night I got to be whatever I wanted. And what I usually wanted was Noelle. 

When I thought back about Carly, I didn’t want her; I wanted to be her. I didn’t want a second chance, though I did have a dream once where she took me from behind wearing a strapon that was the size of my arm. I woke up from that dream at 3 in the morning and needed to cum. I lasted two tugs. My dick wasn’t even hard and I had been so worked up that I made a complete mess in my panties. Then I had fallen asleep without changing. 

When I woke up I was no longer sure what kind of sex I wanted to even have anymore, but I knew it probably wasn’t going to be the kind I thought I was going to have with the real Carly. 

I tried not to think about whether it would look like what I had with the Dream Carly. 

But what I did know was that any chance I got after that, I was Noelle and not Noah. I hid in my room and studied, I kept to myself, I peed in empty water bottles rather than go out when I was dressed, and I cooked on a hotplate from the same bulk packs of food I started the semester with “in case of emergency.” I had found a way to create an emergency every day: dress the way I wanted, but also eat dinner without going outside and being seen.

Except…

I walked in my chunky shoes over to where I had left Noah’s clothes in a heap, then fished in the pockets for the little tab of paper with Dr. Caron’s phone number on it. 

What did it say? I remembered the $200, sure. Body positive? No judgment? I couldn’t remember if it said that, but I feel like it might have. 

It could have. 

Regardless, I had a way to earn some money, to make it so I could finish the semester without borrowing money from my parents. Or getting a job. 

No, I could pose nude as my alter ego, get $200, and move on. Because no one knew Noelle. No one on campus knew who that was. They couldn’t, because she never left her room. She stayed inside and orgasmed in her panties. Or she rode a dildo and ached for something bigger. Noelle was kind of a slut, a little minx. Noelle was getting access to a sex life that Noah never could. 

And Noelle was capable of standing still for a few hours to have body-positive artists scrutinize her body.

At the mere thought of someone scrutinizing my body, I felt flutters of excitement deep within me. I grabbed my phone, and texted the number. 

Hope this is Dr. Caron, I wrote. I saw your ad about nude modeling for class. I’m a trans girl who might be interested, but wanted to make sure I read the ad correctly first. 

Then I hit Send. 

I heard noise outside my door in the hallway as a group of students walked past my room to reach the stairwell, which I shared a wall with. Sometimes students would knock on my door, loudly, on their way down the stairs, sort of like the college version of Ding Dong Ditch. I fell for it the first few times, thinking that someone was actually stopping by to see me. 

I didn’t even really hear it anymore. 

But the sounds of them outside–were they going to dinner as a group?--brought me back to the feeling of being cooped up in a room, looking sexy, feeling sexy, and knowing that I was cute. 

If you were cute in a room by yourself, did anyone care? 

I sat back in my chair and went back to crossing and uncrossing my legs again, feeling myself straining against my thong. I felt like I was trying to sexually inflate myself, with the energy having nowhere to go so it spread throughout my whole body. 

By the time my phone buzzed with a reply from Dr. Caron, almost every nerve ending in my body was tingling. I felt like I could have climaxed from someone touching me with a single finger. 

Of course! read the reply. All are welcome. It’s a small class for Figure Drawing. Ten students. You’d be in the middle, and the students would be drawing you from different angles. You would just need to pose for an hour and 45 minutes.   

Could I pose for an hour and 45 minutes? Could I stand still? Had I ever come close? 

Just the thought of the phrase “come close” in my own head was enough to distract me from the thought I was trying to have, and I needed to stand up. 

Was I doing this? 

I kicked off one shoe. 

Well, I had at least started it. 

I kicked off the other. 

I worked the skirt down my legs and stepped out of it. 

I lifted the cami off of me. 

Then came the stockings, and once they came off, I felt the agonizing freedom of finally being able to get hard, which my body wanted to do. 

Once my panties came off, there was nothing stopping me. 

I looked down between my legs and saw that I was semi-hard. I was pulsing in time with my heartbeat, my little cock giving barely-noticeable jumps each time I felt my own pulse. 

I could masturbate, get it over with, and then I knew I wouldn’t get hard. 

But then I’d be thinking about masturbating while standing there naked. That wouldn’t work at all. I didn’t want to pose while turned on. I wanted to pose and get paid without humiliating myself any more than I had to. Standing there with a class of art students seeing my miniature-sized manhood would be bad enough, but then I knew I’d be Noah the rest of the semester and they’d never know it was me, just as they probably didn’t know the true identity of the naked girl in the photo series back in Dreyer Hall. 

Plus I’d be $200 richer. 

No, I had to get control of myself the old-fashioned way: by thinking unsexy thoughts. 

First I tried to think about sports, but I didn’t follow any. What do people think about when they think about sports? I thought about football, but those pants.

I thought about baseball but those thick bats.

I thought about basketball, but what did those men keep in their shorts?

No sports. 

I thought about cooking. I thought about driving in a small car along a highway that went through a desert with nothing in it. I never seemed to make progress, wherever I was going. 

Was that working? As soon as I thought about why I was doing it, I felt myself flush again and became aware of what I was trying to do. I felt a drip forming at the tip of my cock. 

That wouldn’t do at all. That would let people know I was horny, and I needed the opposite of horny. I needed…

…Carly. I needed the least sexy thing that had happened to me. The night I would never forget. Carly in her basement, saying that I was as big as a thimble, asking me to leave even though we had planned the night for a week. 

I dug deep, and relived my introduction to how cruel girls could be. 

It worked. Maybe too well, as I felt the tingly heat leave my body, and I was left behind in my dorm room, naked and wearing makeup, waiting to see if I could control my urges enough to get $200 from an art professor who wanted me to pose nude for a class. 

Funny how Carly was the least sexual thought I could come up with. 

I stood still for no more than ten minutes before my phone buzzed again, and I was out of my trance. 

I know this is short notice, Dr. Caron wrote. But can you do tomorrow at 2 pm? We’re running out of semester and we haven’t had many people interested.

Dr. Caron didn’t even wait for me to reply before writing again. That was when I remembered that I was the only person to tear off a tab with the contact info on it. 

So I wasn’t the only person around who was desperate for something. 

How desperate was I? And was I only desperate for money? $200 wouldn’t get me far, but it would get me farther than not having it. 

And if I could get my thoughts under control and assume an alter ego, then yes, why not? If I could pose for ten minutes, could I do it ten more, and ten more after that, and ten more still, until almost two hours had passed? 

Were there any other jobs I could get that paid $100 per hour?

Of course not. 

I picked up my phone and wrote Dr. Caron back. 

Sure, I wrote.
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If you wake up at 5 in the morning on a college campus, you run the risk of having to talk to people who are coming home late from their night out. And if you wake up at 7, you run the risk of talking to people who are up early. 6 in the morning seemed to be the sweet spot for seeing nobody, and if you’re a little crossdresser who wants to shave their legs in the boys’ shower, you get up at 6 in the morning, and you like it. 

Though after I got my whole body smooth, shaved, and moisturized before the sun was up, I did have the entire morning to kill, and I didn’t want it to be too sexual. I needed to get ready as Noelle, but I couldn’t be Noelle. Noelle would get horny very easily.  

I settled on doing my hair and makeup, then throwing on the least sexy thing I had: my sweatpants, mismatched argyle socks, and an oversized hooded sweatshirt that had a misspelled “Myrlte Beach” on the front. It was free. 

Gee, I wonder why. 

It was a strange sensation to be half-dolled up, but I couldn’t be Zero Doll because I wanted to make sure I looked good and I didn’t want to rush the closer to 2 in the afternoon I got. And I didn’t want to be Full Doll, because that meant I risked getting too turned on; I was trying to keep that controlled and needed all the help I could get. 

No, Half Doll it was. 

And Half Doll Noelle sat and squirmed in a chair for a while, paced around the room, listened to people go to class, listened to people go to lunch, listened to someone knock on her door, peed in a bottle, then started to get ready around 1. 

Dr. Caron said to be there by 1:30, which was fine with me. That meant fewer people would be around since students typically didn’t start walking to 2 o’clock classes until 1:45 or 1:50.  

I was often invisible when I walked on campus. A short, girly-looking guy was easy to overlook. But my walk to Dreyer would be the first time Noelle would be going outside, and she needed to be invisible in a different way. She needed to look like she belonged, like she had always gone to school. The Friday uniform for a girl attending classes but who probably went out the night before was usually a ponytail, pajama pants, and a sweatshirt. 

I had black leggings; what girl didn’t? I didn’t want to do a ponytail, thinking the wig would probably stand out more. 

Regardless, the sweatshirt needed to stay. 

And there was my uniform. Decidedly practical, decidedly unsexy. The sweatshirt covered my ass, but I still needed to wear the smallest g-string I owned, simply to keep things contained, and avoid putting on any kind of a show on my walk over. 

It was 1:30. 

It was time for Noelle to get to work. Was I really doing this? 

I was. There was no noise in the hallway, and I opened my door, stepped out into the hallway, ran to the door to the stairwell, and at that point, I could have come from anywhere. 

I floated down the stairs. I had no time to second-guess things, no time to wonder what it felt like to be out as Noelle. No time to even register what I was doing. 

And what I was doing was walking in leggings outside for the first time. Walking in a girly outfit on campus, where countless girls had walked before me. And I was now one of them. 

Because when I opened the door to Meister and walked into the quad, when I took a few steps out and turned left to head toward Dreyer Hall, a curious thing happened: nothing.

No one turned. No one looked at me, no one stared, no one knew I was there. 

It was…normal. 

Except in my body, it was not normal. I felt the same thrilling butterflies I would feel in my room, except I felt them with every step. I felt the same secret feeling as my thighs brushed against one another, and the same naughty, deviant feeling as the string of my g-string rode up and down against my asshole. 

I felt propelled forward, I felt like being alive was sexual, and I felt the skin-tight leggings on my body, the most exhilarating pants I had ever worn. 

And I only had a few minutes to get it all under control, or else the growing sexual urge in my panties was going to make it very difficult to earn my money. 

Very few people were around as I walked into Dreyer Hall early. No one watched as I walked up the stairs to the second floor, where the classroom was. And no one watched a lost-looking girl try and find room 239, but she eventually found it and knocked. 

Dr. Caron was a she. She was a redhead, she wore a rattly necklace made out of what looked like snail shells, along with a long smock and clogs. I felt overdressed. 

“Thank you for doing this,” she smiled, grabbing my right hand with both of hers and rubbing the back of it. “We try to welcome everyone here. The class is looking forward to drawing you.”

“Thanks?” was all I could think of saying. 

“We have had a little trouble with people taking the money and then leaving when they go get changed,” she said, “so I hope you understand that payment will come at the end, after you’ve gotten dressed again.” 

The classroom was bright, roomy, and there were ten easels set up in a circle surrounding a circular raised platform. I pointed at it and before I could ask anything, Dr. Caron nodded and said “the students will all be drawing you from different angles,” she said. “It’s perfectly alright. They may move seats around a little, but it’s only because I’ve told them to work on something in their technique. Sometimes we have a bigger-bodied model, and it gives people chances to work on texture, or shading.” 

I looked at her and started to ask something and she said “you have plenty of texture, don’t worry.” 

I knew I didn’t. I was smooth, I was small, I was thin. I’d have ten or so people looking between my legs for texture, and suddenly the reality of it all hit me as I realized I would be the one on that raised platform. Me. Noelle. 

“The changing room isn’t really a room,” Dr. Caron said, starting to walk to the back. I needed to follow her to where there was a screen set up in the corner. “It is private, though, and once you get undressed you can put that robe on and come back out here. The students will be here soon.” 

A robe. I had never worn a robe, and it didn’t look sexy at all. It looked like it may have come from a hotel, and not a great hotel. Once I had my clothes folded on the chair and laid my little panties on top of the pile, it even felt like a cheap hotel robe, scratchy and abrasive. 

It was good at keeping sexy thoughts at bay. I’d be in trouble if she had offered a purple silk kimono, or any kind of satin babydoll. 

On my walk from behind the screen to the class area, I tried to stop thinking of the babydolls I could buy with $200. 

Two students were already sitting at easels when I walked to the platform. Was I supposed to stand there until everyone arrived? How many people was ‘everyone’? 

So far, ‘everyone’ was a shy-looking girl with oversized, thick-lensed glasses dressed in black, and an angry-looking girl with purple hair and a nose ring wearing flannel pajama pants. A third girl came in carrying a giant folder.

“Giselle, you can put the portfolio over there; we’ll look at it after class,” Dr. Caron said from somewhere in the room. “And Noelle, you can sit by the window until we’re ready. You don’t have to stand.”

Well, everyone knew my name. Or, at least, the people who were in the room did. 

So far, just girls. Girls had already seen me naked, or a girl had, and it didn’t make me any more nervous to actually see who would be staring at me for the next few hours. 

I was even OK when the first guy walked in, a small, thin guy with a scraggly beard and long, brown hair. He didn’t even flinch when he saw me and went to an easel that was towards the back. 

Not a threat. He didn’t look like he cared, either. Was he not interested because he didn’t think I was cute? Or was he gay? What kind of person would be attracted to someone like me anyway? 

What kind of person was I? 

The kind of person who would dress as a girl for $200, but who also did it for free. Whatever kind of person that was. Whatever kind of person would be a little nervous, but a little excited about it. 

I looked up at the clock and saw I only had a few minutes until class started, and I only counted nine people for ten easels. 

I was also the kind of person to get startled when the tenth person walked into the room. 

Of course it had to be a guy. And of course it had to be a muscular guy. And he had to be handsome, not that I was into that. 

And of course he had to be tall, and in a t-shirt that showed how much bigger his muscles were than anyone else’s. They were huge. His chest was massive, almost as big as the smile on his face as he greeted everyone on his way to…

…the easel that was directly in the center that faced the platform. 

Oh, no.

The biggest, strongest-looking guy in the room had to be sitting in that seat. 

He’d be front and center, staring at me. Getting every little detail right.

And I do mean little. 

I heard someone say “hey Derrick,” in a breathy, flirty voice. I didn’t know who said it; not Purple Hair, who looked a little upset she had to sit next to him. 

He sat down and had his supplies out in no time, and Dr. Caron came over from her desk with her hands clasped. 

“Class, we have a model today, as you can see. We’re again doing pencils, and we’ll have Noelle for the whole class. She’ll do her best to remain in pose, and we’re looking for anything you’ve learned from the last few weeks, particularly if you want to play with shading. We have wonderful light from the upper windows today.”

She indicated the windows, and Purple Hair cracked her knuckles. 

“I’ll float around to answer questions you may have, or to give some suggestions. And remember our motto, class: all bodies are beautiful.”

And with that, she walked back to her desk. “Whenever you’re ready, Noelle,” she said over her shoulder. 

It was now or never.

I let the robe drop to my feet.


4

There was no gasp. No laughter, no one snickered, no one pointed. 

Nothing happened.

Just as I was able to leave my dorm room and walk in the quad like it was perfectly normal, I was able to stand completely naked in front of eleven people who instantly acted like it was the most normal thing in the world to draw a girl with a dick. 

Who else had modeled for them this semester? What else had they seen?

I got comfortable, as comfortable as I could being naked and standing above a class of artists, and looked at the wall. There were lots of things to look at on that wall, but could I look at them for the next two hours? We’d find out. 

I heard people rustle in their chairs, and I stood straight, as tall as I could, raised my chest out…

…and immediately felt my nipples get hard. 

OK, OK, no problem. This wasn’t awful, and that was bound to happen. I looked at the wall again and settled on a large, unfinished painting of an elephant. It was easy to slowly move my gaze around the elephant without moving my head. I could follow the curve of the head down from the ear, to the forehead, to between the eyes, to the trunk, then lower, then lower as it hung…

...and then I was thinking of other things that hung. Things I didn’t really have.

OK. Back up. I took a deep breath and tried again. Probably couldn’t look at dangly elephant trunks for two hours safely, which was fine. 

Dr. Caron got up from her desk and I caught myself moving my head to look at her. Purple Hair coughed exaggeratedly beneath me. I quickly moved my head back to where it was. 

For the next few minutes, she spoke in a soft, low voice while pointing at people’s pictures. Pictures I couldn’t see.

What was she telling them? Make my nipples smaller? Less emphasis on the girly little cock? 

The elephant was staring at me and I couldn't move my head to break eye contact. It swung its phallic trunk in front of itself and mocked me. 

This was going to be hard.

No, I couldn’t say hard. I couldn’t even think it. I started to feel that familiar energy concentrating between my legs. And I couldn’t excuse myself to go sit and cross my legs hard to try and extinguish it. I had to stand there, completely exposed, and figure out how to keep it from becoming a problem. 

“Dr. Caron, I’m sorry, but she’s moving a little,” Purple Hair said again. 

“Noelle, sweetie, it’s important to stay as still as you can, please,” Dr. Caron crooned from behind me, where she was helping a student get my buttcrack just right. 

Purple Hair was smiling as she looked down, then got back to drawing.

She had enjoyed that. She had gotten some thrill from it. From tattling. I turned a little to make sure she had really done that.

“Hey, she’s doing it again,” she said. 

“Sorry,” I said. “I had an itch. I’m fine now.” 

Handsome Derrick glared at Purple Hair. At least he was on my side. Not that I needed sides.  

But I did need a plan for staying soft. Girly. If I was supposed to stay exactly the same for two hours, then no one needed to see my little erection and have it mess up their shading, or whatever it would mess up. Someone–maybe even Purple Hair–was spending time getting my little package drawn, and if it got hard, it was not only embarrassing, but a problem for their work.

I was still feeling a growing, swelling feeling inside, slowly getting turned on by how examined I was feeling. People were looking at me, closely, and while it wasn’t overtly sexual, it was sexual enough. Just being out in the open with my girldick sticking out was enough to feel like I was running my engine at a constant hum. 

I needed something to keep me non-sexual. I needed something fast.

I needed Carly. Or, the memory of her. I needed to keep this from getting worse, because I could already tell I was starting to grow a little bit. 

Hahahahaha! Carly laughed in my head.

She was pointing at my crotch. She was holding out both of her index fingers, showing there wasn’t much space between them. She was holding her fingers up against Davis Rugger’s massive cock, which was way bigger than mine, way bigger than my dildo.

Nope, back off, Noelle. Can’t be thinking about Davis’ cock.

Davis disappeared, leaving Carly. Carly was still laughing at what was between my legs. 

She was laughing at what Derrick was staring at.

Oh no. I was casting a sideways glance without moving my head, and I could see it, clear as day. 

Derrick was staring at it. Staring at me. I knew what he was drawing, and I felt it jump a little bit. 

Did anyone else see that?

I started to feel hot. I started to feel like I needed to excuse myself. But the echoing voice of Purple Hair was still in my head:

Dr. Caron, she’s moving again.

I didn’t know if I’d get full pay if it happened again, but there wasn’t really a way for me to find out. Instead, I had to keep standing still and take it.

Take it.  

I needed to control my language more. Elephant, Derrick, taking it, hard; it was getting too much. I was feeling myself flush. 

I breathed. 

I counted breaths, and stopped at four hundred. Then I did it again. Then I got to six hundred. Then I breathed and realized I lost count. 

I thought about bras. I thought about different colors of leggings. I thought about shades of makeup I could try. Green eye shadow? Purple? Would it remind me of Purple Hair? I couldn’t even check to see if she was wearing eye shadow. 

Breathe. 

Breathe some more. 

I was doing this. I was doing it. I was posing, I was still, and I would be $200 richer. 

How much time did I have left? 

I did not want to risk moving my head, but I couldn’t see the clock on the wall. Purple Hair already caused trouble for me, and if there were only a few minutes left, and if I moved my head or body and ruined it this close to the finish line, I’d never forgive myself. I needed that $200. 

That’s when I felt a small drip of precum start to form inside me and make its way down to the tip of my little girldick. 

Again, oh no. This was bad. I didn’t know where all the artists were in their work, I had no idea how long I had been standing there, but I knew that Derrick, the hottest guy in the class, was at that moment drawing what was between my legs. And if I let a little bit of sex fluid drip out of me, I’d be mortified. 

I’d stand there and a droplet would get fuller, and heavier, and it would stickily start to drop down in front of me, making a line to the floor, slowly dripping. Then another one would form and follow the same path, and I’d be a hose. ‘D be unable to stop it, and I’d never live it down. He’d draw the droplet, he’d laugh about it later, Purple Hair would see it because she noticed every tiny motion I made, and I’d be humiliated. 

At the same time, I felt the drip start to grow inside of me, and I needed to know how long I needed to try and keep it inside of me. 

Five more minutes? Ten minutes? Thirty minutes?

Dear God, not thirty minutes. 

I felt the drip get closer to the tip of my little nub. 

I could not let it get out. It had to stay somehow locked inside me. I did not know how I was going to do that. 

I was helpless. I was losing what little control I had over myself, and soon everyone in front of me was going to get a show. They were going to see without a doubt that I was getting off on this. That I was turned on by them, that I wasn’t appropriate. That I was a dirty little slut. 

They’d think I did this to get off, that I’d do it for free if it came to it. 

I couldn’t hide the drip. If it made it all the way down and came out of me, it would glisten, right? It would catch that light that Dr. Caron was so pleased to point out. And right before quitting time, everyone in front of me would need to change their drawings to make sure they got my little slutty drip of girlcum that would give everyone the idea that I was easy, and horny, and that I wanted it, bad.

I felt the wetness reach the tip, and I wanted to whimper. It was all over. 

“OK, class, that about does it for this week,” I heard Dr. Caron say from somewhere in the room. 

Oh, thank God.

“Wrap up what you need to finish in time for next week, but you should have at least gotten the basics down so you can finish the detail work later. Noelle, thank you, you can get changed any time.” 

I jumped off the platform and didn’t even bother to get my robe back on. 

I felt the drop hit me on the leg as I scampered back to the privacy screen to get dressed. I wiped it off of myself with my panties. 

As I heard all the students packing up to leave and talking to one another, I slipped back into my clothes, welcoming how the tiny g-string let me take my mind off of staying soft. I hid in my sweatshirt, I slid into my leggings to cover myself up as best as I could, and I thanked Dr. Caron when she handed me some cash.

“Thank you for coming in,” she said. “I hope you’ll be pleased when the pictures are all done.”

“I’m sure I will,” I said, hurrying out the classroom door and wondering why I would ever want to see naked drawings of me. 

I don’t remember touching the stairs on my way down, so I must have hurried. 

I don’t recall seeing students on my way to the door of Dreyer, and I don’t have a single memory of most of the walk back to my dorm room. All I knew was that I needed to get there, and I must have been moving fast. 

I was in a trance, and the only thing I remember that broke that trance was when I thought I heard someone say my name. 

“Noelle?”

Is that what I heard? 

Then there was no doubt. As I hurried across the street towards the dorms, I heard it again. “Hey, Noelle? Wait up!” 

No.

No, no, no, no. No one knew me by that name except for the people in that class. It was a guy’s voice. There were two options: Long-Haired Guy, and Derrick. 

I did not want to talk to Long-Haired Guy. I both did and did not want to talk to Derrick. But I needed to get home, and I needed to recover. I did not need to talk to anyone. 

I needed to move.

I got to Meister Hall and went in the closest door, then took a different route than normal. I walked up the stairs to the second floor, then walked the whole length of the dorm, aware that people stopped what they were doing to see who the strange girl was who was on their floor. I finally made it all the way to the other staircase, then went up to my floor.  

Was I even being followed? 

I got out on the fourth floor and fumbled my key in my lock. I could hide in the room, but did I want whoever was following me to know who I was? I needed to get the nametag off. I opened the door and started to get to work, fast. With my press-on fake nails, I could try and scrape my nametag off. I worked the tip of my nail under the edge of the tape, and started to lift. 

It was working. 

It took a lot of work, and I had to use a second finger.

How much time did I have until he came up the stairs? Was I imagining it? Did I merely think I was being followed?

I almost had enough tape pulled back to get my name off the door when it happened: the nail of my index finger came off. I heard it hit the floor, but couldn’t see where it landed.

Dammit.

It could wait. I didn’t have much time. 

I finally had enough of the tape lifted off where I could grab the free end and rip the whole name tag off. I slammed the door shut, tossed my name tag onto my bed, and got down on my hands and knees to look for my lost nail. 

It wasn’t there. I flipped the lightswitch to help. Nothing. 

Was it under the bed? Was it under the desk? I heard it hit the hard floor, then lost it. 

As I was on my hands and knees hunting for a fake nail, I wondered if a door that had no name on it would draw more attention than one that had a name of a guy.

I mean, if it was Derrick following me, and if he got this far, then he’d be looking for a girl, right? A door that said “Noah” on it would actually help me. A door that said nothing at all might have the girl he was looking for behind it. 

I heard nothing in the hallway, and nothing was in the peephole. The nametag would have to go back up. I grabbed it off the bed, ready to press it back into place, and opened the door to the hallway. 

And gasped. 

Derrick was standing right outside my door.

He was holding my missing press-on nail. 

“Hi,” he said, smiling. “You dropped something.”
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I wanted to shut the door. I wanted to close it and never answer it if he knocked, and then put all of Noelle into a box under my bed and then put my nametag back up, and if he came back and knocked, I’d say “no, sorry, I just moved in and don’t know where the girl before me went.” And then he’d never find her. 

But he was holding his hand out, partway into my room, offering me the nail that had fallen off. If I shut the door, his arm would have been in the way. 

“Thanks?” I said to him, and I took it. 

Which I promptly dropped again.

He laughed, and I bent down to get it, and so did he, and we bumped heads on the way down as we both reached for it. 

“Oh, jeez, I’m sorry,” he said. I wanted to rub where he had hit me, but didn’t. 

“It’s OK,” I said. I tried to press the nail back on, but the adhesive wasn’t sticky anymore. 

“So,” he said, running his hand through his hair. “I’m sorry if this is weird. I wanted to actually give you the drawing I made.” 

He had one of the large portfolio folders with him, the same one the girl Giselle from class had with her. He ran with that? Or is that what helped me outrun him? 

“Um, you’re giving it to me?” 

“Well, kind of,” he said. “I mean, I don’t need it for my grade, and I kind of feel like it would be weird for me to keep it. Plus, you looked really good, and I thought you might like to have it.”

“I looked good?”

Oh, I said the quiet part out loud. 

He handed me the picture. 

It looked like…me. It was me. It was realistic. He took some liberties here and there: my cheekbones weren’t that high, and he made my legs a little slimmer and my hips a little bigger, but it was me. 

The me I wanted to be.

Right down to the little dick, which I couldn’t help but look at. I looked feminine in the picture, even with it hanging there. If it were bigger, if I had something dangling there that was like an elephant, or like my dildo, would I have looked as feminine? Would I have felt as feminine? 

What did I feel, anyway? 

I stared at the little dick, drawn in fine lines. He had spent time on it. I was suddenly very conscious of it, and of the level of scrutiny that I suspected as I stood in class. I felt myself swell in my pants. 

I looked closer at the drawing. There was no droplet there. 

“It’s…me,” I said.

“Of course it’s you,” he laughed. 

What would I do with this? He was trying to give me a gift. But could I ever hang this up? Could I show this to someone? Anyone? 

“You’re…really good,” I said. “I could never do something like this.”

“People are better artists than they think they are,” he said. “I bet you could draw something perfectly good if you tried, with a little coaching.” 

“There’s no way.”

“I’ll prove it,” he said. And he reached back into his portfolio folder for a blank sheet of paper.

Did he just invite himself in?

“Go sit down at your desk and I’ll help you.”

He did invite himself over. He totally did. 

And I let him. 

He laid his portfolio across the bed, and I pulled out my chair. I hid my nametag under a book and hoped he didn’t see. 

He handed me a chunky pencil and had me show him how to hold it. I held it like I held every pencil. He shook his head. “Try with your index finger like this,” he said, and he grabbed my hand, shifting my index finger to the top of the pencil. 

As soon as he touched me, I felt a jolt in my body. The feeling that was squeezing drops of precum out of me earlier had returned, all at once, because this guy was touching me, on purpose. 

“Feel better?” he said. 

I had to cross my legs under the desk. I had to get back to crushing the erection that was trying to happen. It couldn’t happen. 

“One big mistake people make is that they draw with their wrist,” he said. “Do it from the shoulder, like this,” and he grabbed my arm. How can someone be firm yet gentle? Derrick was. 

He grabbed my hand by the wrist and put one hand on my shoulder, then showed me what moving my hand from my shoulder looked like. 

“Draw a curved line,” he said. 

I did. 

“It should be more natural,” he said. “You’re kind of hunched over and you’re crossing your legs pretty hard. Sit back a little and relax. Here,” and he pulled my hair out a little bit. “Try this.”

I uncrossed my legs. 

And was instantly made aware that the erection I was trying to hide in my leggings was not actually hidden anymore. 

I may have been small, and I had the drawing to prove it, but there was no hiding this. It was poking right up out from between my legs.

And Derrick saw it. Then he pretended he didn’t. 

I drew another curved line, using my shoulder the way he taught me. “Like this?”

“Like that,” he said, and he sat down on my bed behind me. 

“Now what do I draw?” I asked. 

“What do you have, two lines? Anything. What do you have that could be two curved, parallel lines?”

I looked down at my paper and only could think of an erection. I was not going to do that. Instead, I started to turn it into an elephant’s trunk. 

“How’s this?” I said as I finished the nostrils. It didn’t look good. There’s no way it was good. 

“Can you hold it up?”

I held it up from the desk so he could see it. 

Wait a minute. Why didn’t he get up? Why was he sitting behind me? And why did he get so quiet while I was drawing? 

I turned and looked back at him, and there was no mistaking it; his hands were strategically placed over his crotch, and he was poking up against his pants. 

He knew I saw, and he knew I knew. I needed to think of something to say. Fast.

“Is my elephant’s trunk that hot?”

He laughed. “No, sorry, it’s not that.” 

Then what was it? He was hard. I looked down between my legs. I was hard. Someone needed to do something. 

I opened the drawer of my desk and grabbed my lube, setting it in front of the paper. I made sure to keep eye contact with him the whole time. 

“How do you draw a bottle?” I asked. 

He cleared his throat. “Start with two parallel lines again,” he said. “Then you’ll do a curved line at the bottom that connects them. Here, I’ll help.”

He stood up behind me and grabbed my hand again. I knew that there was an erection back there that would have poked me in the back if there wasn’t a chair between us. I knew the erection in my pants wasn’t going away, and I knew it had to be taken care of one way or the other. And if this guy here was hard because of me; if he was attracted to me and knew the whole me already and that didn’t scare him away, then what was the problem?

There was no problem. The problem was ignoring it, and I didn’t want to do that. 

I reached up and flipped the cap open on the bottle. 

“We should draw it this way,” I said.

He guided my hand as we drew the cap open. 

“How do we draw the logo?” I asked. It was a silhouette of two people fucking. 

For a few minutes, he slowly guided my hand as my pencil and his arm managed to draw a rough picture of two people fucking.

I reached behind me for his left hand, and brought it onto the desk, then squirted some lube into his palm. 

“This isn’t for drawing anymore,” he said quietly.

“Nope,” I said, and stood up. 

I looked back on the bed. His portfolio took up the whole thing.

“Just do it here,” I breathed, and I wiggled all the way out of my leggings. For the second time that day, I dropped my clothing at my feet and stood either naked or semi-naked in front of this guy. The first time, I did not want him to see me turned on. The second time, I wanted nothing more. 

I stood against the desk, my bare ass facing him, slightly bent. I waited. I wanted it. I didn’t know what he had to offer, but I knew it was ready, and I knew it was bigger than mine, probably bigger than the dildo I had, and I wanted it. For hours I ached, and needed release, and I wanted it however I could get it.

I felt the tip of his cock as he rubbed it around on my asshole. It was already slick with lube, and it felt massive. It was bigger than mine, which wasn’t hard to do. Mine poked out uselessly from between my legs. I was tall enough to have the tip of it hit the surface of my desk and leave little trails of precum behind. I looked down at it as I felt him press himself into me from behind, and I watched my own little dick start get erect as I felt him enter me. 

I gasped and tensed up. I felt stretched as I stood on my tiptoes, giving him better access. I felt him hit some resistance as I was too tight for him, and then all at once I felt him slide all the way in. It kept going. 

And going. I knew he was moving slowly, but I propped myself up on my desk and watched my little girldick get hard as he got all the way in, and suddenly I was rock hard and he was pumping behind me. 

With his strong, gentle hands on my hips, he worked himself in and out, and I felt more leak out of me onto the desk. I already felt completely full, stretched out, like I had all the nerves in my body at full attention to experience this. 

And I lasted five thrusts. Five. I couldn’t help it. I felt myself hit the point of no return almost as soon as he got himself all the way in. He reached something within me that I didn’t know was there, and I watched helplessly as I shot a rope of cum out all over the drawing I had made. Then another.

I was yelping as he pumped me through each pulse of my orgasm, and I violently shook my way through my climax. He held my hips tight, then looked down at the mess I had made. 

I was mortified. “I’m so sorry,” I whispered, catching my breath. 

“You were turned on, huh?” he said, stroking my hair with one hand as he slowed his rhythm. “I’ve never made anyone cum that fast before.”

“I don’t know what happened,” I said. 

“It was hot,” he said into my ear.

Hot? How was that hot? 

He started kissing my neck, and I felt his hand reach down my front. My cock was glistening with cum, and he worked it all over my head, like lube. 

Surprisingly, I stayed hard. No one had ever touched me like that before, and I had never used my own pathetic girl cum as lube before, and I got lost immediately, and gave myself over to how it felt. 

I was being jerked off by a guy who was eight inches deep into my ass, and he was using my own cum to do it. 

“Oh my God,” I said again as I felt his giant, sensitive hands work their magic on my most sensitive part. 

He quickened his pace, and gave a grunt as he started working his whole length in and out. I was very quickly getting close again.

“Slow down,” I breathed.

“No chance,” he said, and I felt him go faster. I felt his body tense up, and mine tensed up to match as I got closer to another climax mere moments from my last one. 

What other secrets did my body hold? Did I have this power this whole time? 

It was becoming too much, and then it exploded. 

I couldn’t hold off any longer, and started spurting again, just as he put my earlobe in his mouth and I heard him start to groan, a deep rumble from his chest that I felt in my back and that moved throughout my whole body. I was being bear hugged by a guy who was into me, and who was in me, and my body could no longer process what it was feeling, because it was feeling everything at the same time, and I sprayed all over my drawing for the second time. 

How did I have that much cum inside of me? 

I felt him start to convulse as he rumbled against me. I felt it inside of me pulsing, spraying, hitting parts of me that I had no idea were sensual. He kept his hand moving the entire time I came, and I felt myself get soft this time, my knees almost unable to hold me upright.  

We slowed our motions, and I began feeling him soften, though he stayed inside of me. His kisses on my neck got more and more gentle, and I lowered myself off of my tiptoes. 

He pulled my hair back behind my ear and looked over my shoulder at what we’d done. 

“I’m so sorry to have to tell you this,” he said. 

Oh no. Here it is. He’s got some excuse, some reason to make me feel inadequate. He’ll comment on how quick it was, how unfulfilling. He’d want someone different, someone better hung. 

“What is it?” I asked, not wanting an answer. 

“I’m afraid you’ve ruined your picture.”


Epilogue

I stood in Dreyer Hall looking at the pencil drawings that hung on the wall. The photo series of the naked girl on campus was gone, replaced by six pencil drawings.

Six pencil drawings of a trans girl standing in the light. 

Of course I had given Dr. Caron permission to hang them. She hadn’t been kidding about the light. I glowed in the pictures. I was standing in a spotlight, and the six people whose work was in front of me did a wonderful job. I’d never know whose was whose, but at least I knew Derrick’s wasn’t there; it was still in my room. I was keeping that for myself. 

But these pictures were for everyone else. 

I wasn’t the only one looking at them. A young man stood next to me, hands buried in the front pocket of his black hoodie. He was as tall as I was if I were wearing heels. 

We looked at the pictures together for a while, not saying anything. Eventually he turned to leave, but then he stopped when he saw me. 

He looked at the pictures. 

Then back at me.

Then back at the pictures.

Then back at me. “Are you…” he started, but I didn’t let him finish. 

I swung my new plaid schoolgirl skirt in a twirl and walked down the hall, letting my heels echo in the wide-open art building. 

I pushed the door open and stepped into the academic quad. I felt the sun on my bare legs, I felt the breeze up my skirt, and I felt the stares on my body. 

There were three days left in the semester, I made it to the end thanks to the money I earned, and thanks to Derrick.

Who was waiting for me in my room. I used to stay in my room by myself. These days, we stay in together. 

The thought of what we’d do when I got back started to make me feel tingly again, and I felt myself start to pulse in my panties. Or I would have if I had bothered to put any on, which I hadn’t. 

And this time, instead of trying to get it to stop, I let it happen.
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Excerpt from “Fill ‘Er Up”

There was something about the girl at pump four. 

On the one hand, she was just a girl, like hundreds if not thousands of other girls in Ithaca. Long blonde hair. Black leggings, white sneakers kept brand-new. Pink sports bra. Slender, long-legged, ponytail pulled through the back of a baseball cap. Could have been the kind of girl who went to Cornell. Or she could have gone to Ithaca College. She could have been a townie, too. Loads of girls looked like her. 

I could have matched with loads of girls just like her on dating apps. Perky blondes in workout clothes, glowing brunettes in club wear, a redhead in a bridesmaid’s dress with no visible panty line. 

The girl at pump four could have had a dating profile that looked like any of those other girls. Photos of the girl near the Commons. Photos of the girl at one of the gorges by the lake. Photos of the girl in a bikini at the lake. Photos of the girl at some exotic vacation spot I could never take her back to. 

On the other hand, there was something different about her, and it was hard for me to say exactly what that was. Was it the way she walked? She almost looked sad, even from behind. Like she didn’t belong. Like she didn’t feel like she should be there, like she was sneaking around. 

Or was it nervousness? She was rubbing her arms, rubbing her belly. It wasn’t cold, so what was she doing? Then I caught her rubbing her thighs, playing with her hair, tucking it behind her ear. Nervous energy, probably. 

But nervous about what?  

Was she hurrying? Maybe that was it. It was midnight, not peak gym time, so why was she in that outfit? Did she go jogging at midnight? Did her team have a game? If so, could I watch? 

She stood out partly because she shouldn’t have stood out. She got out of her little blue car and walked tentatively around it, like she had never pumped gas before. 

It was late, so maybe she was nervous. Maybe she was worried someone was watching her. I mean, there was, right? I was watching her.

Except I was only watching her because it was the first night of Arlo’s new security system. One where you could actually see detail in the images. No more blurry license plates, no more generic descriptions given to the police, no more wondering if the young woman at pump four had a nice ass or not. The images were high-resolution, the screen I was looking at was brand-new. 

The young woman at pump four definitely had a nice ass. 

She probably came with a boyfriend. Girls like her always came with boyfriends. Some lucky guy, probably a Cornell grad student in political science or something, wanted to touch that body, and she’d let him. Some guy who grew up with everything and had a father who bankrolled his life got to date hot girls like that. 

Me? I got to watch them do it. I got to go to community college and get a job at a gas station. I was tall enough to get attention from women on dating apps, but as soon as they asked what I did, I’d get ghosted. 

Oh, you’re over 6 feet tall? Tell me more.

Oh, you’ve got a big ol’ eggplant in your shorts? Keep going.

Oh. You work the night shift at the Quick N’ Go? Well, see you around. 

Every time. Every damn time. 

The blonde girl pushed buttons at the pump. I couldn’t hear them on the camera, couldn’t even hear them through the door, but I had heard them often enough to know what they sounded like. She took her receipt, and hurried around the car to get back in. Like I said, she had a nice, tight ass. She got in the car, a light blue Subaru Legacy, license plate ABY 112, and drove off. 

***

It took weeks before Abby came back. I didn’t realize how much it bothered me to not be able to execute my “throw out the trash to meet a girl” plan until I found myself tempted to go through the security footage for the time I wasn’t working, just to see if she had gotten gas then. 

Or was she cheating on the Quick N’ Go with another station? Getting gas closer to work, or home? Were other gas station cashiers getting to see her?

Then I felt creepy. For as much as I was drawn to her, I knew I was mostly drawn to the idea of her, and knew that the real her most likely wasn’t named Abby and probably wouldn’t be too pleased knowing someone who couldn’t get a date was fantasizing about her all week. 

And the next week. 

But there was no mistaking it when she did come back. It was her, 1:21 in the morning, light blue car, license plate ABY 112. I expected to see her swing the same body in black leggings out of the car, sway around to pump gas, and do the same self-touching routine that I found kind of charming. 

I was not prepared for what she was wearing when she came out of the car. 

It was a full-on schoolgirl outfit. Like, short plaid skirt, tied-up little black blouse, knee-high stockings, black heels, and pigtails. 

Pigtails. 

I nearly came in my chair. 

I had imagined this girl wearing all kinds of things over the last few weeks. I swiped and swiped in my apps, both hoping to see she had a profile, but also not wanting to risk swiping yes while knowing she swiped no. I had pictured her wearing lingerie, short skirts, tight dresses, even nothing. 

I imagined her letting me run my hands on her flat tummy, lingering as I worked my way up her chest. I imagined that she liked to have her nipples tugged and pinched. I imagined her in a bikini, on my arm, going to the lake with Ben and Greg and everyone. I imagined her turning heads because she was hot and modest and confident, and Flower was trashy and angry. 

And now I didn’t have to imagine her wearing something sexy. It was right there. She walked around the car, lifted the pump, and started rubbing one leg against the other as she waited. 

Good God, her legs looked great. I could see her ass cheeks peeking below the hem of her skirt on one of the cameras. She looked scorching hot in that outfit, and who cares why she’s out in the middle of the night wearing it? 

She was pumping gas in her tiny little outfit that screamed sex and I was inside, staring at it from behind a counter.

Time to get busy. 

I grabbed the little bag of trash from under the register, tied it off, and got ready to walk out to the dumpster. 

Want to know what happens next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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About the Author

Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing erotic Romance fiction.

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.

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider leaving a rating or a review on Amazon.
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