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Maxine held back her moans behind scowls. She
wasn't really sure how Eddie even managed to get off with her
giving him the evil eye the whole time. But they were still young,
so she guessed he was just taking any pussy he could get no matter
the conditions.

"Oh fuck, you are SO hot, Max!"

"Don't get used to it. Fuck off."

Max didn't let down the adversarial front
until he left the room. Then she released a small sigh and relaxed
only slightly. He was getting better; she actually came this time.
Max idly picked a scrap of trash off her bed—the condom wrapper.
The date was from three years ago. Max scrambled to the trashcan,
gingerly lifting the limp, used condom from it.

"Where is the cum!?" Max asked no one.

She looked down at her wet pussy. "No." She
slipped a finger into herself and felt nothing out of the ordinary
in the wet, squishy mess. She picked through the trash and saw that
there were any number of things that could have simply absorbed the
escaped semen.

She figured she was probably okay. So she
didn’t think much more of it and sorted herself out to go home. She
preferred to sleep in her own bed when she had work the next
day.

---

When her period failed to appear Max
definitely didn’t "miss" it. It was inconsistent, unpleasant, and
when it came it made her feel sore, weak and mopey. All of those
things were not Max, she almost imagined she must have been scaring
it away with her dogged exercise and tough demeanor. Her lithe body
was just how she liked it: hard, unyielding. She didn't wear a bra
over her small breasts, and she wrapped her chest to eliminate any
stray jiggling and to be certain her nipples stayed concealed if
she wore a shirt with clingy fabric. Combined with the large
quantity of black-and-red oversized jackets she wore as her top
layer, her figure was indiscernible from the outside. Eddie was
probably the only one who knew she had a tight little bod
underneath all her grunge and posturing.
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