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Prologue: What Came Before we Came

I'm invisible, just like the movies. I cannot be seen. Not a bit about me is visible. Not my body. Not my hair. Not my nails. If I were to walk the streets of New York City naked – which I have done all summer, for two years, you would never notice me. You might bump into me, though I try to avoid that like the plague. Can you imagine the screams?

Winter is different. I dress and thus become visible. But, effectively, I am still invisible. Can you imagine trying to talk to people when your face is invisible? Sure, I wear gloves and a balaclava, but – without makeup... Well, you can imagine. At some point, the illusion would break down when some part of me is unseen.

Unsettling? Oh, hell yeah!

So the last two years have been the loneliest of my life. No friends. No lovers. No acquaintances. Nothing. No contact. Were it not for being a trust fund baby, I would be homeless on top of invisible. 

No contact. That was the worst. It got to the point that I was considering criminal activity of the worst sort – just to feel another person, to connect with another person. It all came to a head on this August day when I found myself about to touch a woman without her consent. My self loathing was such that I decided to end it all. So I got on an uptown train. My plan was to walk out on the George Washington Bridge and end it all.

And that was when I met Jenny. Jenny has odd eyes, She can see a bit into the infrared. She could see me. And being both a generous woman and an inveterate exhibitionist, she saved me.

For the first time in years, I touched another person. For the first time in years, I was touched by another person. In that empty subway car, Jenny impaled herself on my rock-hard meat-spear. Salvation came to me when I came in her. It released me from the pain, loneliness and despair that had been my constant companion since everyone lost sight of me.

She brought me back to her place in Washington Heights, where, while making love, we put on an incredible show for her peeping-tom neighbor. It was, without a doubt, the most extraordinary and hot sex I had ever experienced. 

Now, in the afterglow of that, Jenny and I had a chat...
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Chapter 1: I Love it When a Plan...
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Jenny and I sat near each other. She lazed on the easy chair in front of her picture window – the one over which I had slipped her my meat both for the enjoyment of her neighbor and ourselves. I sat on the floor between her legs and rested my head against the silky inside of one of her thighs. Naked, she was a magnificent sight. Her pale, slender body shone with the sweat of our happy exercise. Her long, honey-colored hair made a matted helmet around her lovely, flushed face. While my head lay againt one lege, she dangled the other over the arm of the chair. I massaged it absently. In the bright, afternoon sunlight, my invisible fingers made interesting ripples on her skin as I stroked up and down. I happily divided my attention between her face, her tits, and the sweat-darkened delta of her pubic hair between her thighs. Her lips were puffy from all our exertions and the pink of her inner lips peeked out between the valley walls of her golden-furred labia. There also, almost hidden, lay the reddened, and swollen ring of her anus. My dick twitched a bit at all Jenny's lovely flesh, even though I had already come several times this afternoon.

Jenny stared out the window, at the broad dark window of her neighbor across the street. He had vanished sometime around the time I deposited my load up Jenny's ass. Obviously he had appreciated the sight of our fucking as he had left a huge, dripping splatter of his own semen on his window. Mute testament to his appreciation for the odd performance we had just given.

"That was amazing, Herbie," she said, looking down at me.

I nodded, invisible to all but her. "I want to thank you," I said. "I really was about to go to the GWB and jump off."

She leaned forward. Automatically, I reached up and she kissed me, deep and thorough. When she broke, she looked at me with a serious expression. "Pussy," she said, deadpan serious. "Is there anything it can't do?" She held it a moment before bursting out laughing.

Of course, I laughed, too. I was high! After years of drought and loneliness brought about by the awful mystery of my own invisibility, meeting Jenny was a godsend. After the amazing episode on the subway, and this incredible encounter in her living room, I felt more alive than I had in... well, forever.

Jenny had a slightly different take on it. "You know, flashing people has always been the most exciting thing I've ever done." She looked at me. "When I spread my legs at you on the A train, I had no idea that this would happen.

"Fucking in front of that skeevy dude across the street, well, damn!"

I had to admit, as much as I loved just getting to get my dick wet again, that was pretty hot. Knowing that someone was seeing Jenny take my dick – without seeing my dick – and stretch wide open around my invisible meat-spear was exciting as hell. I don't think I've ever been so hard. Or cum so hard. It almost hurt when I nutted. To tell the truth, I had deposited my spunk so deep inside her, and with such force, that I was a bit relieved when only semen leaked out of Jenny's asshole at the end of it. And that made me hard again.

Jenny saw that – in the strange way she could see me, and grinned. "Oh, you too," she said. Go wash that thing off and we'll see if our new friend is ready for another show!"

I did this. Odd to see the outline of my dick drawn in suds while I washed it in the bathroom sink. When I returned to the living room, Jenny had hooked her knees over the arms of the chair and absently rubbed her clit. She nodded toward the window. "You know," she said, "I don't think he's ready to do that again. I think he's hiding."

I looked. The window opposite was still dark. There was no sign of the guy. The thick spray of cum still lay on the window. It looked like it was drying.

"As much as I want to have you stick that big old thing into me again, I think I want to try something out before it gets too late."

I let go of my dick, which I had been stroking in time with her hand movements. "What's that?"

"I want to shock some tourists."

"Okay," I said. And I needed no further persuasion.

Jenny leapt to her feet. She went to the window and leaned on the sill. The sight of her ass was magnificent. She leaned forward more and those two lovely cheeks parted. There, between them, was that lovely asshole in which I had buried my bone. Below, her lips pursed invitingly. "Take a look," she said.

I stepped behind her and pressed my wang between her cheeks.

"What?" I said.

She pressed back, against my hardon as she pointed. "See those ladies?"

"Mmm hmm." There was a small group of middle-aged women making their way to the Morris Jumel mansion, which lay at the end of the block. "I see them," I said as I ground my dick against her. She rubbed back. The head lodged between those pursed lips. "Can you imagine their expression if they saw your cum shoot out of nowhere."

I got to admit, that made me hot. Our little tryst in front of the neighbor was like nothing I had ever experienced either before or after the whatever it was that made me invisible. Just the thought got me hard, my dick popped through the vestibule of her pussy. 

"I guess you like the idea," she said. She reached back with one hand to cup my cheek, while she pushed back with her ass. Once more, her lovely flesh embraced the length of me in hot, liquid love. "That would be amazing," I said hoarsely.

"Great!" She pushed back against me again which made me take a step. My dick flopped out of her with a soft pop. "Let me throw some clothes on." She grinned. "I think you'll be fine just the way you are."

"Ha. Ha. Funny lady."

A few minutes later, we sauntered out her building's front door. Jenny was dressed in a slip of a dress made of thin cotton, with nothing underneath, the same sandals she wore on the A train, and a tiny bag. I was clad only in what my mother gave me at birth. I had wanted to shower before we left, but Jenny forbade it. "I want them to smell my cunt in the air!" she said. She turned and said in my ear, "I feel so hot, I think my honey is dripping down my thighs."

I took her hand and led it to my dick. "Oh my." She stopped, turned and grabbed hold of it and idly stroked it. She glanced down at it. “I love the way it looks,” she said.

“Tell me.”

“It looks like a pale outline of a dick,” she said. “I can see through it. Like you were made of air.” There were a few people out an about, despite the heavy heat. If they noticed Jenny's hand movements, they took no reaction. Just another New Yorker doing New Yorker things. She looked down at my cock again
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