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BIG HARD REUNION

It takes a lot of courage for Doug to ask his long-time crush, Karen, out to prom. He’s shocked and excited when she says yes. And the night is going great until she reveals to him that she’s actually a transgender. He tries to see the rest of the night through, but he ends up running away when she proves it.

Over the next decade, he can’t stop thinking about her and what could have been. Maybe he would have liked it. He finds himself comparing every sexual encounter to his Karen fantasy. And after a few years, he realizes that running out on Karen was the biggest mistake of his life.

But with his ten-year-reunion coming up, he’s determined to make things right, and he’s anxious to see the woman his precious crush has turned into.


CHAPTER I

I’d had a big crush on Karen DeNicio since the start of the tenth grade—pretty much since the first day I saw her. She was exactly my type: tiny, blonde, bubbly—everything I was too afraid to talk to.

And it took a long time before I built up the courage to talk to her. It was the day before the winter break in the eleventh grade when I finally got my opportunity. We were randomly assigned to the same group for a chemistry project. “I’m Doug,” I said to her, and I could already feel that my face was bright red.

She laughed. “I know,” she said. “We’ve been in all the same classes for the past three semesters.”

“Oh yeah, right,” I said, and I’m not sure why those exact words were the ones that decided to come out of my mouth. She laughed, and I was too shy to say much else. It would be a few more months before I built up the courage to talk to her again.

I was more than just a virgin. I still hadn’t experienced my first kiss. I still hadn’t experienced my first date. I could count every conversation I’d ever had with a woman on one hand. I would wake up every morning and say, “This is the morning. I will ask her if she wants to see a movie with me today.” And then the moment I saw her in the school halls, I would freeze up. “Maybe tomorrow,” I would tell myself. I needed more time to build up my confidence—and maybe I could pick a day when my skin would be clearer. And maybe it would be best to wait until after I got a haircut. But not this haircut—this haircut didn’t turn out so well. Perhaps I’ll wait until after my next haircut. Hell, maybe I’ll wait until next year—maybe I’ll have grown another inch and put on a few extra pounds…

I always had excuses, until I didn’t have any excuses left.

It was the last week of the twelfth grade and prom was coming up. Of course I didn’t have a date, like many of my friends. But Karen didn’t have a date either. In fact, she was one of very few girls in the school without one. And I saw it as a sign from God, even though I wasn’t religious. How could one of the cutest girls in the school not have a date just a few days before prom? It was Karen and eight or nine other girls—the chess club girls, the band geek girls, the Dungeons & Dragons girls, and Karen.

I was at my locker on one of those final afternoons when I saw a group of guys looking her way. They were whispering to one another, surely discussing which one of them would get first dibs on the blonde cutie. My heart began to throb hard. They had better chances than me; they were all on the basketball team, which had just won the state championship. Their grades were better than me. They were all on their way to better colleges than me. They were taller than me, and let’s face it: they were more handsome than me.

And had one of them made a move, I would be going to prom alone, destined to stand in the back of the gymnasium with one hand holding a drink and one hand buried in my pocket, watching as one of those basketball jocks got ready to stick it to my long-time crush. Because who doesn’t have sex on prom night, besides dateless losers like me? If you can get a girl to agree to go to prom with you, you’re essentially getting her to agree to fuck you as well. At least that’s the assumption most guys have as prom approaches.

One of the basketball jocks patted his friends on their shoulders and then he turned and started slowly towards Karen. I’m not sure what happened in that moment—if it was courage, desperation, or just plain stupidity—but I made my move. I hopped into action and sped over towards Karen. I got there just a few seconds before the basketball jock. “Hey Karen,” I said, throwing my body weight against the locker next to her.

“Hey Doug,” she said with that cute smile that had rendered me speechless so many times before. And it rendered me speechless now, until I saw that basketball jock out of the corner of my eye. He was watching me closely, probably wondering what the hell I was doing, and waiting for his chance to make a move. If I couldn’t come up with something to say quickly enough, he surely would have made his move. But what could I say? What did she want to hear? I couldn’t think of anything romantic or charming. I wanted to compliment something about her, but I didn’t want to be too upfront. I’d always been told to compliment a woman’s personality before complimenting her appearance, but what if she took that the wrong way? What if she thought that was me telling her, ‘Well at least you have a good personality.’? And even if I did want to compliment her—

The basketball jock took a step forward. He was fed up waiting for me to speak. So I just blurted out, “Will you go to prom with me?”

The basketball jock stopped in his tracks and his eyes widened. He looked at Karen in anticipation of her response. I also stared at Karen, but only for a second before my anxiety got the better of me and I had to look away. I was terrified of her answer. Was I too scrawny for her? Was I too short for her? Was I not smart enough for her? Should I have asked on a day when my skin was clearer, or my hair was better? Should I have asked—

“Absolutely,” she said with a big, cute smile. “That sounds like a lot of fun.”

My face must have been bone white. “O—Okay, great,” I said. My hands were trembling so I hid them behind my back. “I’ll pick you up then.”

She scribbled her address on a sheet of paper and handed it to me. “See you on Friday,” she said, and then she took off. And for the rest of that day, I had the biggest, dumbest smile stuck on my face. I was going to prom with a date—not just any date, but with Karen DeNicio, my long-time blonde cutie crush.


CHAPTER II

The night started out well. I borrowed my mom’s car and drove it down to Karen’s house. She lived in a small house in a poor neighbourhood, which took me by surprise. I don’t know why, but I’d always imagined her living in a grand house with a big manicured front lawn on a nice, quiet street. I rang the doorbell and waited a minute. I was dressed in a rented tan suit because I didn’t own a suit of my own, except for a black suit my parents bought me for a funeral a few years before, which was now far too small on my body.

A brown man answered the door and he looked at me strangely. “What?” he said.

“I’m looking for Karen,” I said. My heart began pounding. Did she give me a fake address as a joke? Was she just screwing with me as some prom night prank?

“Karen lives downstairs. Go around back,” he said, and then he closed the door in my face. So I walked around the house and knocked on the back door. A moment later, a tall white woman answered. She looked at me and her face lit up. She was a few years older than me. She was dressed like a nurse, as if she was about to head out to start a shift at the hospital. “You must be Doug,” she said. “Come on in.”

The woman was Karen’s sister, Megan. Karen and Megan lived alone together in a one-bedroom basement suite. Karen slept on the couch. Her bedding was neatly stacked next to the couch and her clothes were kept in a series of suitcases that sat on the other side of the couch. The place was small and dark, as there was only a single window next to the door.

“Karen is just getting ready,” Megan said. She told me I could sit at the kitchen table, which was pretty much in the living room. It was all one big room with two doors: one to the bedroom and one to the bathroom. So I sat down and I waited. My heart was pounding. It was my first ever date. I had no idea what I would say to her. Do I compliment her? Of course I should compliment her, but what’s appropriate? If I compliment her dress, will she think there’s something wrong with her? If I compliment her, will she think I’m ignoring her dress?

The bedroom door opened and my heart tumbled into my gut. I sat upright and took a deep breath in. Then she stepped out. She was wearing a cute blue dress that sparkled in the dimly lit room. She had her makeup done nicely and her hair styled up cutely. She smiled when she saw me. I sprung to my feet. I had a small bouquet of flowers which I quickly thrust towards her. “These are for you,” I said.

She stepped up and took them. “They’re beautiful,” she said.

“Your legs look great in that dress,” I said, and I instantly felt stupid for saying it. It made more sense in my head: compliment her body and her outfit at the same time. But it came out sounding awkward and kind of creepy.

But she just laughed. “You really think so?” she asked.

“Yeah. I mean—you look great. You and the outfit. And your hair too.” I felt my face becoming redder.

“You look pretty good yourself,” she said. “Shall we go?”

Megan watched us with a big smile on her face. She shook her head—probably at how stupid I was being. But in retrospect, it was probably endearing.

We got into my mom’s minivan and we started towards the school. Karen was wearing a beautiful perfume. She had her fingernails freshly painted to match her blue dress. “I like your fingers,” I said. “I mean your nails.”

She giggled. I loved that giggle. “Thank you,” she said.

We pulled up to the school and I couldn’t wait to show her off to all of my friends. I couldn’t wait for the whole school to see us together and realize that I wasn’t such a loser after all. The night was already going perfectly and there was still so much left! But the perfection all came to a screeching halt when I turned off the engine of the car.

“There’s something you should know about me,” she said.

I looked at her expectantly. I was expecting her to say something about why she was living with her sister—maybe some sad story about her parents passing away or something. I could have handled that. But instead she said, “I’m trans. I started transitioning five years ago.”

Her fun fact pinged around my brain a few times before it truly registered. I laughed, thinking she was kidding. “Yeah?” I said. “Good one.”

“I’m not kidding,” she said. “If that ruins things for you, I’ll understand.” And then I saw the sadness in her face and knew that she really wasn’t kidding. I was going to prom with a transgender.

“Does anyone know?” I asked. My hands were trembling and so were my legs.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Some people know,” she said. So I was about to walk into a crowded gymnasium with a transgender, and people would be looking at me and snickering to themselves. But what could I do? I couldn’t just dump her now—not without breaking her heart and looking like a complete asshole. I needed to go through with it, so that’s what I did. I forced a smile and said, “Oh, well that’s interesting.”

But I could tell that she knew I wasn’t happy to hear the news. Her smile was gone and now her cheeks were red with humiliation. I walked with her towards the school. I’d originally planned on holding her hand as we entered, but now I thought it would be best to keep a bit of distance. We walked into the gym in complete silence.

“Well here we are. Prom,” I said.

“Yeah,” she said quietly.

I looked around to see if people were staring at us. There were a few people looking our way—did they know? Were they going to go to their friends and gossip and laugh at me?

People were already dancing. The music was already turned up loud. But I wasn’t in the mood to dance. I didn’t want to be seen dancing with a trans chick. So I found myself standing quietly at her side. She was staring down at her feet. I was ruining her prom experience—her one and only prom experience.

And I was filled with guilt. That guilt just grew stronger and stronger. I wished she would see some of her friends and break away from me for the night, but all of her friends were busy with their own dates. All of my friends were standing by the back wall looking, telling jokes and laughing at the terrible dancers. I wanted to join them, but I knew that would just shatter Karen’s heart. But did I really care about Karen’s feelings anymore? I mean—she wasn’t even a woman.  I wasn’t hurting a girl’s feelings—I was hurting a boy’s feelings. And is that really such a big deal?

I looked over at her. But I just couldn’t see a boy. Her hair was perfect and it looked like it took a lot of time to get right. Her makeup looked tedious, as if it took all day to apply. She’d surely gone out and bought that dress just for this night. So how could I not feel horribly guilty? “Do you want to dance?” I asked.

And then I watched her face light up. “Yes,” she said with a smile. It was a pained smile but at least it was a smile. At least it took a bit of guilt off of my plate. I reached down and took her hand, making that smile grow just a little bit more, and I led her towards the dance floor.


CHAPTER III

I figured: what difference does it make if she’s transgender? So what if people laugh at me? In one week, I would never see any of these people again. All of my friends would remain oblivious because they never heard any of the gossip. And everyone else was going off to colleges all over the country. So what difference did it really make? Worst case scenario, I get bullied for a few days… I could handle a little bit of bullying, seeing as I’d handled a solid decade of bullying already.

So we danced. And as her smile grew bigger, I started to relax. I wasn’t ruining her night. I was giving her a dream prom. And I was having fun too. She was a good dancer—much better than me. I did my best to keep up, and I don’t think I did too badly. We ended up dancing through most of the night. When we weren’t dancing, we were chatting. She told me a bit of her life story—her parents kicked her out when she told them she wanted to transition. Her sister took her in. She was hoping to be a model one day, but she knew it would be an uphill battle given her special circumstances.

“I think you’d make a great model,” I said.

She smiled and blushed and then I got my first ever kiss. It only lasted five seconds, but it was probably the best five seconds of my life up until that point. My face burned hot. I knew I’d just lost my first kiss to a man, but strangely it didn’t seem to matter in that moment. We were having fun and she was beautiful—I knew that’s what I would remember, and not the fact that she was actually a biological man. At least I thought that that’s what I would remember.

A slow song came on so we made our way back to the dance floor. I slipped my arms around her and we swayed to the music. Before the end of the song, we kissed again. This one lasted at least a minute. Her body was rubbing up against mine, arousing me. I started to get an erection. I tried to reach down subtly to hide it in my waistband, but she noticed. My heart plunged into my stomach. But she just smirked. “You know that they leave the drama room unlocked every night?” she said.

“Really?”

“Yeah. Want to go?”

So we ran out of the gymnasium and down the hall to the drama room—and she was right: it was unlocked. We slipped inside and locked the door, and we continued our kiss in complete privacy. It wasn’t long before she reached down to rub my throbbing erection. I cupped her breasts and squeezed. She had small tits but they felt nice. They were the first tits I ever squeezed.

She sunk to her knees and tugged down my pants. My erection sprung loose. She grabbed it with her warm, soft fingers, and she led it to her lips. She began to suck. It felt amazing. I slipped my fingers into her soft hair and I massaged her scalp.

My brain kept reminding me that she was a man. I tried to push those reminders away, but they just kept coming. I was able to hold them back as long as my eyes were open and my gaze was glued to her. She looked like a chick—and as far as my eyes were concerned, she was a chick. She looked up at me with smiling eyes. She had my whole cock in her mouth. She nearly gagged on it, but she managed to keep her composure.

“I’m a virgin,” I said, and I don’t know why I said it. In my head, it seemed like the right thing to say. Aloud, it just sounded strange and pathetic.

“Me too,” she said.

“I’m nervous,” I said.

“Me too,” she said. And then she stood up. “But I want to lose it to you.” She slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders and then gave it a tug. It fell to the ground, leaving her in just her bra and tight panties. But I could see a large bulge in those panties. She reached around her back and unclipped her bra, letting her tits loose, but it was hard to focus on her beautiful breasts with that bulge before me. It was especially hard to focus once she bent over and pulled her panties down, showing off her long, thick cock.

It was bigger than mine—much bigger. It was curved slightly to her left and it was almost as thick as my wrist. My heart stuttered. And for the first time that night, I truly realized that I was on a date with a transgender. But in that moment, she didn’t seem like a transgender. She was just a man with a big cock and some makeup. My stomach turned and I felt dizzy. “What’s wrong?” she asked. She suddenly covered up her cock.

“I’m sorry, but I just can’t do this,” I said. My lips parted as if I had more to say, but I couldn’t say anything. I just turned around and left. I went straight for the back exit and I ran to my car. I didn’t even give Karen a ride home like I said I would. And sure, I felt guilty, but I also felt like I’d just dodged a massive bullet. I nearly lost my virginity to a man. It was bad enough that I’d lost my first slow dance to a man, my first kiss to a man, and my first blowjob to a man—but I saved my virginity. And I was happy for that.

At least I thought I was happy for that. But after a couple of years, I started to wonder if that night really did end the way it should have ended.


CHAPTER IV

It had been just over nine years since that night and I still thought about it all the time. I thought about her all of the time. The last time I saw her was in that empty drama room, as she stood naked and devastated with her long cock out. I could remember that face in vivid detail: the horror as she watched me turn to leave without warning.

It was a couple of years after that horrible moment when I lost my virginity to a real woman. It was at a college party. Her name was Susan and she was cute enough. She was a philosophy major who didn’t give a damn about philosophy. She gave a damn about partying and getting porked. And that night, I was the last guy left standing and sober enough to do the job.

It wasn’t the greatest sex—even I knew that having never slept with a woman before. She sucked my cock sloppily before falling onto her back and spreading her legs to reveal her warm, wet hole. It was already agape as if she’d been fucked by a thick cock earlier that night. I stuck my cock in her and began to pump her quickly, without much or any build-up whatsoever. She didn’t want build-up. She didn’t even want foreplay. Drinking was her foreplay—that was all she needed to get nice and wet.

She really was a sweet girl… when she wasn’t hammered.

She was a fine first fuck. I got what I needed to get out of my system. But sadly, the most memorable part of the night I lost my virginity was when she pulled off her shirt and revealed her small, perky tits. They looked just like Karen’s tits. They even felt just like Karen’s tits. When I was fucking her, I couldn’t take my eyes off of those tits to save my life. I loved the way that they bounced. I couldn’t stop thinking about Karen. After a few minutes, Susan started moaning and grabbing handfuls of bed sheets. She pulled a pillow over her face to scream into, and then she left it there as she moaned. With her face covered, I suddenly pictured Karen in her place.

And once I was imagining myself plugging Karen’s hole, I came almost instantly. And once my cock had drained deep inside of her, my heart started pounding. I may not have lost my virginity to Karen, but I lost my virginity thinking about Karen—and was that really so much better? I comforted myself with the reminder that I pictured Karen’s face and chest and not her throbbing, curved cock.

And I comforted myself with that reminder until I fucked my second chick: Laura Stanley, my sophomore year girlfriend. Laura was a cute, petite blonde who looked a hell of a lot like Karen, even though I never admitted that to myself at the time (at least I tried not to). She even had a similar voice and similar mannerisms, though the similarities ended there. She came from a nice, rich family. She was very much into sports and she hated dancing. The day I asked her out, she was wearing a tiny yellow dress that looked very much like a tiny yellow dress that Karen used to wear back in high school.

We dated for a month before we fucked. We were in her dorm room and her roommate was out for the weekend. The whole thing was planned in advance: two weeks in advance, to be specific. She was a virgin and we’d come close a few times. “I just want my first time to be special,” she always said before we went too far. So she decided to plan her special time herself. “We’ll do it on Friday, in my dorm room,” she said. And then she spent the week picking up everything she needed. She rented a record player and bought her favourite album on vinyl. She bought over one hundred dollars worth of candles and red satin sheets that matched the cover of her favourite romance novel. And with all of her hard, meticulous work, the moment ended up being the complete opposite of special. It felt staged and cliché. She kept asking me to “be more charming” and then she kept jumping up from the bed to relight candles that went out. She had her hair and makeup professionally done for the night, and she begged me not to ruin her hair or makeup.

“Kiss my neck,” she said, so I kissed her neck. Then she asked me to stand back while she undressed, so I did. She undressed slowly as if she was in a movie. She had nice tits and a nice body. And I have to admit: I was a little bit disappointed when she revealed her clean-shaven pussy. And then when I realized I was disappointed, my heart sunk down and my face became pale. Had I really been secretly wishing that she were a male under that dress?

“What’s wrong?” she asked, her face bone white as she stared into my eyes. Her perfect moment was ruined by my not-so-perfect reaction.

“Wrong? Huh? Nothing’s wrong,” I said. But my gut was turning. I was insane—I wasn’t just going insane, I was officially insane.

Her cheeks were red and she was covering her chest with her arm. I walked up to her and wrapped my arms around her and gave her what she wanted: cheesy, fake romance. I kissed her neck and then I slowly penetrated her. She didn’t want me to ravage her. She wanted nice, slow thrusts—and she reminded me not to ruin her makeup, as if there would be photos afterwards.

After fifteen minutes of slowly penetrating her, I wasn’t any closer to coming. She wasn’t coming either, too preoccupied trying to make sure she wasn’t posing awkwardly or making funny faces. I ended up surrendering to my mind—I closed my eyes and imagined Karen. But this time I didn’t just imagine her tits and her pretty face: I imagined everything. I imagined my cock slipping into her asshole. I imagined her holding her throbbing member and pumping it. And then I imagined her coming all over her own chest and abdomen.

And then I pulled out and came all over Laura. She thought my cum was pretty gross. It was the first cum she’d ever felt. She kept her hands away from it, refusing to touch it, and then she begged me to grab some tissues to wipe it off. She didn’t move a muscle, afraid it would dribble onto more of her skin. It was the first and last time we had sex.

The third time I had sex was even more concerning. The girl I was with was a total knockout, though I didn’t even know her name. It was the last day before the summer break and we were at a bar. There was a wet t-shirt contest and somehow I was picked to be the guy who got to pour the water on the women. When I was pouring water on this particular young lady, she looked into my eyes with a look that was begging for sex. She didn’t win the contest, but she won me without much effort. She came to my table with a couple of shots. We took them together and then she ordered a few more. The night slipped away from me slightly and the next thing I knew, I was in her bedroom. She kept shushing me because her parents were asleep upstairs.

Her room was painted bright pink, with brighter pink hearts on every wall. Her bed sheets were pink, too. I threw her down on her bed and I jumped on top of her. I pulled off her shirt, which was still damp from the contest, and I sucked her nipples. And then I pulled down her little booty shorts, and once again found myself strangely disappointed that there wasn’t a cock there. But had there been a cock, I don’t even know what I would have done. Hell, I probably would have jumped up and ran away like I did with Karen. So I’m not sure why I was disappointed. “Are you okay?” she asked with a whisper.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I said.

We made out for a bit while she blindly got me naked. She loved playing with my cock, and I loved the feeling of her fingers stroking my rod. She got me hard quickly, and once she spread her legs, she was already dripping.

I pressed my cock into her. Her pussy was tight. I pumped her hard for a few minutes, and in those few minutes she came a few times. She came easily and bountifully. She had big tits that bounced in every direction with glee. She liked it when I put my hand around her throat and pressed down. She really liked it when I slapped her on the face (which I only did because she begged me). She kept telling me to be quiet, but she wasn’t being quiet at all. In fact, I think she wanted her parents to wake up and hear us.

But I wasn’t coming. I wasn’t even coming close to coming. She was hot and fun and her pussy felt good, but something was missing. I couldn’t stop thinking about Karen. I found myself staring at her body, wishing I would have fucked Karen, just so that I could know what it was like. Every night I thought about what it would have been like and what could have been, even though I knew that it was better that nothing had happened save for a bit of kissing and a quick blowjob.

“Come in me already,” my fling begged. “Please just fucking come in me.” She came again, but I could tell that she was running out of steam. But I wasn’t any closer to coming, even when I closed my eyes and imagined Karen. I hated that I thought I could come by imagining Karen. I wished Karen would erase herself from my mind.

But I had another idea. I flipped my fling over and I pressed the tip of my cock up to her puckering butthole. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“Shh,” I said, and I held her down by pressing the palm of my hand against her mid-back. I started to push into her asshole. It was a bit dry and very, very tight. She squirmed and said, “Ouch! It hurts!” But I knew it was what I needed. Once I was in deep, I started thrusting.

And she liked it. After a minute, she started moaning a deep, unflattering moan. “Oh my God that feels so good,” she said, her voice shaking with her body. And I came quickly, but my orgasm was accompanied by a bad feeling in my gut. I just came in a woman’s ass while imagining she was a transgender.

Things didn’t get better after that. Every time I had sex, Karen was on my mind. I was starting to realize that I had a serious problem that I needed to address—and I had an idea of how to address it.


CHAPTER V

It was five years after the last time I’d seen Karen when I found myself in a motel room with a trans prostitute. It wasn’t something I was particularly proud of, but it was something I needed to experience. I wanted the experience to be horrible. I wanted to hate every second with her and I wanted to be grossed out by everything about her so that I could stop feeling like I’d missed out on some sort of opportunity.

My date’s name was Karlee and she was shy to a fault. She didn’t move much. When I showed up she was already in her tight white lingerie. She stood in the middle of the room with her arms wrapped around herself and her gaze on the floor. “Is everything alright?” I asked.

“Yeah. I just can’t wait to suck your dick,” she said, but her voice lacked conviction, as if she was reading from a cue car glued to the wall behind me.

I put my hands on her hips and she became stiff. “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked.

She nodded her head and forced a smile. She was pretty cute, though her boyish looks were obvious. She had a petite body, much like Karen’s, but her nose and jawline weren’t so feminine. Her makeup job wasn’t great either. But she smelled nice. I bent over to kiss her, my heart racing. It took her a second to kiss back. But she remained stiff. “Are you sure you’re okay?” I asked.

“Can I tell you something?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said.

“I’m a virgin. I—I’ve never been with anyone before. I just really need the money,” she said.

My heart stuttered. I felt guilty, as if I was stealing something from the poor trans girl. But maybe it was better she lose her virginity to me than some creep. So I was gentle. I kissed her softly and I held her tenderly. I placed her down on the bed and then I started kissing down her body. My heart was still racing. Now I wasn’t just doing something I found to be morally wrong—I was doing something legally wrong as well.

If a cop burst through that motel door, I could end up on a sexual offenders list, unable to ever get a proper job again in my life. I took a deep breath and continued to kiss down her body. She was fit—fitter than most women. Her abs were hard, which was a bit off-putting. I gently pulled down her white thong, revealing her shy, flaccid cock. It was the moment I’d been secretly waiting for and simultaneously dreading for years. I was finally with a woman who had a cock.

I was still for a moment, staring at it, wondering if I was about to make some big, stupid mistake. “You can touch it, if you want,” she said with her coy voice.

So I slipped my fingers around it and gently pulled back her foreskin. She had a small cock, and that was probably for the best. I still remembered how intimidating Karen’s cock was: hard and throbbing and nearly the size of my forearm. This was more manageable. I gave it a few stroked before I could feel it beginning to grown and harden. “You can suck it if you want,” she said. So I took a deep breath and bent forward, hoping to hate every second that cock was in my mouth.

But I didn’t hate every second of it. Instead, I felt completely indifferent. It seemed no different than sucking on one of her fingers. I managed to get her rock-hard, but even still, I didn’t feel one way or the other about it.

“Do you want me to fuck you or do you want to fuck me?” she asked.

Suddenly my heart was pounding against my ribcage as I wondered what would have happened with Karen. Would she have wanted to take a turn on top? Would I have liked it? Over the past five years, I’d had dreams of Karen mounting me—though sometimes they were more like nightmares than dreams. Her big cock probably wouldn’t have fit into my ass without stretching me painfully wide. But my little escort fling was small and seemingly harmless. “I suppose you could fuck me,” I said.

So I bent over the bed and she stepped up behind me. I felt her press her warm, wet tip up to my asshole. I took a deep breath as she began to push in. It felt strange: very, very strange. I felt suddenly full. She wasn’t thick enough to stretch me out too much, but it still felt like my tight hole was being stretched wide. My legs began to tremble when she started to pump me from behind. She put her hands on my hips. She had a strong grip and her hands weren’t nearly as small and feminine as Karen’s. But I tried not to think about that.

She was almost pressing against my sweet spot. She would hit it occasionally, sending jolts of pleasure pulsing through my body. But she wasn’t quite there. And she didn’t last long. “Oh fuck,” she groaned in a slightly masculine voice, and then I felt her coming. She was wearing a condom, but I could feel the tip of that condom expanding with warm fluid. She pulled out quickly, leaving me feeling suddenly empty.

It wasn’t a terribly positive experience. But I left with a smile on my face, thinking that I’d finally put a long-overdue nail into an old coffin. But it wasn’t long before I started to think: it would have been different with Karen…


CHAPTER VI

It was a late May afternoon when I received that burgundy envelope in the mail. My name was quickly handwritten on the front of the envelope. The sender’s address was in my town, but I didn’t recognize his or her name: Sandy Merkle.

I opened up the envelope. It was an invitation to my ten year high-school reunion, happening in just one month at my old school. Had it already been ten years? My God, I was getting old and I was getting old fast. What had I accomplished in those ten years? I got a degree that I wasn’t even using. I had a job that I didn’t even like. I had no wife or kids or even a dog. I couldn’t help but cringe at the thought of showing up to my high-school reunion as a single, achievementless loser. I mean—don’t get me wrong: I didn’t see myself as a loser. I just knew that the real losers wouldn’t show up to the reunion: the college dropouts who ended up spending the past ten years partying, quickly becoming older and older than the kids they were partying with. And the successful guys—they would surely be showing up, looking for an opportunity to prove that they were the best.

So in contrast, I would be a loser. And it’s not like I wanted to see any of my old friends, especially considering I knew for a fact that one of them was a lead engineer with a massive company, making hundreds of thousands of dollars each year. Another one was a big time computer programmer, and another one was working some confusing job with NASA.

And what was I doing? I was doing nothing. I was working some dead-end job for an insurance company and sleeping with as many women as I could in an attempt to quell my regret from ten years ago…

Suddenly, I realized that Karen might be at the reunion.

Was it possibly my chance at redemption? Was this my chance to kill that regret that had been festering inside of me for ten years? Maybe I just needed to see her with experienced eyes—to see that she wasn’t really the mythical being that my mind had invented. I always remembered her through my virgin teenager goggles: glowing and cute and beautiful and kind… But that probably wasn’t really the case. Besides, she was ten years older now and nearing thirty. I can’t imagine a biological man ages quite as gracefully in a dress as a biological woman.

So I slipped my RSVP into the mail, with a check marked next to the ‘will be attending’ box, and an X marked on the ‘how many guests will you be bringing?’ box. I would go alone, eat the cheap provided dinner, listen to the lame speech from our class valedictorian, and catch a glimpse of Karen to ease my long-time guilt.

But what if I saw her and she was as beautiful as I remembered? What if I saw her and my regret only grew? Maybe she would still be single. Maybe I could convince her to join me back in that drama room to pick things up where they left off…

Or maybe I could try to find some way to slap some sense into myself. I couldn’t understand why my brain wouldn’t accept the simple fact that she was not a woman: she was a man. She was incapable of having kids. She had to take hormone blockers every day so that her beard wouldn’t grow in. There was no pussy between her legs. There was nothing there for me except some silly idea of ‘the girl who got away’. She was a fantasy and nothing more—a fantasy that needed to expire so I could move on with my life.

A couple weeks later I took my suit to the drycleaners. I wanted to make sure everything was perfect for the big night, even though my plan was essentially to dine and dash. I even bought a new cologne for the night. It was a bit out of my price range, but it seemed worth it. I wanted to make an impression, though I’m not sure why—or maybe I was sure why and I just didn’t want to admit it to myself…

I wanted Karen to be beautiful. I wanted her to see me and throw herself at me as if she’d waited ten years for that very moment. I wanted her to run off with me to that drama room again like we did when we were teenagers, and I wanted her to bend over for me. I wanted to fuck her in the ass while I jerked off that big, thick cock of hers. And I wanted to watch her come—

“Get a hold of yourself, man,” I said to myself before giving myself a slap on the cheek.

Ten years ago, Karen planted a seed inside of me that had grown into a horrible creature. If it weren’t for her, maybe I would be showing up at my ten-year reunion as a married man. Maybe I would have kids and achievements to boast. But instead, I just had a conflicted mind. I couldn’t hold down a relationship because I couldn’t stop thinking about Karen whenever I got a girl into the bedroom. I thought about seeking counselling or therapy, but it was just too embarrassing to admit that I wished I had a time machine so I could go back in time and fuck a well-hung trans chick. I wanted to believe that my life was truly better off because I didn’t go through with the act that night, but it was harder and harder to believe with every girl I slept with.

A week before the reunion, I tried to creep Karen’s Facebook profile. But her account was set to private, as it had been since high school. I could only see her profile picture: her silhouette against an ocean sunset. I could have added her—at any point in the past ten years I could have added her—but I was afraid to. I don’t know why I was afraid to, but I was. I’d Googled her many times over the past ten years, hoping to see how she was doing. But nothing ever showed up. If she had any working achievements, they weren’t being publically published.

And there was a good chance that she wouldn’t even show up at the reunion. I asked a few of my old friends if they were going and they all laughed. “Why would I do that? I don’t want to see the people who bullied me as a child,” I was told. “But if you want to meet up for a beer, why don’t we just go to a bar?”

I think most people skip out on their high-school reunion. Karen had an especially good reason to skip out on the reunion: to avoid the man who ran away from her after she made herself completely vulnerable. She had never been terribly popular. She only had a few friends. So why would she show up… Unless she wanted to see me.


CHAPTER VII

I felt quite stupid as I walked up to my old high school. There was a line of couples waiting to get in, past the check-in desk that was set up by the door. I must have been the only single attendee in sight. Chad Johnson was handing out programs and signing people in. Chad was a drama geek. He never missed an after-school drama class and he even convinced the school to let him take the same drama class twice in place of a second elective. He looked at me as I walked up to the desk. “It’s Doug, right?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile. I looked around and felt even stupider. Everyone looked so damper and put together. The man behind me had a sparkling golden watch on his wrist that was probably worth more than twelve months of my rent.

“And your date’s name?” he asked, looking down his list.

“No date,” I said.

He looked at me with red cheeks. “Oh, I’m sorry. You’re right, it does say ‘no date’ next to your name.” He forced a smile. “I think you’re the first person I’ve checked in without a date.” And then his face became dark red. “Not that that’s a bad thing. I’m sure your misses just couldn’t make it tonight.” He was digging himself further into a hole.

I grabbed one of the programs. “Thanks,” I said, and then I went inside before I had to face any more humiliation.

Our seats were assigned for us. I was placed in the far back corner at an empty table that stayed mostly empty as people started to filter in.

I recognized many of them: my old classmates. I decided to stand up and try to mingle so that I wouldn’t look completely pathetic sitting at the back of the gymnasium by myself. I found myself standing in the middle of the large space—the exact spot where Karen and I had our slow dance and our first kiss. I looked around—she was nowhere to be seen now, and maybe that was for the best.

“Doug?” a man said behind me. I turned around. It was Larry Kent, the alternate quarterback for our school’s football team. He was still tall and built. And I was still afraid that he was going to punch me in the gut like he used to whenever I wouldn’t give him my lunch money, back in elementary school. “Long time no see, buddy,” he said, as if we’d ever been buddies. He reached his hand out to shake mine.

My parents always told me not to worry about the bullies and the jocks. “They’re peaking now. You have your whole future,” my mom would say whenever I came home with a black eye or a chipped tooth. But she was wrong. Larry Kent had an expensive watch on his wrist, an expensive pair of shoes on his feet, an expensive suit on his body, and a beautiful wife standing next to him. She was vaguely familiar but I couldn’t seem to figure out why.

“This is Marina,” he said. “She’s an international model. Maybe you’ve seen her in an ad before.” She reached out gently and took my hand. She couldn’t have weighed more than ninety pounds. It occurred to me that Larry was just there to show off. And then it occurred to me that everyone was there to show off. The only people who showed up were the people making more than 150K each year. The only people who showed up were the ones with supermodel wives. Everyone was just trying to prove that they should have won the title of ‘most likely to succeed’ in our yearbook. I had no idea who actually won that title.

So I slowly migrated back over to my table and I took a seat and waited for dinner to be served so I could make my escape before enduring too much more embarrassment. And then she took a seat across from me: Karen DeNicio.

It took me a second before I recognized her. She wasn’t the cutesy petite girl anymore. She’d grown nearly a foot, but she was still slender. Her breasts had grown as well, and she didn’t keep them too hidden with her low-cut dress that fit tight to her body.

She didn’t recognize me right away. Instead, she was looking through her purse for something. That something ended up being a tube of lipstick. She looked around while she applied it, still not noticing me. To be fair, I didn’t look like the same scrawny teenager. I was still a smaller guy, but I’d put on a bit of muscle. I’d grown a small beard and I no longer dressed in baggy hoodies and cargo pants.

I stared at her for a moment, trying to see her flaws, but she had none. She was beautiful. She was even more beautiful than the night of our prom. She’d grown into a gorgeous woman, and now my regret was even greater than ever—no matter how many times I reminded myself that she wasn’t even technically a woman.

She looked at me, right into my eyes, and then I looked away, suddenly overwhelmed and intimidated. But I knew I couldn’t look away forever. I knew that I’d just made myself look weak and I needed to save a bit of face. So I looked back. She was still looking at me. “Doug?” she said.

“Hi,” I said, forcing a smile. “It’s Karen, right?” I said, as if I didn’t know. I sounded like a complete idiot.

She laughed. She still had that cute laugh. “How have you been? It’s been so long.”

“Oh, you know. It’s going well. How about you? What have you been up to?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Just living,” she said.

“I hear you,” I said, and then there was a long, awkward silence. I was remembering that moment in that drama room and I’m sure she was remembering the same exact moment. I looked down at the empty table and she looked around the gymnasium. “Are you here with your husband?” I asked in an attempt to kill the silence.

She smiled. “No—no husband.”

There was another long silence. “Couldn’t convince him to come out tonight?” I asked.

“I couldn’t convince him to exist,” she said, and then she laughed. I laughed as well.

“I hear you,” I said, and then there was another long silence. And there would be silence after silence until we addressed that horrible elephant in the room. It was all I could think about and I’m sure it was the same for her. “I’m—uh—sorry about what happened. You know—at prom, or whatever,” I said.

She smiled, but this smile was painfully forced. “It’s okay,” she said.

“I was young and stupid and I really didn’t know what I was doing,” I said.

“Me neither. I don’t blame you for running off.”

“I wish I hadn’t run off,” I said. “I hope you believe me what I say that.”

She smiled and nodded, as if she didn’t really believe me but she wanted the conversation to end along with the memory of that embarrassing night. It was embarrassing for me, but I couldn’t even imagine how embarrassing it was for her. She was the one who pulled her cock out and was left standing there vulnerable and alone.

The next silence was particularly long and horribly awkward. I tried to think of something to say—a new subject of conversation or even just a stupid joke to ease the tension, but I came up with nothing. Thankfully, someone stepped up onto the stage and tapped on the microphone. “If everyone could make their way to their seats, dinner will be served momentarily.” I was excited for more people to come and sit at our table, so that there would be someone to talk to and ease the tension.

Unfortunately, there was only one couple that came to sit at our table: Barry Goring and his wife. Barry was always quiet back in high school, but now he had a lot to say—to his wife. They were fighting from the moment they sat down to the moment they got up and left, before food was even served. Barry’s wife was convinced that Barry was hitting on some girl, and Barry was convinced that his wife was hitting on Larry Kent.

“Well that was interesting,” Karen said once they were gone. And once again, we were alone at the table together, with nothing to talk about but plenty to think about.

And after another long silence, I said, “I really am sorry you know.”

“Can we just not talk about it?” she asked.

“But it’s bothering me and it’s been bothering me for ten years. I just need to get it off of my chest.”

“What exactly do you want to get off your chest?” she asked, staring into my eyes with an unimpressed look.

“I just want you to know that I’m sorry.”

“You say you’re sorry, but what are you sorry about?”

“Leaving.”

“I don’t believe you,” she said. “But it’s fine. I’ve gotten over it.”

“Why don’t you believe me?” I asked.

She stared into my eyes for a moment before saying, “Because I know that you would just do it again if we were in the same position.”

“I wouldn’t,” I said. “And for the past ten years, I’ve wished I would have stayed.”

Now she was silent, staring into my eyes, trying to decide whether or not I was bluffing. But I wasn’t bluffing. I really wished I could go back and see that night through—even though I knew that leaving was the rational, logical thing to do.

“Prove it,” she said.

A waiter placed a plate of unappetizing food down in front of Karen, and then he placed an identical plate down in front of me. It looked like a freezer meal plopped onto a paper plate, with a bit of parsley to look fancy.

My hands were trembling. What did she mean when she said, ‘prove it’? “I’d be happy to.”

“Fine. Let’s go,” she said. She stood up and grabbed her purse. So I stood up as well. My heart was pounding. Was this really happening?


CHAPTER VIII

It didn’t take me long to realize she was leading me towards that old drama room. She wasn’t holding my hand like she was ten years before, and we weren’t running like a couple of excited teenagers. We were simply walking, side-by-side, saying nothing. I wondered if she was actually planning on going through with this, or if she was just trying to catch me bluffing.

I’d slept with many girls since that night—and I’d slept with a few trans chicks as well. But this was different. This was the moment I’d been waiting for all decade, but I had no idea if I could actually go through with it.

She was a different woman than the Karen I went to prom with. She wasn’t a cute, shy little teen anymore. She was a woman. She was tall and strong and confident.

She reached for the door handle of the drama room. It was unlocked, just like it always used to be. My heart skipped a beat. What if we have sex and it isn’t everything I’d always dreamed that it would be? What did that mean? Did that mean I’d wasted the last ten years fantasizing over something that wasn’t worth fantasizing over? Did that mean I’d let a stupid obsession wrongfully dictate my whole life?

The drama room was dark, even once she flicked the light switch. Half of the bulbs were burnt out, as if the room was never used anymore, and maybe it wasn’t. “Take off your pants,” she said. Then she stepped into the middle of the room and started to undress. With her back to me, she slipped out from her dress and let the little outfit fall to the ground. She was wearing a black lacy bra that matched her panties. She had a nice, firm ass and succulent curves.

I reached down for my belt buckle but hesitated. My heart was still pounding. I knew something was awry but I didn’t know what. I couldn’t understand why she was giving me this second chance. “Why are you doing this?” I asked.

She looked at me over her shoulder. “You aren’t the only person who’s run away from me,” she said. “But you were the first.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by that. I watched her as she continued to undress. She unclipped her bra and tossed it aside. Then she bent over and started to shimmy down her panties. Her thighs pressed together, so I couldn’t see that massive cock that once scared me away. And maybe it wasn’t actually so massive—maybe that was just another side effect of my virgin-goggles. I took a deep breath and took off my pants.

“Are your pants off?” she asked without looking back.

“Yeah,” I said. I felt silly with my cock hanging out.

“When I turn around, we’ll be exactly how we left off ten years ago,” she said. My heart skipped another beat. And it occurred to me that if I could go through with it, then it would be redemption for her as well. My leaving had probably left a terrible mark on her life, the way that her naked reveal had left a huge mark on my life. So I took another deep breath.

She turned around.

Karen had grown in more ways than one. She was nearly a foot taller but she’d grown in other places too. Her cock was massive—even bigger than I remembered. Flaccid, it was easily eight or nine inches, swaying from side to side like a heavy pendulum. I felt the colour rush from my face.

I’d been with a few transgenders before, but nothing like her. The trans girls I’d been with had all been small and soft—petite and feminine. Karen was mostly feminine, but there was nothing feminine about that cock. My heart stuttered and fell into my stomach. I must have been bone pale. “Well?” she said as she stood there vulnerably for the second time in ten years.

“You look good,” I said.

“I’m still waiting for you to prove that you regret leaving me,” she said. She crossed her arms shyly and her gaze fell to the floor.

I cautiously stepped forward. I couldn’t believe the size of that cock. I gently placed my hands on her hips and I leaned forward for a kiss. She dodged the kiss. “If we’re picking up where we left off, I think we’ve already done enough kissing—wouldn’t you agree?” Before I ran off ten years before, she’d just finished sucking my cock. And I had a feeling that she was now expecting me to return the long overdue favour.

So I sunk down to my knees slowly and found myself staring right at the thick, curved beast. I gently reached up and slipped my fingers around it. It was heavy. My God, it must have weighed a whole pound, maybe more. It was warm and I could feel it throbbing. She was staring down at me with an expectant and shy look, as if she was waiting for me to run away screaming. But I had to see it through. That cock had tormented my fantasies for too long. I gently began to stroke her member and then I pushed her tip through my lips.

Her body became tense. It wasn’t what she was expecting. I sunk as much of her into my mouth as I could fit and what I couldn’t fit I continued to stroke with a clenched fist. After a minute, she started to relax. She gently grabbed my head with both of her hands and she began to guide me forward and back. I’d never sucked a cock before, but I was glad hers was my first.

I could feel her getting harder and bigger and thicker and warmer. Her veins were throbbing. I had to stand up on my knees as her cock rose up. I got a taste of her sweet pre-cum. “So maybe you weren’t lying,” she said with rosy cheeks. She bit the corner of her bottom lip.

“I’ve been waiting for this for ten years,” I said, taking a short break from her cock before plunging her back into my mouth. I continued to suck.

“Lay on your back,” she said, so I followed her command. She planted her knees next to my shoulders and she hung her erect monster cock over my face. Then she started lowering that cock down towards my lips. I opened wide. I couldn’t move so I just let her thrust her cock in and out of my mouth. I liked it. It’s exactly what I wanted for so long. She made me gag when she started to push down my throat, and she nearly made me vomit, but I managed to hold myself together.

“Maybe I was wrong about you,” she said with that big cute smirk that I’d always had such a big crush on.

“You were,” I said. “But it was my fault.”

She stood up and walked over to the little stage that wasn’t quite three-feet tall. She grabbed the edge of the stage and bent over. “Go ahead,” she said, swaying that perfect bum of hers in the air. I didn’t waste too much time. I jumped to my feet and I rushed over to her, sliding my throbbing erection up between her firm butt cheeks. Her tight hole was puckering, ready for me. I ran my hands up and down her soft sides.

And then I began to penetrate her. “Oh fuck,” she moaned. She clutched the edge of that stage tightly. I sunk in as deep as I could and I was impressed with her ability to take it. “You don’t have to be gentle. I’m not a virgin anymore.” She looked back at me and smiled.

“I’m not interested in being gentle,” I said, and then I started to thrust myself in and out of her without restraint. I slipped my hands around her throat to hold her in place. She pushed her bum back with every penetration to make the most of it.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” she said. Her asshole was amazingly tight. I had to bite my tongue not to come right out of the gate.

I took one hand off of her throat and I reached around to grab her cock. I loved how warm it was. I loved the way it throbbed in the palm of my hand. I stroked it and rubbed her swollen tip. “You like my cock, huh?” she said between heavy moans.

“I love it,” I said.

“Then why don’t we switch places?”

“Why don’t we?”

I pulled out and quickly bent over the stage. She walked around me and slapped her cock between my butt cheeks, reminding me of how endowed she was. She slid it up and down a few times before lining her tip up with my hole. I took a deep breath. “This will probably hurt,” she said.

“I know,” I said, but I was ready for it. I wanted it. I’d spent ten years dreaming about it.

She began to press in. My body became tense and I clenched hard. I took in a sharp breath of air. She was sinking in deep—deeper than I knew possible. I swear I could feel her up near my lungs, pressing past my sternum. Hell, at one point it felt like she was in my throat. “How does that feel?” she asked.

“Amazing,” I said.

And she started to thrust in and out of me. And for the first time in my life, I was having sex without trying to imagine someone else. I didn’t need to imagine anyone else—I had exactly what I wanted. Hell, I was trying to imagine other things just so that I could last longer. And I caught myself grinning like a complete fool.

She pumped me hard and deep, making my body shake and tremble. I don’t know if a cock is supposed to be so deep in someone’s body, but I loved it. My own cock was throbbing so hard. My whole body was quivering. Her member was pressing hard against my sweet spot and it wasn’t long before I was a moaning mess.

“You promise to never run away from me again?” she said.

“Never,” I said.

“Good boy,” she said, patting me on the back. She started thrusting harder and faster. My knees became weak and I nearly fell to the floor. My cock was throbbing harder than ever. There was a euphoria swirling inside of my groin—

And then I came. I blasted the side of that stage with my hot cum. And she didn’t finish too long after. She filled me deep with her hot load, her entire foot long cock pressed deep into my body. “Oh God,” I groaned as my knees trembled and my head swayed from side to side.

When she pulled out, it took a few minutes for her cum to dribble down to my asshole. I was too stretched out to stop it from pouring out.

“How was that?” she asked.

“It was the best ten minutes of my life,” I said. I looked into her eyes.

“You aren’t going to regret it?”

“Never,” I said, and then we kissed for the first time in ten years. Her lips were still soft and plump and amazing.

I realized that night that I didn’t regret leaving that night of the prom. I regretted the way I left—like a foolish coward—but I didn’t regret not having sex with her. I learned so much about myself over the past ten years: who I was and what I wanted. And I wouldn’t have been able to learn anything had I careless had sex with her that night, without appreciating what she had to offer. If we’d had sex, I’m sure it would have become a regret. We were both immature and clueless. I would have tried to avoid touching or even seeing her cock, and I certainly wouldn’t have let her penetrate me. But with some maturity and wisdom—for both of us—the sex turned out to be amazing and unforgettable in the best way possible.

And our relationship didn’t end at sex. When we returned to that ten-year reunion after cleaning ourselves up, we returned as a new couple. It wasn’t official yet, but we both knew in our hearts that it would last.

THE END
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