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    CAUGHT CURIOUS 
 
    When Ken accidentally opens the wrong locker after basketball practise and finds a cute little dress, he is overwhelmed by an unexpected curiosity to try the dress on and see how he looks. The dress fits perfectly and he actually looks pretty good in it. But despite what he thinks, he isn’t alone in that locker room.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I don’t know what came over me that day in the locker room. I suppose I was just overwhelmed by a buzzing curiosity. My mind was still out on the court, apparently along with my sensibilities. Never before had I considered putting on girl’s clothing, so I’m not sure where the sudden urge came from. 
 
    But the moment I opened the wrong locker and saw that pink bag stuffed with girl’s clothes, there was that urge, as strong as ever, as if it had been there, growing my whole life. Maybe it was the fact that the clothes in the bag were the kind of clothes I liked on a woman. I’d never thought about wearing girl’s clothes before, but I had looked at girls in the streets and thought, if I was a woman, that’s what I would wear—or the opposite—if I was a woman, I would never wear that. Occasionally I found myself staring at a questionable outfit and thinking: you’re a woman, you have all the options in the world, so many sexy outfit possibilities, and that’s what you choose to wear? I always figured those thoughts were normal, and I sure as hell never thought they had anything to do with any urge to wear women’s clothing. Apparently I was wrong. 
 
    I’d never really felt girl’s clothing until that day in the locker room, when I reached into that bag to see if there was a wallet or some piece of ID, so I could find the owner to return the lost bag. It was obviously lost. Our gym lockers didn’t have locks on them and there were signs everywhere saying not to leave anything in the lockers overnight. Now, it was an hour after school and all of the after-school activities were wrapped up. There was no ID in the bag, but there was a great deal of lace and satin and cotton that was so soft, it made me wonder which burlap sac my clothes were made from. I picked up a little dress and it was so soft and light; I loved the way it felt in my hands. That was around the time my heart started to beat loudly against my chest. That was around the time I was struck by the consideration.  
 
    I didn’t have a sister and my mother bailed a few weeks after I was born. Growing up, all my friends we male. And the first nine years of my schooling were spent at an all boys school, so my female exposure was slim. I remember talking to a girl in the tenth grade and thinking, is this the first time I’ve ever talked to a girl before? I couldn’t think of any real conversations aside from a few shared words with store clerks and door-to-door saleswomen. So naturally, I was cripplingly shy around women. Everything about them was so mysterious, even legendary, like characters from mythology. Whenever I saw a beautiful woman walking down the street, and I saw all the men turning to look at her, I wondered how she felt. She must have felt like a goddess, commanding that kind of awe and attention.  
 
    When I walked down the street, I went unnoticed. Sometimes I would bump into people by accident and I wasn’t even sure if they noticed. I tried to smile as much as possible, making eye-contact whenever possible, but it always seemed unwelcomed if at all noticed. I was either ignored or met with confused glares. Why the hell are you staring at me, kid? When I saw girls doing the same thing, looking around on the bus and smiling at strangers, I just saw men perking up, their faces lighting up, their bodies becoming tense with nervous excitement.  
 
    But what was so different between men and women? According to the many sexual education classes I’d sat through in my schooling years, not a whole lot. There’s wasn’t much difference at all, aside from a couple of body parts, some hair, and places on the body where fat tends to form. In fact, when my biology teacher was going over the differences between the sexes, he kept saying “tend to” along with every point. “Men tend to have wider foreheads… Men tend to have broader shoulders… Men tend to have straighter jawlines…” I remember looking around the class at all of the guys who were suddenly self-conscious about their shoulders, their foreheads, and their jawlines. And I remember thinking, half of the girls in this room have broader shoulders than most of the guys, and half of the guys have smoother foreheads. So what’s really the difference? Why do I find myself staring at women in a hypnotic daze but I never stare at men?  
 
    The only major difference I could see was the clothes and the hair. But what was stopping a man from growing out his hair and wearing a dress? If that man doesn’t ‘tend to’ have those general characteristics, then what’s the difference. How am I supposed to know whether I’m approaching a chick or a dude in a bar?  
 
    That question pinged around in my brain as I held up that little dress in that empty locker room. There was a big mirror next to the sinks. My hair was about as long as most of the girls’ hair in our school, though it wasn’t cut as nicely (I’d just been too lazy to get it cut). My body was fairly slender, and I was a bit shorter than average, still waiting for my final growth spurt (or I should say, still hoping for my final growth spurt). So why not see for myself—see if there really wasn’t a big difference between guys and girls.  
 
    I looked around, heart beating fast and hard, and then I pulled the dress over my head and slipped it on. It was a bit of a struggle to get into. I probably wasn’t doing it right. But once I was in it, it fit nicely, hugging my waist and hips before flaring out at my thighs. It was soft and I liked the way it felt against my skin—strangely comforting. The only issue was the looseness at my chest. I dug into the bag to see if there was a pair of socks I could stuff into the top, but then I found a padded bra. The pads were thick and slipped out easily, and fit perfectly into the dress’ cups. I did a little bounce to make sure they were securely in place, and then I went to the mirror to see how I looked.  
 
    And shit, I looked pretty cute. I swayed from side to side, watching the skirt of the dress wave freely. My legs looked great. With a quick shave, they would be magazine worthy. My face did look quite masculine, but I couldn’t help but wonder if all I needed was some makeup. I could remember a few times one of my female classmates would show up to school without makeup, and the guys would all get together and gossip about how boyish she looked. It was your usual high-school cruelty, but sometimes in cruelty is honesty.  
 
    And then I found myself laughing. Who was I kidding? I looked like a guy in a dress. I wasn’t a girl, and I could never pass as a girl. I had abs—how many girls in the world have abs? Maybe a few weirdoes. I looked down at my hairy legs and wondered, would they really look good if I shaved them? Or were they too well-defined? I didn’t have hunk legs, but I didn’t exactly have the smooth Kate Moss legs that so many girls seem to have.  
 
    I looked back up and then I saw him standing there, staring at me with wide eyes and a big, open-mouthed grin on his face. It was Harry Allen, the captain of the basketball team. I’d been caught. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Harry was the worst person who could have been standing there. Not only was he the captain of the basketball team—a team that I was on—but he was also one of the most popular guys in the school. People practically worshipped him. And to make matters worse, he was notoriously a huge asshole. He was proving that now as he took out his cellphone and began filming me.  
 
    “It’s not what it looks like,” I said, my heart throbbing intensely. I tried to take in a breath of air, but the lump in my throat prevented it. My legs began to tremble.  
 
    “So what does it look like?” he asked with a little snicker, trying to hold in a full-blown fit of laughter. He kept his camera on me, doing his best to hold it straight and steady, so the video would be easier to watch once it was publically available on YouTube and Facebook and anywhere you go to stream viral videos. “Are you wearing panties under there?” he asked, letting another snicker slip.  
 
    “Harry, put the phone down. Please,” I said. My whole body was now trembling. There was no way out of this mess. There was nothing I could do to stop Harry from posting that video. Even if I’d had a bunch of money I could give to him, he wouldn’t take it. He had rich parents who gave him whatever the hell he wanted—and nothing they could give him would be worth forfeiting that video.  
 
    I went straight for my locker, slipping the straps of the dress over my shoulders. He followed me, camera still drawn. I tried to think of a way out of the mess. I considered waiting for him to get close enough that I could slap the phone out from his hand and crush it mercilessly underfoot. But I couldn’t guarantee that I would destroy the phone’s memory, and I couldn’t guarantee that Harry wouldn’t stop me before I was able to carry out the manoeuvre. He was captain of the basketball team for a reason. He had an easy forty pounds of muscle on me, half a foot of height, and way more fighting experience. When we were in the seventh grade, he fought two tenth graders behind the school and won. So to think I could overpower him, even for thirty seconds, was wishful thinking.  
 
    “Leave the dress on, beautiful. It looks really great on you,” he said, and then he snickered again. 
 
    “I just put it on as a joke,” I said. 
 
    “A joke for who?” he said. He turned and looked around, making sure the camera could see that the locker room was empty. It was a bad excuse—a joke? Who was I joking?  
 
    “Harry, just drop it, okay?” I said. It was getting harder and harder to breathe.  
 
    “Not unless you do a little dance for me,” he said. 
 
    “A dance?” 
 
    “Yeah, just do a little sexy dance and maybe I’ll delete the video.” Maybe was the keyword in that sentence, and I knew damn-well that it meant he wouldn’t delete the video. It would just make the video more embarrassing. So I refused, and then he said, “Well I guess I’ll just have to post it on Facebook then, won’t I?” And then I was in a terrible position. At least if I did the dance, there was hope—even if it was a tiny glimmer in a sea of darkness, it was still hope. But first, I tried to lunge at him, to slap the phone out from his hand. It was worth a try, but he was too fast. He turned around, dodging the attack, laughing as if he didn’t expend even a little bit of effort. “Hey now,” he said. “You wouldn’t want this sent to the whole school now, would you?”  
 
    I found myself frozen in the middle of that locker room, feeling like a complete idiot, wishing I could go back in time and ignore that pink bag and that little dress. What had come over me? Where did the sudden urge to put on girls’ clothing come from? It sure as hell wasn’t there now. Now, I was cringing at the mere idea of wearing girls’ clothing. Was it a moment of insanity? Did I have a mini-stroke?  
 
    “Dance,” he said, this time without a hint of snickering. He was dead-serious. It was dance or end up on the internet. So I started to dance, my joints stiff. I swayed robotically from side to side for a moment before he said, “I said sexy. Does that seem sexy to you? Run your fingers through your hair. Grab your tits. Maybe twerk a little bit.” 
 
    “Harry, c’mon. Can you not do this? Please.”  
 
    “If you don’t start sounding like a lady, this video is going online,” he said. “Now tell me how hot you are for me—and say it like you mean it. And don’t stop dancing.”  
 
    I took a deep breath, wishing a bolt of lightning would come down through the roof and strike me in the head, putting an end to it all. If that video ended up online, could I continue living? Could I ever show my face in public again, never really knowing who had seen the video and who hadn’t? Every time someone looked my way, it would be at the front of my mind—do they know? My regret turned into bubbling nausea. But I kept on dancing, swaying slowly, running my fingers through my hair, squeezing the pads in the dress’ top. “I’m so hot for you, Harry,” I said, doing my best female voice, praying that he would have the heart to spare my life. There wasn’t much hope. 
 
    He started to laugh. “Holy shit, that voice is great. How long have you been practising that for?” 
 
    “Harry…” I said. 
 
    “Seriously—that voice was so good. Keep talking to me like that. I’m into it. Tell me how badly you want me. And don’t stop dancing.” He bit the corner his bottom lip in a mostly unsuccessful attempt to suppress the laughter.  
 
    I kept dancing. “I want you so bad, Harry. You’re so sexy and I wish you were my boyfriend. I wish you would take me right here in the locker room.” I figured if I really hammed it up, he would spare me. If I disappointed him, took away his fun, then the video would be set free into the world. I couldn’t let that happen. “I want your big cock in my pussy.” I turned around, bent over, and found myself shaking my ass they way I’d seen Miley Cyrus do it in a music video. I had no clue if I was doing it right. I didn’t really care either—I just hoped it was enough for the cruel basketball star.  
 
    “Holy shit,” he said just before breaking into another fit of laughter.  
 
    “Now give me your phone, baby,” I said, reaching out as I continued to sway, my face red hot with humiliation.  
 
    He started to reach it out and then he pulled it back, that smirk still prominent on his face. “You want my phone, huh? So you can delete the video?” 
 
    “Yeah. Give it to me, baby,” I said.  
 
    “What are you willing to do for it?” he asked. 
 
    “Anything you want.”  
 
    “Bend over and let me slap your ass,” he said.  
 
    I bit down on my tongue. I felt dizzy, oxygen-depraved, on the brink of collapsing. Maybe if I collapsed, he would feel guilty and delete the video… Yeah right—as if. I didn’t have any other option, so I turned around, bent over, and waited for that spanking. I didn’t expect him to lift up the skirt of my dress to expose my bare ass. I wasn’t wearing any underwear, which I immediately regretted. “Nice ass, babe,” he said with a chuckle, and then he slapped it hard, making me jump. He slapped it again, and then he took a good handful and squeezed it tightly. “Tell me how much you like it,” he said. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder. He was still filming my increasingly humiliating embarrassment.  
 
    “Jesus. Hide your balls. Girls aren’t supposed to have balls, darling,” he said, so I pulled my ball sack forward and I closed my legs. “That’s better,” he said, and then he continued to squeeze my ass. Then he used both hands to spread my cheeks. “You should really consider bleaching your asshole. And a good shave wouldn’t hurt either,” he said. 
 
    “Anything for you, baby,” I said. Now I didn’t just feel humiliated, I felt violated, exposed, and horribly vulnerable.  
 
    “Shake your butt for me,” he said, so I did. I looked over my shoulder again, and he was still getting it all on camera. “Just like that. Damn, that’s a nice ass, girl.” He laughed some more.  
 
    “Okay, now delete the video,” I said, standing up suddenly. I couldn’t take anymore of his torture. I would sooner have been at Guantanamo Bay, being water boarded. “You had your fun.” 
 
    “I had some fun, sure, but I’m not finished yet. Besides, we have the whole place to ourselves. I even locked the door—maybe you should have considered locking the door before your little game of dress-up,” he said. “Now kiss my neck.” 
 
    “I’m not kissing your neck,” I said. “I can explain all of this, Harry, if you would just let me speak for one minute.”  
 
    “If you can explain it all, you won’t have a problem explaining it in the comments section of the YouTube video.” A chill ran down my spine. This was really happening. I was really caught wearing a little dress and posing like a little bimbo in front of the mirror. What the hell was I thinking? “Now kiss my neck.” 
 
    I took another deep breath and then I stepped forward. I bit my tongue hard and then I went in, locking my lips with his neck. I began to kiss. “Like you mean it, darling,” he said, so I began to use my tongue. He reached around and grabbed my ass with his free hand, still recording with the other. There was no way he would put this video up on the net, with him grabbing my ass. Everyone would wonder why he was so interested in my ass, knowing it was a man’s ass.  
 
    In fact, why was he so interested in my ass? He wasn’t gay—he’d dated the hottest girls in the school. He’d fucked most of them as well. Was it just an act? Was he bisexual? Or was he just having a laugh with me? I thought about calling him out on it, but I didn’t want to anger him. The last thing I needed was to give him an excuse to ruin my life. So I kept sucking. 
 
    “Now suck my nipples,” he said, pulling off his shirt in one quick motion, exposing his hard muscles.  
 
    “Harry…” I said, but it was hopeless. He just waited for me to suck his nipples. So I did. It was a strange feeling. My cheeks were still red hot, but the nausea was starting to go away, as if I’d accepted defeat, accepted my fate. Now I was just numb. It couldn’t get any more humiliating. Or could it? 
 
    “Tell me how much you want my cock again,” he said. “I liked that.” 
 
    “I want your big fat cock so bad,” I said, and then I continued to tease around his nipple with the tip of my tongue. 
 
    “Okay, now turn around and bend over,” he said. A cold jolt ran through my body. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I made one last attempt at grabbing that phone, but he was just too fast. I’d never been able to get the ball away from him either. There was a reason he was captain, a reason he was looking at some serious scholarships despite his lousy grades in just about every class except for gym. There was a reason his picture was in the school’s trophy case by the main entrance, and my name was just a tiny etching at the bottom of one of the trophies, below the word ‘alternates’.  
 
    “Bend over, beautiful. Or this video goes live,” he said, his voice low. He shook his phone gently as if to remind me he had my future in the palm of his hand.  
 
    So I bent over. I didn’t actually think he was going to do it. I just figured he was baiting me into making an even bigger fool of myself on camera. But then I heard the zip of his fly and I heard the dull thump of his pants hitting the ground. I didn’t look back. I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to see what was about to happen to me, but I knew. And it was confirmed when I felt the warm, dull pressure of his erection between my butt cheeks. He was going to fuck me in the ass.  
 
    I looked up and could see that big mirror across the room, and there I was, bent over, in a little dress, with my hair hanging down, Harry behind me, naked and erect. And instead of crippling fear and humiliation, I suddenly felt excited. I was strangely aroused by the sight of me in that little dress. From the distance, I really did look like a chick, and I was about to be fucked by the most popular guy in the school. Wait—was I really excited? Was I really letting him do it? Maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe I did have some sort of mental breakdown the moment I found that pink backpack.  
 
    He was still holding up his phone, pointing it down at my asshole as the tip of his cock pressed up firmly. “Damn, I love that ass,” he said, feeling it and giving it another firm squeeze. Then he took his cock in his hand for extra support and he started to push in. I was completely frozen, my mind swirling with god-knows what. I couldn’t catch a single thought. Everything was a messy blur. Whenever I tried to make sense of the situation, I just found that peculiar excitement. What exactly was I excited about? Getting fucked by a man while dressed like a lady—on camera? Excitement should have been the last thing buzzing inside of me. It should have been cold dread, curdling nausea, crippling anxiety. Not excitement.  
 
    He pushed in deep, stretching my tight hole. It suddenly dawned on me that I was losing my virginity—not at all the way I’d always imagined it, with a woman, squeezing her breasts, rubbing her clit… It was like my whole life had spiralled out of control in the span of a few minutes.  
 
    And worst of all, it felt so damn good. There was something about the particular angle he was pressing in at that made my legs tremble in euphoria. A warm tingling overwhelmed my cock as he started to thrust in and out of my body. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of the mirror, watching myself getting stuffed. I wanted to look away—or maybe I just wanted to want to look away, but I didn’t want to. I wanted to watch. I loved seeing myself getting dominated, stuffed, pounded. I loved the sound of his hard pelvis slapping against my red, sore tush. I loved the feeling of his veiny member massaging my anal walls. I loved the feeling of his hands gripping my hips, holding me in place while he dominated me. And I hated myself for loving it so much. 
 
    And there was a real glimmer of hope now. There was no way he would post that video, even if he edited most of it out, just to show me in the dress. He would never risk having me tell the whole school he bent me over and fucked me, that he let me kiss his neck and suck his nipples.  
 
    And there sure as hell was no way he would risk me telling the whole school that he got off in just a couple of minutes, pulling out and coming all over my reddened butt cheeks, coating me with his warm load. That video was going to stay on his phone. Once the act was over, I didn’t even need to ask him not to post it. Strangely, it wasn’t even a worry on my mind. Now, I was only worried about the fact I’d just lost my virginity to a man, and I liked girls. I’d let a man fuck me in the ass, and I liked it. I liked it a lot.  
 
    “Don’t tell anyone about this,” he said without looking me in the eye. He wasn’t laughing or smirking or snickering anymore. He probably had the same rumbling in his gut, reminding him that he’d just fucked a man.  
 
    I didn’t respond. I didn’t have to. The agreement was mutual—no one finds out about the tape and no one finds out about the fucking. We both got dressed without saying another word, and then we parted ways without making any eye-contact. That tingling euphoria lingered inside of me for the rest of the afternoon, as if I could still feel his warm rod ramming me from behind, massaging that sweet spot, making my legs tremble. When I got home, my dad said, “You’re glowing. Is it a girl?”  
 
    My gut turned and I went straight to my room. My heart was pounding. I looked in my mirror and I was glowing. I couldn’t keep the smirk off of my face. It made me hate myself, but even still, I kept on glowing.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It wasn’t until I went to set my alarm that night that I realized it was Friday and I had a weekend between then and when I would see Harry again. For once in my life, I hated the fact it was a weekend. I had to suffer through two full days of not knowing what the hell was going on with Harry and that video. So many thoughts could go through his head, and one of those thoughts could be: should I post that video?  
 
    Would I actually tell everyone that he fucked me in the ass? Sure, it would be humiliating for him, but it would be just as bad for me—if not worse. I was the one taking it, after all. And it wouldn’t exactly dampen the embarrassment of being caught in the dress… That would still be there, now three times as horrible. And surely Harry knew that I would keep my mouth shut regardless. The only real question was, was he really that cruel?  
 
    The Harry I knew was that cruel. When we were in the fifth grade, he invited me to his birthday party, told me it was a western themed party, and then him and all of his friends laughed at me when I showed up in a cowboy hat and tasselled chaps. It wasn’t like I was some special victim. He picked on every guy who didn’t meet his standard of excellence. Harry filled my friend Martin’s textbook with pages from a gay porn magazine, which all fell out when he opened his textbook in class. Everyone laughed and Martin’s face became a shade of red I didn’t know was possible.  
 
    As I lay in bed, staring up at my ceiling, listening to the grandfather clock in the living room as it chimed three times letting me know it was 3:00 AM, I considered the fact that Harry could get expelled from school for sharing that video, even without the pornographic ending. It was a video taken without consent in the locker room—surely that was grounds for some serious punishment, right? With his big scholarships looming on the horizon, certainly he wasn’t dumb enough to risk everything. Or was he?  
 
    It was a relieving enough thought that I was able to fall asleep, though I woke up with an all new anxiety. There was a message on my phone, from Harry (it was an unknown number, but I knew). There was no text in the message, just a photo of me in the dress—a still from his incriminating video. You couldn’t tell it was me in the photo because my back was turned to the camera. It was from when I was dancing, swaying with one hand in my hair and one on my breast. I looked hot in the photo, and my curves were impressive. I found myself staring at the photo, realizing how good I really looked. I wasn’t sure if that made the video more or less embarrassing. At least if it got out, some people might actually think: at least he looks good in the dress. There’s nothing worse than those hairy dudes who stand outside of the gay bars wearing lingerie that hardly fits their bulging bodies. I, at least, looked cute.  
 
    Harry didn’t want me to forget. He sent me another still from his video later that day, of me bent over, before he flipped up the skirt of my dress. My butt looked great in the photo, and the curve of my back brought that excitement back into my bones. My heart started pounding all over again.  
 
    I sent Harry a message back. “You said you would delete it.” 
 
    “No I didn’t,” he replied quickly.  
 
    “What do I have to do to make you delete that video?” I said. 
 
    And then he sent me back some gibberish. “sapnu puas.” I felt like I could hear him laughing in the message. It took me a few minutes before I realized he’d spelt out “send nudes” upside-down and backwards.  
 
    “Are you kidding?” I wrote back. 
 
    “No. But no cock shots. Nothing homo. I want them by tonight.”  
 
    I wrote back, “Are you serious, Harry?” but he didn’t respond, though my phone told me that he had read the message. So what other choice did I have? 
 
    I found myself in the bathroom, in front of the mirror with my clothes off, trying to find a pose and an angle so I could be unrecognizable. I got a good frontal shot, with my cock tucked between my legs and my head turned to the side, but my legs were too hairy. I took a few more shots, playing around with my phone’s camera filters, but the hair was too overwhelming. So I got my razor out and I started to shave away the hair. But what was I going to tell the guys at school when they saw my smooth legs? I stopped shaving and thought for a moment. I could wear pants, and wear my socks up high during practise. No one would notice. I tried to remember if I’d ever noticed anyone else’s leg hair before—no one looks at that stuff, right?  
 
    I shaved my legs smooth, and they looked pretty good. I took a few shots of just my legs, crossed over one another. They actually looked like girl legs, which I wasn’t too proud of. I even shaved my pubic hair into a cute little strip, so with my cock tucked between my legs, it really looked like I was a lady.  
 
    My dad knocked on the bathroom door. “What are you doing in there?” he asked, his voice booming, rattling in my bones. I tossed the razor aside and quickly got my clothes on.  
 
    “I’m just using the bathroom!” I called back. 
 
    “You’ve been in there all afternoon.” 
 
    “I’ve got a stomach ache,” I said.  
 
    There was a long silence and then my dad walked away. I slipped out from the bathroom and went to my room to finish the photo-shoot. I closed the blinds and took a few shots of myself in the mirror, deleting any of the shots that showed off my face. I looked pretty sexy, but I knew I could do better. I went into my closet and fished out an old pair of soccer socks and my older brother’s old soccer jersey which was handed down to me but had always been way too big for my body. I pulled up the socks and put on the jersey. I fashioned a makeshift bra out of socks and my old heart rate monitor, and it looked good enough for the pictures, once I had the socks squashed together just right. I looked like one of the models in my sporty babe calendar. Teasing the camera was fun—lifting up my jersey to show off my hips and ass, getting down on my knees and covering my crotch with my forearm. 
 
    And then I had the idea to go even further. I set up my camera phone on a chair across the room, set to record video, and then I got down on my knees, ass facing the camera, and I took the rounded back end of a thick marker and began to tease my butthole, sticking it in just slightly. I felt so naughty, my heart pounding. I was starting to like that feeling, quickly becoming addicted to the adrenaline that pulsed through my body. I sunk the marker deeper and deeper, and then I started to pull it out and push it in, repeatedly. My cock started to get hard, but I kept it hidden from the camera. I kept plunging the marker in and out, faster and faster. My long jersey started to ride up, showing off my back and my belly, only stopping once it was caught on my makeshift tits. I bit my tongue to stop myself from moaning. The pleasure was so intense. Who knew anal penetration could feel so good? My God, did it feel good. 
 
    A warm buzzing pulsed in my cock. I looked down. I was coming. Warm jizz was running out from my flaccid cock, onto the floor of my bedroom. I froze as the euphoria consumed me, and then I quickly grabbed the camera and shut the video off. And then, strangely, I found my thumb hovering over the send button, ready to send it to Harry. 
 
    What the hell was I doing? I couldn’t send him that video! I couldn’t just give him more to blackmail me with, more to humiliate me with. The locker-room video was one thing—I was pretty sure that was illegal—but this was a whole different story. This was something I’d recorded myself, fully consenting, and I was about to send it to a guy who got immense pleasure out of the humiliation of others. Was I insane?  
 
    I took a few deep breaths, flicking through all of the pictures I’d taken. What exactly was he going to do with the shots? Did he just want more cruel ammunition, or did he want them for his own personal needs?  
 
    I sent him the video. I couldn’t help it. I wanted to feel that intense excitement as I waited for him to watch the video, as I waited for his response. I started to wonder if I was gay, and then I immediately disregarded that thought and started to wonder if the real issue was that I was a masochist. Maybe it wasn’t dressing up and getting pounding in the backdoor that got me going, but the idea of being humiliated… 
 
    No, it couldn’t be that. Could it? If that was the case, then would I not secretly want Harry to leak the video? Because I certainly didn’t want that. I would have sooner died than to have that—but still, I sent him the video. And he replied eventually… “Hot,” he said simply. A warmth filled my body. Hot? Was I hot? I looked in the mirror and did a little pose. I had great curves, a killer butt, and amazing legs. My face wasn’t so bad either—maybe with a little bit of makeup and a bit of a haircut…  
 
    I really was losing my mind, wasn’t I?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I didn’t see Harry until basketball practice, after school on Monday. I looked over at him a few times while we were doing drills, but he never looked back at me. When our coach told us all to take a break, Harry went over to his group of buddies and I watched them talking and laughing from across the gym. Harry pulled out his phone to show them all something and they all broke off into hysterical laughter. My heart was aflutter. He wasn’t showing them me, was he? One of the guys looked over his shoulder and his gaze connected with mine, making my heart stop for a moment. He looked away, back to his friends. I didn’t know what to think.  
 
    Suddenly I felt like everyone Harry came into contact with was looking at me, but I kept reassuring myself it was just paranoia. Harry wouldn’t dare risk his own reputation to ruin mine. I’d given him what he had wanted, hadn’t I?  
 
    After practise, I stayed behind, volunteering to put away the bibs and raise the nets. I took my time, hoping everyone would be gone by the time I got into the locker room, so I wouldn’t have to face them in the off-chance Harry did spill the beans. I even lingered for a few minutes in the storage room, counting the seconds in my head. It usually took the guys about six or seven minutes to get changed and take off. I gave them a good ten before I slowly started making my way to the locker room.  
 
    The room was empty. I considered locking the door behind me, but why would I? It’s not like I planned on getting dolled up again. It’s not like I had anything to hide anymore. In fact, it would just seem more suspicious if the door was locked and someone tried to get in. Why is the door locked? What were you doing in here? So I took a deep breath and made my way towards my locker. Was this how it was going to be from now on? Would the paranoia ever cease?  
 
    I opened up my locker and my heart stopped beating for a moment. My stuff was gone, replaced by a nicely folded piece of black lace. I looked around and then I lifted it up. It was lingerie, a one-piece teddy. There were already thick gel pads in the top. At the bottom of the locker was a yellow sticky-note. “Put it on,” the note said simply. My heart broke away into a frenzy.  
 
    My gut turned. I wanted to put the thing on. It was so soft and I loved the way it was cut. I wanted to see how it looked on my body—and that scared me half to death. I looked around, walking around the row of lockers to see if he was hiding there somewhere, waiting to jump out with his camera again. Was I falling into a trap, or was he just looking to have some fun? And if I didn’t do it, then what? Was this just another part of the blackmail? Would he leak the original video of me in that dress to the school if I didn’t put on his little lace teddy?  
 
    “Hello?” I called out, but there was no answer. If he wasn’t even there, why did he want me to put on the lingerie? I looked around for hidden cameras, but could see nothing. Not to mention, I don’t think Harry was smart enough to figure out how to set up a hidden camera system.  
 
    So I bit the edge of my tongue and then I got undressed. If he wasn’t around, then what was the harm in indulging? I had the room all to myself. I went to the door, locked it, and then I slipped into the lace teddy. I loved the way it hugged my curves and my cock. The gel inserts felt surprisingly real. I cupped them with my hands and I squeezed, then I did a little hop, watching them bounce in the mirror. I ruffled up my hair and wished I had some makeup to complete the look. Goddamn, I would have looked so good in a bit of eyeliner and some eye-shadow. I would have been a fox, dripping with sex. Without, I wasn’t so bad either. I couldn’t complain, and I couldn’t help but smirk at my own reflection.  
 
    I felt something scratchy at my side. I thought it was a tag, and then I reached into the lingerie and pulled out another stick note. “Go to the last shower on the left,” it read. My heart skipped a beat, but I followed the order. I expected to find him standing there, but the stall was vacant. But hanging on the enforced steel curtain rod was a pair of handcuffs. “Cuff yourself,” another note read. This command wasn’t so easy to follow. 
 
    There were two possible scenarios, and I didn’t like either: he was there, hiding somewhere, and he would be free to take pictures and videos of me while I was cuffed to that steel bar; or, he had gone home, leaving me to be found in the morning by one of the teachers, or worse, the whole first period gym class, in a little piece of skimpy lingerie. At least with the second option, I could claim I was bullied, forced into the little outfit and cuffed to the bar against my will.  
 
    But there was also the possibility that he just wanted to have some fun, and the idea of being his to do whatever he wanted with while tied to that bar got my heart pounding and my nerves buzzing. I reached up and slipped my hand through the first cuff, closing it with the other. Then, I got my wrist into the second and clumsily managed to get it closed. I was trapped. I gave the bar a good tug but it was bolted down firmly, not going anywhere. I really was insane. I really had lost my mind.  
 
    And now what was I supposed to do? Was I just supposed to wait? Was I supposed to call out to him? A cold panic crept down my spine—what if I was supposed to leave the door unlocked? What if he couldn’t get in, and I was stuck there until the janitor came by in the morning to unlock everything? Oh God, what have I done? I took a series of deep breaths, but they did nothing to calm my nerves. My arms were already starting to hurt after a couple of minutes. They would have to be amputated after sixteen hours suspended in the air!  
 
    And then I heard the footsteps, coming from inside the locker room. And I heard his snickering, and the strangest relief washed over me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I tried to turn around to face him, but the cuffs dug into my wrists when I spun more than a few degrees, so all I could do was awkwardly look over my shoulder. But it was him, and he was standing behind me with nothing but a towel around his waist. “How’s it hanging?” he said, and then he started to laugh.  
 
    Throughout the years, I’d always hated his mean sense of humour and his condescending laughter, but now, I found myself liking it. It filled me with the strangest excitement. I liked it when he called me a slut, and I liked it when he slapped me on the ass, like he was doing now. “Tell me how much you missed me this weekend,” he said. 
 
    “I missed you so fucking much,” I said in my girl voice, which I’d secretly been practising throughout the weekend, whenever I was alone. 
 
    “How much did you miss my cock?” 
 
    “It was all I could think about, baby,” I said.  
 
    He reached around my body and he cupped my tits. He gave them a good squeeze and then he started to explore my body. 
 
    “Why aren’t you recording?” I asked. 
 
    “Who says I’m not?” he said. I tried to look behind me to see what he was referring to, but I couldn’t cork my neck enough. I could tell that he wasn’t holding his phone, but that didn’t mean his phone wasn’t propped up in the adjacent shower stall. Hell, as far as I could tell, one of his buddies could have been in that adjacent stall holding up one of the school cameras from the film classroom.  
 
    One of his hands slid up from my breast, up my neck, and onto my face. He stuck two of his fingers into my mouth and I had the strangest instinct to suck. I got his fingers covered in my saliva, and then he reached the same hand down to my ass, pulling aside the lace strip of fabric to reveal my asshole. “Did you miss my little hole?” I asked, my heart racing. 
 
    He gently penetrated me with one of his saliva-covered fingers. He pushed it in slightly and then pulled it out. When he went in again, it was with two fingers. “Fuck yeah, I did,” he said.  
 
    “Are you going to come in my little asshole?” I asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” he said.  
 
    And then I heard snickering, but it wasn’t his snickering. My heart stopped and my body became frozen. After a moment of cold terror, I managed to turn my head enough (uncomfortably) to see two other guys standing behind Harry. They were also just in towels, staring at me with hungry eyes and evil smiles. “What’s going on?” I managed to say before the lump in my throat became too overwhelming, making it hard even to breathe.  
 
    “Some of the other guys wanted in on the action. You don’t mind, do you? Of course you don’t—you’re the biggest slut in the school,” he said, and then the three of them started to laugh. “Who wants first?” 
 
    “Me,” Kyle, the nearly seven-foot-tall team point guard said. He was half-black, slender, with short black hair. “I don’t want no sloppy seconds.”  
 
    My ears started ringing, making it impossible to hear the rest of their discussion, how they were going to split me up between them. I was about to be fucked by three athletic men, in the asshole, while hanging from a steel curtain rod. “Well? What are you waiting for? I’ve got shit to do,” Harry said, stepping aside, holding the strip of lace aside for his buddy, keeping my little asshole exposed.  
 
    “You’re totally right. She is pretty hot,” Andrew said. Andrew was one of the shorter guys on the team, a power forward who could run faster than anyone. He had shaggy hair and thick, muscular legs that bulged with every step he took. “She even sounds like a chick and everything.” 
 
    “I told you,” Harry said. “Believe me, I wouldn’t touch her if she didn’t.” I thought it was peculiar that they kept saying ‘she’, as if to convince one another and themselves that what they were doing wasn’t gay, that because I looked and sounded like a girl, I was a girl, and there’s nothing gay about gangbanging a girl in a locker room shower stall. I kind of liked them calling me a girl. It seemed to justify everything about what was happening—particularly my strange urge to put on girl’s clothing. If I just looked like a dude when I got dolled up, it wouldn’t be the same. It would just be downright embarrassing—but thankfully, I was hot.  
 
    “You ever been stuffed with a big black cock before, honey?” Kyle asked. He grabbed my ass cheeks in his hands and he squeezed. His hands were huge, covering my whole ass. He spread my cheeks and then said, “Look at that little fuckhole.” I didn’t expect him to sink down to his knees and eat me out like he did. He got his tongue in deep, fishing around in my hole, making my legs tremble slightly. It felt good—warm and wet. “What are you doing, faggot? Are you going to fuck her or not?” Andrew said. 
 
    “I’m just getting her ready, asshole. You gotta warm a woman up—you would know that if you’d ever been laid before.”  
 
    “She looks warm enough to me,” Andrew replied.  
 
    “Oh, she’s warm now,” Kyle said, and he was right. My fear and anxiety was still there, but it was being overridden by an intense excitement and pulsing euphoria. I wanted the men inside of me. I wanted them to fuck me senseless, until my whole body was trembling. I wanted them to make me come inside of my little piece of lace lingerie. 
 
    “Just fuck me, big boy,” I said. That got a rise out of the men. 
 
    “Careful what you wish for,” Kyle said, and then he dropped his towel. I felt the tip of his thick rod pressing up against my wet, puckering hole. “She’s a tight one alright,” he said with a low grunt, and then after a moment of pushing, he got through. He pushed in deep—deeper and deeper and deeper, as if his cock was endless. I felt like I could feel it up in my throat. I looked down once his pelvis was finally pressed against my tush, and I swear I could see a slight lump in my stomach where his cock was. He was hung like a goddamned horse, and somehow, I was taking all of it. And the most amazing part of it all was, it didn’t hurt. It felt amazing. I wanted more of him! I wanted him to start ramming me stupid. I wanted to be his glorified sex toy. “You ready, cunt?” he said. 
 
    “Are you?” I asked, biting the corner of my lip. 
 
    Then he started to thrust, pumping me with his long rod, pulling out entirely until the tip of his cock was teasing the rim of my hole, and then plunging down ruthlessly, filling me completely, making me gag. 
 
    “Damn, she can take a cock,” Andrew said. 
 
    “I told you,” Harry said.  
 
    I felt so naughty, being fucked with an audience behind me—and loving every second of it. “Slap her ass,” Andrew said, so Kyle started to slap my ass. It hurt, but I didn’t mind. I could feel his cock hardening, as if it was turning him on even more. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I said. He was starting to grunt.  
 
    “I can’t hold back,” he said between breaths. “She’s too tight.” I could feel his rod pulsing, getting ready to— 
 
    He came. His giant, hot load filled me up deep. He made sure he was completely inside of me when he started to erupt. I trembled all over, and then he stepped back. “Don’t let it fall out,” he said to Andrew, who was quick to have his erection pressed against my stretched out hole. I could feel Kyle’s hot load about to trickle out. But Andrew plugged the hole, and pushed the load back inside. 
 
    “Holy fuck, how much cum did you spray in her?” Andrew asked. I could hear his cock squishing around in my now very wet hole. Andrew’s cock was short and fat, stretching me wider, his thick veins massaging my anal walls just right.  
 
    “Remember—everything that happens in this room stays in this room. Got it?” Harry said, and the guys all mumbled in agreement. Then, I really wasn’t expecting what happened next: Harry came around me, fished my cock out from my lingerie, and then he sunk to his knees and began to suck. He was sucking my cock. He was no longer pretending I was just some slutty chick that needed to be stuffed.  
 
    “What are you, a homo?” Kyle asked. 
 
    “You were the one who came in his ass in under a minute,” Harry replied. That shut Kyle up fast, and rightly so. Kyle came quick—but I didn’t blame him. I looked fucking sexy and I was clenching his cock like I didn’t want it to leave my body—because I didn’t.  
 
    Harry tickled the tip of my rod with the tip of his tongue, getting me rock-hard in a matter of seconds. “Shit,” I said. He started to run his tongue up and down the underside of my shaft. “You’re going to make me come,” I said. 
 
    “Then come,” he said. He made sure I was inside of his mouth when my cock started to pulse and bloat.  
 
    I tried to hold back for as long as I could, but I ended up coming—the exact moment Andrew started to come in my backdoor, another massive load deep inside of my tush. Harry swallowed and then said, “My turn.” He had his cock in hand and ready the moment Andrew stepped back, plugging me up before the massive load of cum poured out of me. Harry didn’t last long. He fucked me hard and fast, like a horny rabbit, holding my hips tightly so I would stay in place. The sound of my sloppy asshole made me tremble in ecstasy. When he finally came, I felt like I was having as second orgasm, my whole body trembling, filled with intense pleasure. “Fuck, it’s so wet in here,” he said moments before pulling out. When he finally pulled out, it was like he’d turned on a cum faucet. It all poured out of me, and it just kept pouring for what felt like ten seconds. The pile of cum on the ground was impressive.  
 
    Harry unlocked my cuffs and the room became silent as the guys got dressed and parted ways. It was just like the week before, everyone realizing suddenly what they’d done: fucked a man in the ass. And I was silent because I was realizing this secret wasn’t going to remain a secret for much longer. It had already spread from one man to three, and in high-school, no one keeps their mouth shut.  
 
    There was no basketball practise the next day, and thankfully I didn’t have any classes with Harry, Kyle, or Andrew, and we didn’t cross paths. But I felt like I was getting more looks, particularly from Harry’s friend group, which was a large friend group. One guy stared at me for so long, I couldn’t help but wonder if one of the three guys let the secret slip, if I was moments away from total humiliation, or a single basketball practise away from being gangbanged by nine well-endowed men.  
 
    I skipped the next basketball practise. I couldn’t bring myself to show up, too afraid of what was awaiting me. I went home and found myself locked in my room, fantasizing about what kind of outfit was sitting in my locker, waiting for me to try on. I pushed the thought away.  
 
    I needed to stop indulging in those impulses and those fantasies. I was getting carried away, letting the strange new addiction take over my life. It was all I could think about as I lay in bed, sleepless. It was all I could think about at all hours of every day.  
 
    I ended up dropping out of basketball. I was just an alternate anyway. I’d played a total of five minutes that entire semester. And I needed to distance myself from my cross-dressing fantasies. It wasn’t fair—I looked so good in those little dresses and lacy pieces of lingerie. For once, I was actually good at something. Why was it that the one thing I was good at was frowned upon by society, mocked by everyone who considered themselves sane?  
 
    It was Friday afternoon, two weeks after my first afternoon alone with Harry, when I got a package in the mail. The return address sounded fake, and the name was definitely fake: Barf McBarferson. I brought the package up to my room and opened it up. I froze as soon as I realized what was inside: women’s clothing—a number of different outfits. Barf McBarferson was Harry. There was a note included with the package. “Come to school wearing the clothes and I’ll be your boyfriend,” it said.  
 
    I didn’t even consider the possibility it was a setup. I knew it was real, that Harry really wanted me to be his girlfriend. I covered my goofy smile with the palm of my hand, even though I was alone. It was perfect—too perfect. Had it been anyone else, I would have been mocked and bullied endlessly. But it was Harry, the most popular guy in the school. If Harry started dating a trans chick, then everyone would wish they were dating a trans chick.  
 
    It would be so much fun, picking out an outfit every morning, messing around with different makeup styles and hair styles, feeling sexy in my own body. And if someone did look down their nose at me, then screw them—I was going to be dating the most popular guy in school, the star of the basketball team, a future NBA prospect. Who are you dating?  
 
    I went straight to the store to buy myself a little makeup kit, a hair straightener, and a curling rod. I set my alarm for early in the morning, and as soon as I was awake, I put on the white short overalls, with a white blouse underneath, and I started to get dolled up. My heart was pounding with excitement the whole time. I looked so good, the way I was meant to look, the way I would look from now on. And I started towards school, practically running, biting my glossy bottom lip in a failed attempt to contain my excitement. I didn’t even hesitate as I stepped through those front doors. It took most of the morning for people to realize that I wasn’t ‘the new girl’, but I was the ‘old guy’.  
 
    Harry was wearing a freshly ironed dress shirt and a red tie. People kept asking him why he was dressed so nicely for a regular ol’ Monday, and he didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to—when he kissed me in the hallway, in front of everyone, that said everything that needed to be said.  
 
    THE END 
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