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DON'T TELL ANYONE

Andrew and all of his friends lost their virginity on the same night, at the same party, to different girls. Only Andrew’s experience was slightly different than his friends. The beauty he went to bed with wasn’t technically a girl at all. “Don’t tell anyone about this,” he said to Riley, his well-hung fling. She’s just as serious about keeping the romp a secret.

But since they’re keeping it a secret, what’s the harm in going at it again? The only problem is: no secret is safe forever.


CHAPTER I

Marty Lee had a big plan to get us all laid, and it involved throwing a big party and inviting 30% more women than men. Marty was a math nerd and he made his calculations based on ratings he got from a few different girls—rating guys from one to ten. He made an average and then determined a probability based on the average. Somehow he figured that because he averaged at 5.7/10, that by having 30% more women at the party than men, his odds were above 90%. It sounded like a bunch of nonsense to me, but sure enough he got laid at the party so maybe there was some method to his insanity.

We all got laid at that party—at least all of the members of our friend group, which was just four guys. I lost my virginity at that party. The other guys (myself included) all said that they weren’t virgins going in, but I suspect we all lost our virginities that night. Except for me it was slightly different. If you asked me after that party whether I’d slept with a woman, I wouldn’t know whether I would have been lying to you by saying yes. Because, as I learned that night in that basement bedroom, Riley wasn’t exactly a woman.

I’d never seen Riley out at any parties before. She wasn’t very popular at school. She always ate lunch alone and rarely talked to anyone during class that she wasn’t assigned to talk to. She wasn’t one of the ugly ducklings of the school—quite the opposite in fact. She was a real babe if you were into petite, cutesy girls. She dressed like a magazine model and she had long hair that nearly touched her butt. Her butt was nice too, especially when it was squashed into a tiny pair of gym shorts. “Why doesn’t she hang out with the hotties?” I asked Marty, while we were discussing who to invite to the party.

“Maybe she just doesn’t relate to those girls,” he said as he wrote her name down on his exclusive list, which included just about every girl in our school, and hardly more than half as many men. Marty didn’t know how right he was with his statement. No one knew. It was a complete secret that only I was about to find out about. And I didn’t even find out on purpose.

I’d been rejected early in the night by Sarah Waterman, the girl I’d had a crush on since the seventh grade. She was blonde with big tits and every guy in the school wanted to fuck her. She disappeared early in the night with a football jock (who wasn’t invited to the party, I might add—we made sure not to invite any football players). After my rejection, I had no intention of putting myself out there any more. I was done for the night, happy to sit around drinking beer until I felt like wandering home. Then I saw Marty sneaking off to a bedroom with Karen Stiles. Karen had a nice ass, and I watched it bounce up and down as they ran upstairs together. I was jealous, and it killed me to think that Marty would lose his virginity before me, that we would be sitting together during the lunch break and I would be looking at him, with his crooked glasses and his unibrow and I would know that he’d fucked a woman in his life.

I was drunk and feeling uncharacteristically confident. I chatted up a few girls and got rejected by all of them. I had a few more beers and I kept trying. The party was thinning out. Bedrooms were filling up and couples were taking off together. Marty’s little probability plan had really worked—for everyone except for me. And then I found Riley standing alone in the yard, looking so gentle and innocent. Maybe it was the beer goggles, but I thought she was the most beautiful, delicate little thing I’d ever seen. I went to her and started chatting her up. She laughed at all of my dumb jokes and she let me fetch her a drink. “I want to be with you, Riley,” I said, stumbling slightly.

“I don’t think you do,” she said with a big smirk. I tried putting my hands on her but she gently removed them. “Why don’t you chase after one of the pretty girls?”

“You’re the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen,” I said, and in that intoxicated moment I truly meant it.

She blushed and bit her lip. “You’re just drunk. Trust me, you don’t want this.”

“Trust me when I say that I do want you,” I said. I fetched her another drink. The alcohol was helping her to relax, but she was still putting up her guards. We chatted for a while. She told me about her cat and the house she used to live in before moving across the country and she told me about her parents’ divorce. “My parents are divorced, too,” I said.

“Sorry to hear that,” she said.

“You as well,” I said. She was looking into my eyes. I could tell she wanted me just as badly as I wanted her. I didn’t understand why she was trying so hard to keep us apart. “Come to the bedroom with me,” I said.

“I really shouldn’t,” she said.

“C’mon—just so we can talk more privately,” I said, and of course that wasn’t true. The moment we were in that bedroom, I kissed her and she kissed me back. We stumbled back, onto the bed, and we continued to kiss. She ran her hands up and down my sides, and I fondled her tits. The pads of her bra felt hollow. She was flat-chested, but I didn’t mind. I’d always been more of an ass guy than a tits guy. So I grabbed her ass and I squeezed it. It felt nice.

“We really shouldn’t do this,” she said after my shirt hit the floor.

“We really should,” I said. She probably would have put up a more convincing fight if it wasn’t for the liquor in her veins. And I probably would have been more respectful of her space had it not been for the same reason. But the liquor had its own plans that night.

“Andrew,” she said as I started to pull up her shirt. I went ahead anyway. I even unclipped her bra. She covered her flat chest with her forearm. Her cheeks were dark red. I looked over at her bra. It was heavily padded. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“I don’t care about that,” I told her.

“You might,” she said. I didn’t know what that meant until a few minutes later, when I snuck a hand up her skirt. She’d swatted away a few attempts, but that one got through, and my fingers ended up right on her cock—

On her cock? She had a cock? I froze. She froze, biting the corner of her lip with worried eyes. “I’m so sorry,” she said. “I should have said something—I mean—I tried to say something.”

“You’re a dude?” I said.

She looked into my eyes, her eyes beginning to water. “I was,” she said. Her cock was hard and throbbing warmly. Finally, I moved my hand away quickly. I stood up and looked down at her. I wasn’t sure how to react. Should I be upset? Angry? Should I feel pity for her? Should I go and tell my friends? Should I keep it a secret so everyone in the school doesn’t think that I got with a tranny? I didn’t know what the hell I was supposed to do.

I did know that I wasn’t angry. I tried to convince myself that I was angry, but the emotion never came. Maybe it was the alcohol, but I still thought she was hot. I still wanted to fuck her, even though she had a cock between her legs.

My hands trembled as I lowered myself back down on her. She remained frozen, staring into my eyes without blinking. Carefully, I reached under her skirt and I pulled down her panties. I slipped down my own pants. The room was terribly silent. I lifted up her legs and I spread them, looking up her skirt at her big, throbbing erection and her tight, puckering butthole. I said nothing as I took my cock and lined it up with that little hole. Her ball sack skimmed my rod, but I didn’t mind. I carefully lifted it up and out of the way. She was trembling slightly when she said, “Are you sure about this?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Please don’t tell anyone,” she said.

“Same goes for you,” I said.

I pushed in. I lost my virginity in the asshole of a transgender girl. And it was amazing. I watched as she stared into my eyes, as she inhaled deeply, as she began to squirm and moan gently. She was so beautiful as she reached up and grabbed her chest, squeezing as if she had tits there. I sunk in deep, until my balls were pressed against her soft tush. Then I started to thrust in and out of her. I watched her hard cock bouncing up and down. I leaned forward and sucked her nipples. My heart was racing and my head was spinning. Was I fucking a man? Was I having gay sex? Could I tell my friends about it?

They all thought Riley was a girl—everyone in the school did. But what if her secret got out? I couldn’t have myself implicated in that. Our little romp had to remain a complete secret, no matter what. “Can I jerk you off?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said, so I reached down and grabbed her cock and I beat her off until she came all over the inside of her skirt. She unleashed a huge, hot load. “Come on my chest,” she said to me. She could probably feel my cock bloating and throbbing, ready to come. I pulled out, jumped forward, and then I began to unload all over her flat chest. One shot hit her chin. She wiped it up with her fingers and she licked it and swallowed it. It was insanely hot.

“Don’t tell anyone,” she said again.

“I won’t,” I said, and then the room became completely silent. Nothing was said until I said, “See you at school,” as I stood at the door, about to leave.

“See you.”


CHAPTER II

I told my friends that I got laid, and when they asked who I fucked, I told them I couldn’t remember her name—that I was too drunk. “I don’t think she went to our school. Maybe she was someone’s friend or sister or something.” They seemed to believe it, and they didn’t ask much more on the topic. They were too excited with their own successes, too eager to blab on about the girls they fucked. Marty claimed him and his lady fucked three times that night, and that she wanted to see him again for more. He was text messaging her during our conversation.

Our other friend, Timothy, claimed his condom broke, but his woman still let him fuck her in the pussy for a while, and then he finished by tit-fucking her and coming on her face. He told his story in such great detail that it was difficult to believe. The same went for all of them—they made themselves sound like sexual superheroes. More than likely, they came within a minute and it was probably terribly awkward. What first time isn’t terribly awkward, at least in retrospect?

I didn’t see Riley at school the following Monday. I didn’t see her on Tuesday either. When I didn’t see her on Wednesday, I assumed she was ducking me. We didn’t have any classes together that semester, but I knew that she was in biology when I had gym. Every day that I showed up for school, I was worried that the rumour would be leaked—that someone would find out about Riley’s long, hard secret and then someone would step up and say, ‘I saw Andrew going into a bedroom with her!’. Or maybe Riley would tell one of her friends in confidence and that friend wouldn’t be able to keep the secret. I usually found comfort in remembering her face when she said, ‘Please don’t tell anyone.’ That face was determined to keep her secret safe, no matter the circumstances.

But I’d found out her secret, so what was stopping someone else? What if some other, more attractive guy, seduced her the way I did, and what if he wasn’t quite as tolerant as I was? Was I tolerant? That was the other thought in my head that kept me awake at night: I’d slept with a man.

She looked like a woman, she dressed like a woman, and she called herself a woman, but she was no woman. She had no tits (just very subtle lumps from hormone treatment) and she had no pussy. Even her name wasn’t necessarily feminine. Riley. I’ve met lots of guys named Riley. Maybe that was her real name—her boy name as well as her girl name. She’d let me kiss her without telling me she was a boy. She tried to stop me from finding her cock under her skirt but she didn’t try too hard to stop me from kissing her. Was that wrong of her? Had she deceived me? When Friday rolled around and I still hadn’t seen a trace of her, I decided to seek her out.

She was avoiding me for a reason. What that reason was, I had no idea, but I intended to find out. I slipped out of gym class early and then I went upstairs to the biology lab where I knew she was in class. I waited down the hall. About a minute before the bell rang, she slipped out from the classroom and started down the hall, towards the soccer field. I followed her. She snuck out the exit and headed across the field. She was trying to get out of sight before the school bell rang and everyone was released for lunch. “Riley!” I called out.

She stopped and took a minute to turn around. When she did, her face looked flushed. I jogged up to her. She crossed her arms and kept her body closed off. She stared down at her feet. “Why have you been ducking me?” I asked.

“I haven’t been ducking you. Look, I know you’re probably mad, but I was drunk and I didn’t mean to—you know—I didn’t mean to trick you. I didn’t trick you. I hope you don’t think I tricked you. I tried to tell you no, but—but you were so…” She cut herself off.

The truth was, I did feel like she’d deceived me. I was upset about it, but not as upset as the fact she obviously regretted sleeping with me. Was I just some booze-mistake fling?

“Please don’t tell anyone,” she said again, staring down at her feet.

“Stop saying that,” I said. “Did you only sleep with me because you were drunk?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means, I guess sort of… I wanted to sleep with you but I didn’t want you to find out about… You know. Had it not been for the booze, I probably wouldn’t have slept with you—if that’s what you’re asking. Because of me, not because of you.”

It took me a moment to really process what she was saying. I felt somewhat relieved, but I still didn’t understand why she was suddenly so elusive, why she’d been hiding out every day, trying to avoid me and everyone else. “Where are you going?”

“I’m going to eat my lunch.”

“In the woods?” I asked.

“I guess so.”

“Can I come?” I asked

She shrugged her shoulders. I followed her into the woods. She went in deep—far enough that the sound of the other students was out of earshot, and the bell was hardly an echo in the wind. She sat down on a log and pulled a sandwich out from her bag. She kept looking at her feet, looking small and fragile. “You know I really do think you’re pretty. I didn’t just say that to sleep with you.”

She looked up at me. “Really?”

“Yeah. I would have never known about your—you know—not in a thousand years.”

She smiled, some colour returning to her face. The woods became silent for a minute, and then she said, “So you would still sleep with me sober?”

“Totally,” I said.

She smiled and then she scooched over, pressing her arm against mine. She looked into my eyes. “You’re sweet,” she said. I couldn’t believe she wasn’t a woman. The way her eyes shone—men’s eyes don’t shine like that. Her hair was too soft to belong to a man. Her skin was too soft. Her face was too precious. No man has a face like that. How was it possible? She leaned over and kissed me gently on the lips. I kissed back. “You don’t care about what I’ve got between my legs?” she asked.

“I couldn’t care less,” I said.

“Want to prove it?” she said.

“Prove it?”

“Yeah. Prove it,” she said with a smirk as she motioned down. She spread her legs slightly. Her skirt was short.

I laughed, my face becoming hot. What was she asking me? To touch her dick? Her face was red. “Seriously?” I said.

She closed her legs and her smile went away. “Never mind. I was just kidding.” But I could tell she wasn’t. She was backpedalling. I was too convincing. The truth was, I was put off by the fact she was a man. I wanted to be with a woman. I wanted to take a woman home to my parents. I wanted to dance with a woman at prom. I wanted to have kids one day. I wanted my kids to have a mother. Men can’t breastfeed, no matter how many hormone pills they take.

But now she looked small and fragile all over again. I’d undone all the progress I’d made. “Open your legs,” I said.

She looked at me. “Really?”

“Yeah. Open them.”

She did. Slowly, I sunk down to my knees and slipped in between her legs. I pulled up her skirt and then looked up at her. She was biting her bottom lip. Her face was dark red. Mine was probably the same shade. I looked down at her crotch. I could see the bulge of her cock in her little cotton panties. What was I doing? Was I going to touch her dick just to prove a point? Was I going to go even further than that? Was this out of pity or did I really like her? No matter how much I liked her, I could never bring her home to meet my parents. At some point everyone would find out about her truth. That’s not the kind of secret that stays a secret forever.

I pulled her little panties aside, letting her cock and balls flop out. I’d forgotten how big she was. She was bigger than me. I gently lifted up her cock. It was warm. She wasn’t circumcised and her foreskin was closed over her tip. She was totally shaved. In a weird way, her cock looked like it belonged to a woman. It was strangely smooth and perfect, almost as if it wasn’t even real. But it was real. I could feel it throbbing as I pulled her foreskin back, as I began to stroke her tranny dick. “How does that feel?” I asked, looking up at her.

“It feels nice,” she said.

“No one can find out about this,” I said.

“Of course not.”

I got her hard and then I bent over and slipped her rod through my lips. I liked the feeling of her warm cock on my tongue. I liked the feeling of it sliding back and forth, pressing into the back of my throat. I wasn’t repulsed by it like I’d anticipated, but still, I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I was sucking off a cock. I was sucking a man’s cock—a man who dressed and spoke like a woman, but any doctor would still tell you that she was a man.

“You’re going to make me come,” she said with a slight laugh.

“I’m trying to make you come,” I said.

“If you aren’t careful, I’ll come in your mouth.”

“I want you to come in my mouth,” I said. I started beating her harder and faster, tickling the underside of her bulbous tip with the tip of my tongue. Her cock twitched. It was solid and thick. She was breathing heavily, her fingers clutching the dead bark of her log throne. I looked up into her eyes and she looked down into mine. And then, she started to come, filling up my mouth with her hot load. Again, I’d mentally prepared to be repulsed, but it was strangely satisfying. I gagged slightly as one blast hit the back of my throat, but I took her whole load and I even made sure to suck out the last drop. I swallowed and then we kissed.

The school bell rang. “We should get back,” she said. “You go first, and I’ll go in five minutes. I can be late for my third period.” I took off, and then I didn’t see or hear from her again for a few days.


CHAPTER III

I got Riley’s phone number from another girl at school. I remembered they had been partnered up together the year before for a science project. “Why do you want her number?” the girl asked, and I lied and said, “We’ve got a group assignment and the number I’ve got in my phone is wrong.” She didn’t hesitate in giving me the number. She didn’t look at me strangely.

I called Riley on Saturday afternoon, just a few hours before Marty’s second party, which he’d spent the whole week planning. “It’s going to be bigger and better,” Marty said. He invited more girls, and a different batch of guys—guys who had come to him throughout the week and begged to be invited. Everyone thought Marty was a genius, using mathematics and probability to get guys laid. I didn’t want to go to the party. I wanted to see Riley.

“Hello?” Riley said when she picked up the phone.

“Hey, it’s Andrew.”

There was silence for a moment, and then she said, “How did you get this number?”

“Stacy gave it to me.”

“You asked Stacy for my number?” she said, raising her voice. She sounded concerned and irritated. “Why did you do that?” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “Andrew, I told you to keep this a secret. You shouldn’t even be calling me.”

“I want to see you.”

“You’ll see me on Monday.”

“I can’t wait until Monday,” I said.

She sighed. “Delete this number from your phone. Please.” I don’t know why she was so worked up. What was she worried about? I was the one risking my reputation. It didn’t matter to her if the school found out we were an item. She had nothing to lose in that revelation.

“No. I want to see you.”

“Fine, let’s meet up. But when we meet up, I’m taking your phone and I’m deleting my number out of it.” She told me to meet her down at Edworthy Park at 10:00 PM. She would be waiting by the third parking lot. I was there at 9:45 PM, and I waited. Around 10:30, I realized she wasn’t coming. I tried calling her, but she didn’t pick up. I kept waiting, hoping she was just running behind. By 11:30 PM, I gave up. She wasn’t coming. I’d wasted my night. I missed Marty’s big party to stand around a parking lot, feeling cold and stupid.

I sent her a text message but she didn’t respond. I was angry and I was starting to realize I was making a big mistake with Riley. I knew that we could never really be together. At some point in my life I was going to need to find a woman to bring home to meet my parents. I was going to need to find a mother for my future children. And the more I wasted my time with Riley, the more I was delaying my future. My friends were all out getting laid and I was standing like a dumbass in a desolate parking lot, like some lowlife.

When I got home, I deleted Riley’s number from my phone. I was done with her. I needed to get over her before I got in too deep. I didn’t need to have my heart broken over something I never even wanted in the first place.

It wasn’t easy forgetting about her. As my second period came to an end the following Monday, I was tempted to run over to those woods and see her. I missed her face but I wanted nothing to do with her. I was so angry that she’d stood me up that I considered telling people about her secret. I would have, if I could have thought of a way to let it leak without implicating myself. But I couldn’t think of a way. I didn’t know who had seen me with her at that party, and I didn’t know what she would come out and say once word got around. So I let it go, and I kept her secret to myself.

Marty told me he fucked one of the cheerleaders. I wasn’t sure whether or not to believe him, especially when he told me which one—Heather Addison, one of the hottest girls in the school—but our buddies corroborated the story. Apparently Marty was seen making out with her, and he was seen slipping into his bedroom with her. I was jealous of Marty. He seemed like a different person—more confident, glowing, happy. All of my friends seemed like different people. Better people. Meanwhile, I still felt like the same guy—less of the same guy, if anything. Now I was just Andrew, the guy who had only slept with a man in drag. My friends had all gotten their dicks sucked, and all I’d done was suck a dick.

I decided to sit with my buddies at lunch. Out the window I could see those woods. I kept looking over at them hoping to see Riley emerging from them. Then I would catch myself looking and I would force my gaze forward. I had to forget about her completely, which meant no looking around for her. I even forced myself to keep my eyes on my locker after school. It wasn’t easy. I wanted to scan the faces in the crowd for her. I wanted to be reminded that she really was beautiful, that I hadn’t just slept with a man, but a stunning woman. Anyone would have made the same mistake, right?

On Wednesdays, my third period was a study break. I always took my homework to the chemistry lab at the end of the east wing of the school. It was always empty during third period, and it was always quiet because the classrooms next to it were also empty. I always looked forward to Wednesdays because of my third period break. Sometimes I would close my eyes and take a quick snooze, and sometimes I would use the break for its intended purpose, catching up on my homework. Somehow, Riley must have known that I went to that room every Wednesday because that Wednesday, she popped in.

She closed the door behind her. “Hey,” she said.

I was surprised to see her. She’d been making such an effort to avoid me that I was almost certain I would never see her again, unless I went to seek her out. But here she was, seeking me out. “Can I talk to you for a minute?” she said.

“I guess so. Where the hell were you the other night?”

She was silent for a moment, her gaze going down to her feet. “I chickened out. I was afraid.”

“Of what?”

“I don’t know. It felt like a set up. It didn’t seem right.”

“A set up?” I said. “Why would I set you up?”

She just shrugged her shoulders without looking me in the eyes. I was angry. She seemed to think that I was just using her, and for some reason, out to get her. It was so sad to think someone could be so self-conscious. Though I suppose I couldn’t blame her. She had a secret that could destroy her. If the other students in the school found out about her true identity, she would have been ruined—mocked to no end. No one would have ever looked at her the same.

“I want to say sorry,” she said.

“It’s probably best if you just go,” I said.

“I feel bad.”

“You should.” Now I wasn’t looking up at her. I kept my attention down at my homework, but I couldn’t seem to really focus on it.

“I want to make it up to you,” she said.

“Don’t bother.”

She stood by the door, quiet, looking small like she always did when she was upset. I did my best not to look up to her. I was determined to stick to my guns and let her go, move on with my life, keep my slate open for a real woman, one who I wouldn’t have to hide from the world, who wouldn’t want to hide me from the world.

She locked the door and she came up to my desk. “I’m sorry,” she said again, but I ignored her. So she sunk down and crawled under my desk.

“What are you doing?” I said. She didn’t answer. I felt her fingers slide up between my legs. She was going for my belt. “Riley, stop,” I said, but she didn’t stop. She pulled away my belt and then she unzipped my fly. I looked up to the door to make sure it was properly closed, and there were no faces looking in through the little window. The coast was clear, but still, I didn’t want to be pulled back in to her allure. God, why did she have to be so beautiful? Why didn’t I have the strength to really push her away? Even when I said, “I don’t think this is a good idea,” my voice lacked conviction.

I felt her soft fingers slip into the crotch of my pants and slip around my cock. She pulled it out from its denim prison and she began to stroke it. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of that little door window, worried someone would look in at any second. It was unlike Riley, risking being caught like this. People didn’t always come around that end of the hall on Wednesday third periods, but it happened from time to time.

“Relax,” she said, and then I felt the warmth of her mouth around my cock. She was sucking me off. It felt good. I was hard within a few second. I reached under the desk and sunk my fingers into her hair.

“Shit, that feels good,” I said. But I still felt conflicted. I was falling further and further from my morals. I couldn’t keep stringing this chick on, but I couldn’t let her go. Since she stood me up, I’d imagined myself calling her out, telling her to stay out of my life, but now that I had the chance, I was just sitting there and doing nothing, letting her suck my cock.

But damn, did she know how to suck a cock. What she couldn’t fit into her mouth, she stroked with her hand. It felt amazing. “I’m going to come,” I said, and then she made sure her lips were firmly puckered around my rod. I came in her mouth and she swallowed every single blast. She sucked the final drop right out of my cock and then she even did the courtesy of zipping up my fly and doing up my belt. She stood up. “Do you forgive me?” she said, finally looking into my eyes.

“Yeah,” I said. I couldn’t say no. How could anyone say no to that face? Her eyes shining, her face glowing. Damn that beautiful face. Damn her. I was stuck in a trap and I had no idea how I was going to get out.

I went out to the woods the next day during lunch but she wasn’t there. The little clearing we fucked in the week before was desolate. I waited around for a bit, but she never came. I wandered around the school looking in classrooms, but she was nowhere to be found. I did the same thing the next day, but again, she wasn’t anywhere to be seen. I tried texting her but she didn’t answer. It was like she’d disappeared all over again—something she was apparently quite good at. “It’s probably for the best,” I told myself. Marty had another party that weekend and I wasn’t going to miss another opportunity to find myself another woman—a real woman.

That’s all I needed: a nice girl to make me realize I deserved more—that there was more to deserve. Riley’s sudden disappearance was the best thing for me, and maybe she knew it. Maybe that’s why she disappeared.


CHAPTER IV

While I was getting ready for Marty’s party on Saturday night, I got a text from Riley. “Hey, what are you doing tonight?” it read. I stared at it for a moment, reading it again, making sure I was reading Riley’s name correctly and that it wasn’t from someone else—but it was from her. I considered ignoring the message, but I couldn’t get her face out of my mind. Even the memory of her glowing eyes was hypnotising. “Going to Marty’s party,” I said.

“Is he having another party?” she asked.

“Yeah, I think it’s just a small thing,” I wrote, lying. I knew it was a big deal—the biggest Marty party yet. I was surprised she wasn’t invited. I was pretty sure Marty had gone through the school and invited just about every single girl. I suppose if she was busy hiding away between classes, it would have been difficult to receive an invite.

“Do you want to hang out instead?” she wrote. I stared at the message and I couldn’t help but remember the week before, where she stood me up for seemingly no reason at all. I didn’t want to go through that again. And I needed to move on with my life.

“Sorry, I told him I would be there,” I wrote and then I put my phone away.

“We should talk. It’s important,” she wrote, but I ignored it. I felt my phone vibrate a few more times, but I continued to ignore it. It wasn’t easy. Each vibration was a vivid reminder of her face, of her perfect body, of her long, throbbing cock. My legs went weak at the thought, and my hands seemed to creep towards my back pocket without my permission. I managed to stop them. I had to stay true to my morals.

Marty got carried away this time around. There were so many women at his party, it was difficult to find any men in the crowd. Pushing through the dense gatherings, I must have rubbed up against half a dozen breasts. Before I made it to the kitchen, a particularly drunk girl jumped in front of me and wrapped her arms around me. “Want to dance?” she said.

“Maybe in a bit—I’m just trying to find Marty. Have you seen him?”

“He’s upstairs. But c’mon—dance with me. Just one dance. I won’t bite,” she said, and then she reached down and ran her fingers over my crotch. A tingle ran through my body. She was so horny—I’d never seen a woman so horny. I looked around. All the guys at the party were getting similar attention. Was there something in the punch—something more than just vodka? I excused myself from the drunk, horny girl’s embrace and made my way upstairs.

Marty was there, with a big, dumb grin on his face. “Andrew! Nice to see you, buddy,” he said, waving me into his room. Our whole group of friends was sitting there along with a handful of guys I’d never talked to before. Everyone was looking cool, sipping on beers. I hardly recognized them. I was so used to seeing them all quiet in the corner, talking about video games. Now they looked like a group of superstars rolling around with their entourage.

I told Marty about the girl who threw herself at me. “What the hell was that all about?” I asked.

“I’m working on a hypothesis,” he said. “The more women you have in one space, the harder they will battle for dominance. None of them want to leave tonight without a badge of honour, and we’re that badge.” He might have looked like a totally different person, but he was still the same old Marty, still just a nerd who was convinced everything in the world could be explained away with a scientific theory. “There’s a girl down there that I think is perfect for you,” Marty said to me. “Her name is Val. She goes to Dover, but her cousin goes to our school—Erin. Here, I’ll introduce you.”

Marty led me downstairs to the kitchen, where the hordes of women were crowded, trying to refill their drinks. They all looked at us with wild gazes, like a pride of lions spotting a couple of stray zebras.

We fought through that crowd into the next room, and then we found Val. “Val, this is Andrew,” Marty said.

She blushed and took my hand. “Hi Andrew,” she said.

“Hey.” She was pretty. Brunette. Short hair. Nicely exposed cleavage. She was shy and quiet, but every time I complimented her, her face became red and she shied her face away. I asked her about what school she went to, what she wanted to take in university, where she was applying. She was cute and nice, but I wasn’t able to hold my attention for very long. I was struggling to stay engaged. She was missing that spark—that lively energy that Riley had. She wasn’t quite as sexy as Riley, even with her tits pushed up and out on display. Had her dress been any skimpier, her nipples would have been out.

But I suppose Marty wasn’t trying to introduce me to my future wife. He was just trying to get me laid. “It’s so loud in here. Want to find somewhere better to talk?” she said. Even though she was shy, she was still trying to push things along, still trying to get some action. Even the timid girls wanted to leave with their badge of honour.

We found a little bedroom in the basement. The room became silent once the door was closed and locked behind us. She stared at me for a moment and then she stared down at her feet. “So what do you want to talk about?” she said.

“I don’t know. What are your hobbies?” I asked.

“I like doing my makeup, and I like getting manicures.” She was tediously boring. She had no personality—at least none that she was letting onto. She was just looking to fuck. She knew it, I knew it, Marty knew it, and she didn’t care. I put my hands on her hips and then I moved them up to her breasts. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Her tits were soft and squishy. I squeezed them, feeling her nipples through her tiny dress. She seemed to be enjoying it—probably just happy that the conversation aspect of our engagement was over.

“You’re very pretty,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said. “How badly do you want to fuck me?”

I looked down at her and couldn’t muster up any emotions besides pity. There was no romance, just the need for physical release. She just wanted stimulation. She was determined to keep emotions out of the mix. No one wears a dress like that and expects to connect in any other way except physically. I hardly had to tug on the thin strips of fabric covering her breasts to expose her tits completely. She had a nice set, I’ll give her that.

It was a nice set, but it did nothing for me. It didn’t fill me with that same jolt that I got when I exposed Riley’s flat chest. There was no excitement, no sense of discovery, no sense of accomplishment. She wasn’t a challenge and she wasn’t worth fighting over. She was just a warm hole—one of many floating around at that party.

“Can I get you a drink?” I said.

“Sure, I guess,” she said. I got out of that bedroom quickly. I didn’t want to fuck her. I felt guilty enough that I’d squeezed her breasts. I felt like I’d cheated on Riley, even though Riley and me were never dating, even though I had no intention of dating Riley.

I looked around the party and just saw more of the same: girls desperate for validation. They hated one another, you could see it in their eyes. This was all just a big game to them, and none of them wanted to lose. None of them cared about my interests, and none of them cared whether I was happy or not. I was just convenient. I was just the bottom rung of a ladder, a necessary step in order to make their way up to the football jocks that were reserved for the elite few.

Riley was standing in the crowd, holding a drink close to her chest, looking out of place. She wasn’t on the hunt. Maybe it was a biological thing, that only biological women are tuned to—or maybe she was different. Every time I was with her, the connection felt real. It was the opposite of my few minutes in the bedroom with Val. Riley wasn’t just using me to prove that she was above the other girls. If that were the case, she wouldn’t have gone to such extremes to keep me a secret. She knew we shouldn’t be together—for both of our sakes—but she couldn’t help it. And I couldn’t help it either.

As I made my way towards her, the drunk girl I met upon entering jumped up to me again, wrapping her arms around me. She squeezed my ass. “Hey baby, how’s about that dance?” she said.

“No thanks,” I said.

And her expression dropped. She looked devastated for a moment and then she looked pissed off. “What? Are you gay or something?”

“Just not interested, darling. Can you move?”

She huffed and then she stormed off. I wasn’t interested in her public display. I was only interested in Riley.

Riley saw me from across the room. Our eyes met. She smiled and then she looked away, coy. “You came,” I said when I reached her.

“Yeah. I want to talk to you for a minute. There’s an empty room upstairs. I’ll go up first and then you can come up in five minutes, okay?” she said, without looking at me.

“What do you want to talk about?” I said.

“I’ll tell you upstairs. But it’s best we aren’t seen together like this. I wouldn’t want people to know—” I kissed her. She froze and she didn’t kiss back at first, but I held the kiss regardless. After a moment, she relaxed and kissed back. The people standing around us became quiet. Then the people around them became quiet. I didn’t know why anyone cared. There were plenty of couples making out in that house. It wasn’t like we were special.

I pulled my head back and looked into her eyes. She looked frightened, like I’d done something horribly, horribly wrong. Everyone around us was still quiet, looking at us—looking at me. “What? What’s wrong?” I said.

“We should talk upstairs,” she said with that concerned look on her face.

“Just tell me here. I don’t want to keep this a secret anymore.”

She bit her lip and looked down at her feet. “Andrew, I came out this week. Everyone knows.”

Now the crowd around us was whispering, filling in the ones who didn’t know on the bombshell. Everyone just watched me kiss a transgender—a biological man. And now, they were waiting for my reaction. Within minutes, the whole school was going to know. I could see the glow of cell-phones in hands around us, informing the ones who weren’t invited to the party.

I felt the colour drain from my face.


CHAPTER V

Among the people watching me and waiting for my reaction was Marty. His eyes were wide and full of shame. I couldn’t look at him for more than a few seconds before that shame became contagious. I’d just made a huge mistake. So that was why Riley wasn’t invited but every other girl in the school was—because Marty knew. Just about everyone knew, and those who didn’t know now knew.

“I’m so sorry. I should have told you. I came here to tell you. I tried messaging you and phoning you, but you didn’t answer,” Riley said.

My head was spinning. I felt like my body was shutting down. I was waiting for the nightmare to end, but it wasn’t ending—because it was reality. I’d slept with a transgender and now the whole school knew. It was only a matter of time before my parents were let in on the fact as well. It was only a matter of time before everyone started calling me ‘tranny fucker’. I felt sick.

“Andrew? Are you okay?” Riley said. I could hear snickering in the crowd around me as they watched the destruction of a man.

And then I followed an impulse and I kissed her again. The snickering in the crowd came to an abrupt halt. She kissed back. Her lips were so soft. Our noses nestled together as I slipped a hand up to cup the side of her face. She was so soft, so innocent. Those snickers around us made me angry. Let them snicker. Let them think they’re so perfect and morally pure. I didn’t care what they thought. I didn’t care what any of them thought—not even my parents. To hell with them all. Did Riley not deserve love because she was unhappy with the way she was born?

The real joke was on all of them—the ones who laughed and mocked—they’d been deceived for years. No one knew about Riley’s secret until recently, and she’d been going to that school for years, sitting next to them in class. They were the real fools, pretending like they were somehow better than me, better than Riley. I’d overheard her name in conversations. “She’s pretty hot.” I’d seen her name on boys’ top ten lists. Maybe it was just them protecting their egos. They weren’t good enough for her and now they had a reason to justify it—to shit on someone else to make themselves feel better.

I was sick of being one of them, being too proud to admit reality. Riley was more beautiful than any woman in that school, regardless of what they had between their legs. “Let’s go up to that bedroom,” I said. I took her hand and led her away from the now silent crowd. They were silent because they knew they were wrong, because they knew they’d lost. Let them mock me. Let them call me gay. I was sure I was going to hear plenty at school on Monday, but it was just words. Words mean nothing unless you believe them, and if they didn’t even believe in them, why should I?

We locked the door behind us and then I tossed her gently onto the bed. She was so beautiful, the way she smiled with rosy cheeks. “You still like me?” she said.

“I love you,” I said, and then her face became even redder.

“I love you, too,” she said. I crawled on top of her, pushed a fallen strand of hair off of her face, and then we continued our kiss. There was a vibrant energy in the air. I’d never felt so free, so alive. For once in my life I didn’t care what anyone thought. In fact, let them think negative, terrible things about me—it just fuelled my sense of freedom. It just proved my love for Riley was real.

I pulled off her top and then I made quick work of her bra. That familiar excitement filled my body at the sight of her subtle breasts. I gently licked her nipples while her fingers slipped into my hair. “God, you’re beautiful,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said. She bit the corner of her lip as I worked my way down, kissing her sternum, kissing her abdomen, kissing her pelvis. I flipped up her skirt and my heart skipped a beat at the sight of her erect cock in her panties. I ran the tip of my finger down her impressive length. She watched me with shining eyes.

I slipped down her panties, letting the beauty free. I didn’t think I was gay, but I sure loved that cock. The thought of a man’s cock made me uncomfortable, but hers was different. It was so perfect, so hard, so feminine. I slipped it through my lips and I explored it with my tongue. It was warm. Her balls were swelling gently.

“Want to fuck me?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

I slipped off my pants and I got on top of her. I reached back and grabbed her rod, lining it up with my tight hole. I’d never been fucked in the ass before—I’d never even had so much as a finger up there. But there’s a first time for everything, and I was glad that first time was with her. I began to lower myself down, her cock penetrating my puckering hole. She was thick, stretching me wide. It hurt a little bit, but I managed to get all of her inside of me, pressing my bum down against her soft thighs. “How does that feel?” she asked, her hands on my hips.

“Amazing,” I said, and then I started to bounce slowly, feeling every inch of her throbbing rod inside of me. She began to moan gently. I placed my hands on her beautiful chest and I squeezed.

There were some voices on the other side of the locked door. I didn’t care what anyone thought. They could have busted down that door and watched me taking it in the ass, and I wouldn’t have cared. This was where I was meant to be, who I was meant to be with. If they had an issue with that, screw them—that was their problem, not mine. And that went for all of them.

“Shit, that feels good,” she said, her nails digging into my skin. She was so hard. Her cock was pressing up against my sweet-spot, making my legs tremble. God, it felt good.

She grabbed my cock and started to beat it off. “Come on my chest, baby,” she said.

She knew how to work a shaft. Her fingers seemed to move independently from one another as she beat me off, massaging all the right places. The anal stimulation alone already had me close to orgasm. The handjob seemed unnecessary, but it felt amazing so I wasn’t complaining. “Fuck!” I cried, and then I came on her chest—a huge, hot load. With her free hand, she smeared my cum all over her tits. I couldn’t look away. It was too hot. I felt so lucky. Lucky is an understatement—there’s no word to describe just how lucky I was.

“Oh God, I’m coming!” she yelled, and I felt it, her warm jizz blasting my ass full. I came down hard, taking all of it inside of me, feeling every inch of her cock pulsing as it cannoned cum inside of me.

I slumped down onto her, pressing my chest into my own hot load. We kissed and looked into each other’s eyes. “Now what do we do?” she asked.

“Now we tell everyone,” I said with a smile.

She bit her lip in an attempt to hide the big smile from her face. We kissed again.

THE END
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