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GIMME SOME SUGAR

For years, Mickey has endured a friendship with Aro: a rich young man, used to getting everything he wants. As thanks for putting up with their difficult son, Aro’s parents have paid for Mickey to go on vacations, bought him brand new video game consoles, and now they’re even going to pay for his college… That is until Mickey makes the mistake of calling Aro a spoiled brat during a spat. Now Aro wants nothing to do with Mickey, even going to lengths to make sure Mickey is cut off from Aro’s rich parents.

Mickey was relying on that relationship for college. Without Aro, he is destined for a life of flipping burgers. But he has one other option: getting involved with Aro’s sister, Skylynn. She’s offbeat, bubbly, adventurous, and very promiscuous: the perfect girl if it wasn’t for the fact she was a boy just a few years before.


CHAPTER I

Platinum blonde bob, big, fake eyelashes, always wearing thigh-high stockings and short dresses and skirts: Aro’s sister, Skylynn, was an interesting character. She was in the grade below me, always sticking out from the hallway crowds in her bright white outfits, with her almost-white hair. She would twist while she walked, maybe just to make her skirt dance around her. It almost seemed as though she always had some candy sucker in her mouth, between her red lips—and those lips were always red.

She really was a character, in every sense of the word. I suspected she modelled herself after an actual character, maybe from some anime cartoon that I didn’t know about. Her outfit didn’t vary much, but when it did, the variations didn’t go unnoticed. One December morning, she came to school in a pair of thigh-high black boots instead of her normal white stockings and white heels combination. The boots were heeled, with tall platforms, making her a few inches taller than normal—but still shorter than most of her peers.

One spring afternoon I saw her outside of the school during lunch, eating alone but looking far from lonely. She was sitting up on the retaining wall built to hold up the parking lot. Her legs were dangling over the ledge and she was kicking them playfully, the way a toddler would kick her legs. She had big sunglasses—comically big, as if she was making her debut on the Real Housewives of Saskatoon or something.

I never saw her with friends. She was always by herself, always sitting alone during lunch and walking home alone after school. But she didn’t seem to mind the isolation. She certainly wasn’t friendless because she was shy. She was anything but shy. She was always teasing boys, always giggling and winking and flirting, making my friends red in the face. It was a few days before the summer break when she looked at me with that sucker in her mouth and she winked, making my heart stutter, even though I’d never thought of her in any romantic capacity before. She seemed to know what made guys tick, and what made them squirm.

Her brother, Aro, was my friend. Was he a good friend? Not particularly. Did I want to be his friend? Not particularly. Was his family incredibly rich? Definitely.

Aro, like his sister, was short and thin, with platinum blonde—almost white—scruffy hair. He was a bit weird, always laughing at comments that weren’t jokes, always jittering as if he’d just finished his ninth coffee of the morning. His mom and dad were the president and vice-president—respectively—of a massive oil and gas company. They lived in the biggest house in the entire city, but you wouldn’t know it existed because it was surrounded by acres of trees. Before I met Aro, I assumed that plot of land was a city park. It wasn’t until I was invited to his ninth birthday that I realized it was private property—which explained the iron gate around the thirty inner-city acres. The house was four stories tall, nestled within a tall, private forest. They had a heated swimming pool, which remained heated through the winter months. They had a gigantic jungle gym: four levels with three ball pits and a dozen different slides. They had a bouncy castle that was always running, always inflated, always ready to be bounced in, even though the kids were now on the verge of graduating high school.

Aro was a good friend to have, especially later into our schooling years. His parents let him drink, and they let him throw parties every few weeks while they retreated to their little three-story guest home on the far side of their property. His parents even paid for the liquor, apparently not caring that the people drinking the liquor would be underage.

Skylynn was always present at the parties, even though she was younger than all of Aro’s friends. She would just sit and watch with a smile on her face as guys got drunk and partied and splashed around in her pool. Sometimes guys would try hitting on her. She was cute, after all. Aro hated it, so of course there were guys who would hit on her just to get under Aro’s skin. I never dared to go near her, knowing how protective he was. I didn’t want to lose Aro as a friend, because being friends with Aro came with other perks.

His parents brought others and me on vacation with them. In the tenth grade, they took me to an expensive resort in Columbia. Brad Pitt was there. In the eleventh grade, I got to go to four different European countries. For Christmas, Aro got the new PlayStation, even though it wasn’t out in stores yet. To make sure Aro had friends to play with, I also got the new PlayStation. Aro would show up to school with a stack of video games, handing them out to his friends so he would have partners to play with. And that wasn’t all: Aro’s parents would often talk to me about paying for my college—something my own parents weren’t prepared to do. “We want to make sure Aro’s friends are well educated,” they said. “It’s important.”

I failed an important test once. My parents were mad at me, because I needed that grade for my college application. Then, the next week, I got a call from my teacher. My grade had been changed; the test result had been dropped. When I saw Aro’s parents the next weekend, they both winked at me, as if to let me know they pulled some strings.

So that’s why I put up with Aro’s strange personality. That’s why I put up with his seemingly random temper tantrums that should have ended around the age of four. That’s why I went to his house after school every now and then, just to watch him paint his figurines while being told, “Don’t touch anything, Mickey. Just watch.” He was a bit of a spoiled brat, but with a bit of endurance, I got to be a spoiled brat too.

It seemed like a great deal, but it all came crashing down one March afternoon. “You coming over after school?” Aro asked me during our final period class.

I shook my head. “I think I’m going to head home,” I said.

“What’s at home?”

“I’m just tired,” I said. “Didn’t sleep much, studying for that test. I think I’m just going to take it easy—maybe play some League of Legends.”

“Why don’t you come over and play?” he said. In his room he had four computers in a line, all loaded with the most popular games, all with expensive headsets and special gaming keyboards and mice and giant monitors, so he could have the occasional gaming party.

But I lived on the other end of town. I didn’t want to have to take the bus home afterwards, and I didn’t want to feel guilty when his parents had their driver take me home. So I politely said, “I think I’ll pass today.”

And Aro’s eyes narrowed. “What’s the matter? If you’re just going to be playing League anyway, why not come over?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I just don’t want to today. What’s the big deal?”

“You have a problem with me?” He seemed to be on edge—more so than usual. I forced a smile and shook my head.

“I just want to go home, man. That’s it.”

“Just say it. You don’t want to hang out with me. You’re just a fair weather friend.”

I bit down on my tongue. The comment was rude. Maybe I was a fair weather friend, but I put up with a lot of his nonsense on a regular basis. I’d lost count of the number of times I sat in his room and watched him paint his expensive miniatures. I’d lost count of the number of times I’d lost competitive League of Legends games because he had a stupid strategy and I had to pretend like it was a good idea.

“Just admit it, Mickey. You’re only using me to get closer to my sister.” The comment took me by surprise, making my skin crawl. His sister? I never even thought about his sister. She was cute, but she wasn’t my type. She was far too quirky for me. I’d never been able to understand how her mind worked, and I always assumed she was just like her brother: spoiled and difficult to handle.

“Quit being a spoiled brat,” I said. And as soon as the words left my mouth, I regretted them. I watched as his face turned white and his eyes became wide. I knew he hated that word: ‘brat’. I knew how that word was able to crawl under his skin. There were others before me who made the mistake of using the word, and now those men were no longer in Aro’s life.

“What did you just say?” he asked softly.

“I just think you’re overreacting. I’m just tired. I want to go home for the evening. It’s not that big of a deal.”

“I said: what did you say to me?” His lips were pressed thin and his tongue was shifting from cheek to cheek.

“I called you a brat. Whatever, man. It’s not a big deal. You’re just being a bit of a spaz.”

He shook his head. “Forget it,” he said, and then he turned and walked away.

“Aro. C’mon, man,” I said. But he didn’t turn back to look at me. And the next day, he still wouldn’t look at me. I tried talking to him, but he just walked away. I figured it was just one of his extended tantrums, but this one didn’t end. For the next week, nothing changed. He stopped inviting me over. Two weeks later, it was the same issue. He started hanging out with different people. If I tried to get close to him, he would look at me with his narrowed eyes. I tried messaging him on Facebook—and that’s when I discovered that I’d been blocked, not just on Facebook but also on Instagram, SnapChat, and even on our messaging client. I tried to reach out to him on League of Legends, but he’d even deleted me there. Our friendship was over. My free ride was done. Now, a few months before graduation, I had no rich oil and gas moguls to pay for my college, or to pull strings to ensure that I got into the best possible school.

I’d made a massive mistake. I should have never called him a spoiled brat.


CHAPTER II

I was panicking. I could hardly sleep. I had no much invested in my friendship with Aro, and now that was all crumbling, just weeks before I needed it the most. What was I going to do? How was I going to pay for college? I’d been tentatively accepted to one of the best schools in the country—and one of the most expensive. It wasn’t an issue before. I had a way to pay for it before. Now, I had nothing. Now, it was looking like I was going to have to call the school and pull myself out. The early acceptance I got probably would have been revoked once the school got in touch with Aro’s parents anyway—once they stopped inflating my grades with their powerful connections.

My mom asked me, “What’s wrong with you? Why have you been acting so funny lately?”

I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. But I felt like I was about to drop dead. I could feel my blood pressure rising steadily, reaching danger zones. I couldn’t handle the stress. I couldn’t handle the uncertainty. Was it time to start looking into trade schools? For years I’d assumed I would get a top-notch degree with an amazing university: something to take me through law school. Now, I was wondering how I would pay for a year at the technical institute, so I could learn how to be a plumber.

I tossed and turned and groaned and I’ll admit: I even cried. I kept trying to reach out to Aro. I finally got close to him three weeks after our friendship split. “We should talk,” I said. Then he pointed to the nearest door and yelled, “Get away from me, you faker!”

My heart swirled into my stomach. His new friends stared at me, looking afraid and hopeful. So I just turned around and accepted my fate. I was doomed. My free ride truly was over, and now I had to face the reality of life. It was time to start accepting a reality that was within my means: the reality of debt and hard work and longs days without much sleep. I would never live on the nice side of town. I would be lucky to one day have a condo on the poor end of town, where I now lived with my poor parents, with three locks on every door because crime was always on the rise.

I was slumped over my desk one afternoon, unable to listen to my teacher. She was droning on about something to do with history, but it didn’t matter what she was saying because history wasn’t a prerequisite for any trade program. I was going through the options in my head: carpentry, plumbing, welding, or solar panel installation. The brochure for the solar panel program suggested it was going to be a big industry soon—but it wasn’t one yet. Was it worth the risk, or was it better to be safe and go into carpentry? I’d nearly failed shop class the year before—mostly because I just joked around the whole time, thinking it was a waste of time because I was obviously going to be going to college and not trade school.

Now, I imagined myself pushing a piece of wood through a band saw. I imagined my fingers getting stuck in the blade, flying off in every direction while I screamed and sprayed blood all over my co-workers. I should have paid attention in that class.

Then I looked up and saw Skylynn staring at me. She had a smirk on her face. She winked and then she looked away. And then my heart skipped a beat.

It wasn’t an unusual gesture. Skylynn was always acting flirty and offbeat with everyone. But now I couldn’t help but wonder if I could use her. Maybe my free ride wasn’t lost just yet. Maybe I could convince Skylynn to take me into her home and into her parents’ financial safety net. Maybe I could be her boyfriend for a few years, until school was paid off and I had my law degree in my back pocket.

The bell rang. I watched her as she sprang up from her seat, her little skirt bouncing and exposing her pale thighs. She was the only student in the school allowed to wear skirts that were shorter than knee-length—probably because the faculty was afraid of her parents.

I followed her out of the classroom from a distance. I watched her as she skipped down the hall, minding her own business, occasionally turning her head to smile at random boys. Then I watched as the faces of the boys turned red, their shoulders tensing up to their ears. I heard her giggle, as if she enjoyed making faces turn red. She seemed to like being a flirtatious oddity.

She retrieved her childish lunchbox from her locker and then she went outside, to sit on the retaining wall over the parking lot, dangling her feet in the air as she enjoyed her alone time. My heart was buzzing as I watched her from behind, trying to think of how I could weasel myself into her life and into her parents’ bank account. I took a deep breath and started towards her. As I got close, I heard that she was humming a tune.

“Hey, Skylynn,” I said.

She turned and looked at me with a smile, peering over the top of her big sunglasses. She said nothing back, as if she was waiting for me to get to the point.

“How are you doing today?” I asked, forcing an awkward smile.

She nodded her head. “I heard what you said to my brother,” she said.

I bit down on my tongue, quickly realizing I probably had lost my chance of being a friend of her family. I nodded my head and shrugged my shoulders. “Right. I—uh—it kind of just came out.”

She giggled. “It’s true. He acts like a brat,” she said. “I’m glad you finally told him. I think he really believed it, coming from you.” She turned back around and continued to kick her legs, as if our conversation was over.

So I stepped forward and took a seat next to her, looking down at the parking lot, which now seemed very far down: far enough that the fall could mean broken legs. “I didn’t mean to offend him. I was just tired.”

She looked over at me. “So did you mean it or not?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. I thought about lying, hoping the message would get back to Aro, but I knew that the truth was obvious on my face—even to a girl who was steeped in a fantasy world where she was free of consequences and suffering of any kind. “I guess I meant it,” I said.

Her lips curled into a big smile. “Good,” she said. “I like your honesty. He’s a brat.”

I nodded my head. Maybe they weren’t as close as I thought. Maybe ragging on Aro was my way into Skylynn’s heart. “So, Skylynn—what kind of things are you into?”

“Call me Sky,” she said. “I like lots of things. I really like people watching. Do you ever watch people?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “As much as anyone else, I guess.”

“The trick is to really watch them—stare at them, and don’t worry if they stare back. It’s fun. The game is to try and figure out what they’re thinking. Here—look at this guy.” A man came out from the school, holding his backpack at his side. His gaze was glued to his feet and he seemed to be walking slowly. “What do you think he’s thinking?”

“I don’t know. Maybe he just failed a test he needed to pass to get into college.”

Sky shook her head. “No, no. You can tell that he’s thinking about a girl. He’s too afraid to ask her out to prom, and maybe someone else beat him to it, even though he’s been telling himself for weeks that he’s finally going to man up.”

I laughed. “I can see that,” I said.

“Now he’s going to call his cousin and ask her to be his date—but he’s going to ask her to pretend like she’s not his cousin, but just a girl from another school.”

“How can you tell that?” I asked, watching as the guy pulled out his phone.

“I can’t,” she said. “But it’s fun creating little stories. You create one.”

I looked at the guy and thought for a moment. He looked nervous, pacing back and forth now as he waited for the person he was calling to pick up. He scratched at the back of his neck and kicked a random rock on the ground. “Maybe he’s calling some gangster guy that he knows, to have the other guy beaten up—the guy that asked his crush out on a date. He’s been saving up his lunch money for months. He was going to spend it on the girl, but now he’s going to spend it on some muscle.”

Sky giggled. “That’s good. I can see that,” she said, now looking at me again.

“So who are you going to prom with?” I asked.

She bit her lip. “My prom isn’t until next year,” she said.

“Right. Of course,” I said.

“Why? Do you want me to go to your prom with you?” she asked, smirking. My heart fluttered. I’d known Sky for years, but I’d never talked to her before. If people saw us together, I knew Aro would be livid. Other people would think that I was a weirdo, going out with the chick who likes to dress up like strange characters. But how else would I get into her family’s money? What other option did I have?

“Would you go to prom with me?” I asked, clenching my teeth together in a desperate attempt to keep a smile on my face.

“Why don’t we hang out first? Come over to my place after school—and see if you really even like me.” She giggled, but the comment sat funny in my stomach. What was she inviting me over for? Was she suggesting we have sex before committing to prom? I’d never had sex before—I’d never even kissed a girl before. Was I willing to let Sky be my first, just so I could have a chance at getting into her parents’ money? Did I really want Sky to be my sugar momma? “Okay. I’ll meet you here after school,” I said.

She smiled and went back to her lunch, kicking her legs playfully, bouncing them off the cement barricade.


CHAPTER III

She was sitting in the same spot when I stepped out from the school. I walked around and sat down next to her and asked, “Ready to go?” I looked around for the car. Aro was always being picked up by one of his parents’ drivers. I’d always assumed Skylynn had her own driver, but now, there were no shiny black cars in sight.

She hopped up to her feet, precariously on the edge of that barricade. “Let’s go.” I got up and followed her as she skipped and swayed, letting her skirt dance around her. She seemed to like being animated, making heads turn, making people wonder if she was completely sane. I have to admit: I felt a bit embarrassed walking with her, knowing people were staring at us, knowing my classmates were wondering what I was doing with her.

But I couldn’t let her think that I was just using her. I didn’t want to end up in the same place I ended up with Aro, being called a fair weather friend and being dumped in a fickle instant. So I reached down and I grabbed her hand, slipping my fingers between hers. She looked down at my hand and then up at me. “You worried I’m going to fall or something?” she asked.

I could feel the blood rushing into my cheeks. “I’m just holding your hand,” I said.

“Why? Do you love me?” she asked with a teasing voice. Now the blood was really rushing into my face.

“Can’t a guy just hold a girl’s hand?” I asked, letting a nervous laugh slip. She squeezed my hand tight and began to sway it back and forth. I could feel my body tensing. “Where are we going?” I asked.

We stopped walking suddenly. “Here,” she said. It was a moment before I realized we were standing at a bus stop. The bus came a minute later, and we got on. She flashed her bus pass, I had to pay the fare: only a couple of bucks. Then she sat down, acting as if it wasn’t strange. She had access to personal drivers and all the money in the world, but there she was, sitting on the bus with her bus pass. Aro didn’t have a bus pass. Aro wouldn’t have been caught dead riding the bus.

“Are we going somewhere?” I asked.

“Home,” she said, looking at me strangely.

I’d always assumed Skylynn was just as rotten as her brother. Maybe I was wrong. Maybe she was grounded, somehow. Maybe she grew up watching her brat of a brother and decided to go in the other direction. It was a twenty-minute bus ride. We were dropped off a few blocks from the gate of her property. This time she grabbed my hand. She swayed it back and forth while we walked. Then we reached her gate and she looked up at me with a smile. “So how much do you know about me?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I guess I don’t know a lot,” I said.

“Do you know anything?” she asked.

I had to think about it. I really knew nothing about her, aside from the fact that she was Aro’s brother. “I assume you’re into anime,” I said.

She giggled and shook her head. “No. Why would you assume that?”

“You look like an anime character,” I said.

“I don’t know anything about anime. Don’t you like my fashion sense?”

I bit down on my tongue, feeling more embarrassed than ever. “You look cute.”

“Awe. That’s sweet.” She did a little twirl, making her skirt lift up into the air, showing off her firm, perky ass for a brief moment. I tried not to look, not wanting her to think that I was some sort of creep—but it was hard not to look.

We walked down the long pathway to her house: a pathway I’d walked many times before with Aro. We went into one of the side entrances of the house, down a hallway I didn’t know about, and into Sky’s room, which wasn’t where I thought it was. Her room was large and pink, but mostly empty, unlike her brother’s room. Aro had computers in his room, and a large theatre screen for watching movies, with two couches across from it. In the back corner of his room was another television screen, so he could have friends over to play multiple games at once. And then, of course, there was his table of miniatures, with shelves of paints and glues. But Sky’s room looked like a normal girl’s room: she had a bed, a big dresser, a closet, and that was it, except for the camera that sat idle on a tripod in the corner. Maybe she was into photography…

She jumped onto her bed and let her body bounce while she giggled. Then she looked at me and said, “Aren’t you going to ravage me?”

My heart skipped a beat. “R—Ravage you?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Spread my legs and take me,” she said, lifting up her skirt to show me the white of her panties.

Now there was a lump filling my throat. I was terrified. I’d never been with a woman. I’d only held one girl’s hand before hers. I nodded my head slowly. “Um,” I said as I thought. Then she started laughing.

“I’m screwing with you, Mickey,” she said. “Get a grip.” She sat up and bounced her legs against the side of her mattress. “What do you want to do?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “What do you normally do?” I was still trying to fight away the redness that was filling my face.

She had a big smirk on her face. “I do lots of things. So you never told me what you know about me.” She was staring into my eyes now.

I shook my head. “Like I said—I don’t really know much about you. Aro never talked about you. He always just told us to stay away from you or he would beat us up.” I laughed.

“Is that why you stayed away from me for so long?” She was still staring into my eyes, making my heart tremble.

I didn’t want to lie to her, but I didn’t want to tell her that I thought she was weird—though I had a feeling she wouldn’t find the term ‘weird’ at all offensive. In fact, I had a feeling she was going to be hard to offend, unlike her brother. She seemed to think everything was funny.

“Do you like me, Mickey? Or do you just like my family’s money. And be honest.” She leaned closer, still smirking.

I nodded my head and laughed nervously. “I like you. I mean—I don’t really know you, but I’ve always had a thing for you.” My heart stuttered and I bit down on my tongue painfully.

“And Aro never told you about me?” she said.

I shook my head. “What about you?”

“That I used to be his brother.” Now her smirk was bigger than ever: a hilarious joke. She was waiting for me to crack, so I cracked. I laughed and shook my head.

“You’ve got a good sense of humour.”

“Who said I’m joking?” she said.

Now my skin was tingling. The back of my neck was ice cold as I stood in the middle of her big, empty room. “What do you mean?” I said.

“I used to be a boy. That doesn’t bug you, does it? My parents are cool with it—they’ve always been cool with it. They even pick up my hormone pills from the pharmacy for me.”

I nodded my head slowly. She was so offbeat that it was hard to know if she was messing with me. She didn’t look like a boy. In the years she’d been going to my school, there had never been any rumours. So surely it was a joke. Surely she was trying to get me to feel nervous; she was successful.

“You’re cute,” I said, letting out another nervous laugh.

“Want me to prove it?” she said.

I laughed with no comment.

Then she lifted up her skirt, showing me her panties. She slipped her fragile fingers underneath the thin cotton, and then she tugged her panties aside, revealing a smooth, flaccid cock. I stared at it for a long moment, trying to decide if it was real or a prank. It wouldn’t put it past her to buy some realistic penis online. But when could she have slipped it into her panties? She’d only been away from me for a couple of hours at school between me asking her out to prom and this moment in her bedroom.

She grabbed it and pulled back her foreskin, proving that it was real. Then she put it back into her panties and dropped her skirt. “You don’t care, do you?” she said.

I was speechless, suddenly understanding of why Aro didn’t want anyone going near his sister. He didn’t want them to find out that she was trans. He didn’t want to be known as the guy with a trans sister. He wasn’t protecting her from creeps—he was protecting himself from embarrassment.

“What?” I said, trying to let the thoughts settle in my mind.

“You don’t care about the dick—do you? I’ll understand if it’s a deal breaker. I probably wouldn’t date a guy with a pussy—nothing personal if that’s what you’ve got.”

“It’s not,” I said.

She smiled, nodding her head. Now I was trying to figure out a polite way to leave, without offending her. How could I get out of this horrible situation, before her secret spread around the school and I became known as the guy who was going to prom with a tranny?

I opened my mouth to tell her I’d forgotten about some made up plan, but then she spoke. “My parents would be so happy if they found out I had a boyfriend.”

Was she bribing me, or was that just a random comment? Her words festered in my head. Money signs flashed in my eyes. My college dream suddenly came back into the picture. Maybe no one would ever find out that she was trans. She kept it a secret for this long—and there were only a few months left before graduation. Even if I could use her parents to get into a good school and pay for my first year—maybe I could figure the rest out with loans and a part-time job.

So I forced a smile. “It’s really not a big deal,” I said.

She bit her bottom lip. “Great,” she said. “Want to float in the pool with me?”

I didn’t have a pair of swim shorts, but she went to get a pair of her brother’s for me. Thankfully he was out at the movies with his new friends, so I didn’t have to worry about him screaming at me to take off his shorts. We went down to the pool. She pulled a large two-person floatie out from the pool shed, and then we spent the afternoon floating on the large pool.

She reached over and grabbed my hand, slipping her fingers through mine. But now that I knew those fingers were biologically male, my stomach didn’t sit right; it churned and gargled while my heart fluttered awkwardly. But I did my best to keep a smile on my face, and I did my best not to look down at her bikini bottoms, where she had her cock tucked back and her ball sack pushed into her body—it was the only way that her package wasn’t spilling out from her tight bottoms.

She asked me about college and I asked her about college. We talked about our goals and then we talked about the kinds of things we got up to as kids. She talked a lot about playing in the woods, and I couldn’t help but imagine the little boy version of herself, running in the forest. That boy was grown up now and I was holding his hand, struggling to make him think that I was romantically interested in him. It had only been an hour and I was struggling. How was I going to keep this up for years?

Her father came home from work. He walked through the courtyard and looked over at us on the floatie. “Hi dad!” Sky yelled.

“Hi sweetie,” he called back. He took an extra moment to look at me, realizing who I was and what I was doing with my hand in her hand. I caught him smiling before he went into the house, and then those money symbols started flashing again in my mind. Maybe I could keep this up for a few years. Maybe I could keep holding that hand and entertaining her offbeat conversations.

But what would I do when she wanted to take things further? What would I do when she wanted that first kiss? What would I do when she wanted to fool around in the bedroom? I had a lot to figure out, and a lot to endure to do if I was going to get my free ride through a good university.


CHAPTER IV

I only had one class with Sky: third period, three times per week. So I didn’t see her until the end of the day the next day. Admittedly, I’d put some effort into avoiding her in the hallways and during lunch. I even tried to slip out of the school before she got to her usual spot up on the cement barricade. But she was there when I emerged, so I had to engage.

I smiled and waved, and then she asked me if I wanted to hang out. I remembered the sight of her penis, firmly tucked in her panties. But I also remembered that college was only a possibility through her—unless I wanted to spend half a decade saving up money while flipping burgers, missing out on every decent party while living in my parents’ basement in an attempt to save a few bucks every month.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

It was hard to believe that my true motives weren’t obvious. She was smarter than her brother. She was more down to earth than her brother. It was even hard to believe that she came from the same parents. She grabbed my hand while we walked towards the mall, and I let her slip her fingers between mine, still with the image of that penis on my mind.

I tried to push that image out when that familiar question began to nag in my mind: what would I do once she wanted to get intimate? How long would it be before that desire for intimacy came up? Could I at least make it until the end of the summer, once I was settled in a good university? Maybe I could apply to a university on the other side of the country. Maybe I could get far away from Sky, so the risk of intimacy would never be an issue.

Though I knew her parents had a private jet. I’m sure they would happily ship Sky off every week to see her boyfriend. And if she was visiting, that meant sleeping in the same bed with nowhere to run. My stomach tossed and turned, and then I realized we were at the mall.

She wanted to try on clothes. I stood holding her purse, watching as she emerged and disappeared into changing rooms. She had a seriously strange fashion sense, picking the most peculiar outfits off of racks. She found a bright yellow raincoat; it seemed normal enough, until she referred to it as a ‘dress’. She took it into a changing room and then she came out wearing nothing but the raincoat. It didn’t even cover her entire bum, but she loved it. “Do you think it’s too small?” she asked.

“I think it could be a bit longer,” I said, trying not to look at her smooth thighs, which were nice—but I knew that they were male. Sure, she was taking hormone pills, which made her skin softer and her body hair thinner (before she shaved it away). The pills gave her breasts and a convincing voice. But those legs were still the same legs she had when she was a boy. Those pills weren’t doing anything to those legs. So was it gay to admire her legs? Her face was feminine—it didn’t seem gay to admire her face—or her hair, which was long and soft and styled nicely. Her chest literally had breasts, and surely no one would consider admiring any pair of breasts ‘gay’… But what about her legs?

She bought the raincoat, and then she bought a few more outfits. It was getting late and we were on our way out of the mall. I thought it was all over, and then she tugged my hand towards the lingerie store. “Pick something out for me,” she said with a big grin. She pulled me beyond the silk pyjamas and the sports bras, into the intimate area, filled with lacy garments and tight sex apparel. My heart stuttered and clenched. I forced an awkward smile and said, “I don’t really know what I’m looking at.”

She laughed. “What do you mean? You’ve never seen lingerie before?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—it’s all just fabric in a pile.”

“Well duh. I have to try it on first.” She picked up a few options and then she skipped over to the changing room. “Come on,” she said with her bubbly smile.

So I stood by the curtain and listened as her clothes hit the floor. Putting on the lingerie took time. I stood silently and awkwardly for what felt like an hour before she finally pulled back the curtain. I turned to her slowly, expecting the worst, expecting to see a manly body stuffed into feminine lingerie. But that wasn’t the case.

My face became hot. I stared at her curvy figure, now clad in tight lace, with black lines running over her bare hips and around her smooth thighs. Now I couldn’t look away from her thighs. When she did a little spin, my heart throbbed at the sight of her bum. My head was filled with confusion. My throat swelled, leaving me speechless. How could she be so hot? She looked like she belonged on the cover of Playboy magazine—but it didn’t seem possible. She was still a biological boy, was she not?

“Well? Do you like it?” she asked.

I nodded like a hungry dog.

She tried on three more tight outfits, all of which made my skin tingle. After the second one, I was already trying to hide my erection. In her third outfit, she jokingly bent over and said, “Don’t you just want to take me right now?” She giggled—but a part of me did want to grab her and bury my face between her perky butt cheeks. I wanted to stick my tongue into her tight asshole and then fuck her senselessly with my rock-hard cock.

And then I forced myself to look between her legs where that bulge was hardly hiding. I had to remind myself that I just wanted her family’s money and power. I didn’t actually want to sleep with a tranny. I couldn’t live with myself knowing I’d slept with a tranny. Or could I?

We took the haul back to her house. When we were in her bedroom, my heart swirled, being pulled in two directions. A part of me wanted her to put the new lingerie on. I wanted her to force herself on me, so I could have no choice but to sleep with her. Another part of me wanted to run before the idea of putting the lingerie on even crossed her mind. I needed to get home to splash some cold water on my face. I needed to clear my head and remind myself that I was straight—under all circumstances. If Aro found out I slept with his sister, he would surely tell the whole school her secret, just to ruin my life. It was bad enough already. I was already losing sleep, worried Aro would find out I was seeing his sister behind his back. Maybe that was already enough for him to blab to the school, to ruin my reputation along with his sister’s reputation.

She didn’t put the lingerie on, but she teased me. I sat down on her beanbag chair, and then she sat on my lap, nestling her bum against my crotch. It was her bare bum too—her skirt was short, hanging over my thighs. She leaned her back against my chest and said, “Don’t you ever just want to sit and do nothing? Activities are overrated.” I closed my eyes and focussed as hard as I could on willing away the excitement between my legs. I didn’t want her to feel me getting an erection. I didn’t want her getting the idea to make a move on me. I didn’t want anyone to know that I was attracted to a tranny—not even the tranny who was flirting with me.


CHAPTER V

It was a few days later when Aro saw us together, sitting by the pool in the courtyard. He stopped and stared at me for a minute with narrowing eyes. Then he pointed at me and yelled, “What the hell are you doing here?”

“Calm down, Aro,” Sky called back.

“Don’t tell me to calm down. Did I not tell you about him?”

“Mind your own business,” Sky said, without sitting up from her comfortably reclined position.

Aro stood in silence for a moment before storming off. I didn’t see him again that afternoon, but he remained in my thoughts. I found myself on Facebook, refreshing my newsfeed constantly, worried he was about to make a new public post: ‘My sister is actually a boy and she’s sleeping with Mickey!’ Sky didn’t seem at all worried. She continued lounging, even reaching over casually to hold my hand. I was nervous taking that hand, nervous Aro would come back out and see our hands locked together. As far as he knew, I was just friends with his sister. I didn’t want him knowing that his sister thought we were something more.

I saw Aro at school the next day. He glared at me with dark eyes, and he even shook his head slowly, as if to tell me that I’d broken a serious rule. Then I watched from across the room as his lips curled into a smile. He had a plan in his head and I knew I wasn’t the beneficiary.

My stomach growled. I tried to act calm. I was good at talking my way out of awkward situations. If he started gossiping, I could easily settle tensions. After all, I hadn’t slept with Sky. We hadn’t even kissed. And no one needed to know about the handholding.

Sky jumped on my back when I was at my locker at the end of the day. She wrapped her arms around my neck and filled my nostrils with her amazing perfume—a perfume that was probably worth more than every allowance I’d ever received, combined. I could feel the heads of my fellow students turning towards us. I could almost hear them gossiping. Our relationship was quickly becoming a public affair, with just a couple of months before that graduation finish line.

“You coming over?” she asked with her flirty voice, insinuating sex, talking loud enough to make me blush.

“Sure,” I said.

She hopped off my back. “Sure? Don’t sound too excited,” she said.

I laughed, trying to pretend like I didn’t notice the faces still turned our way: my friends trying to figure out what was happening.

She reached down and grabbed my hand. “Then let’s go,” she said with a big bubbly smile. Now it was a matter of time before the rumour spread through the school. Soon, everyone would know that we were an item. Now, my fate was in Aro’s hands. Would he tell the school that Sky had a cock or would he keep his mouth shut? Did he hate me more than he loved his sister?

We went to the bus—no mall strolling or park wandering or people watching—we were heading straight to her house, even though it was a nice day. “What do you want to do?” I asked.

She replied with a smile, making my nerves tingle.

I laughed nervously. “Just want to hang out?” I asked, playing dumb.

She giggled. “You’re cute,” she said. It seemed like no time at all before we were at her stop. And then we were suddenly walking up to her house, in her hallway, standing in her bedroom. My mind was twirling in fast circles. My stomach churned and groaned. I managed to force a smile while she skipped over to her closet.

“You want to hang out at the pool?” I asked.

“Aro told me your secret,” she said with a big grin in her voice. Her back was to me now as she dug through her closet.

“My secret?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “But don’t worry. It’s nothing we can’t fix.”

“What’s my secret?” I asked.

Then she suddenly turned to me holding that tight black lacy jumper. “You’re a virgin,” she said.

I felt the blood drain from my face. I laughed and opened my mouth to tell her that it was a lie, but no words came out. It wasn’t a lie: I was a virgin, but I didn’t want her knowing that. And I certainly didn’t want her ‘fixing’ it. I wanted to lose my virginity to a girl. Everyone says that you always remember your first time. I didn’t want to spend my life remembering a cock that didn’t belong and a girl I didn’t actually have feelings for.

She got changed in front of me, keeping her back to me, so I couldn’t see her cock or ball sack while she squeezed her body into the tight jumper. I got to see her tight ass and her long, perfect legs before she turned to me, now with her cock hidden away. My legs trembled. She was beautiful, but that didn’t make my situation any better. If anything, it made everything so much worse. I laughed again, not sure what else to do.

“So first, we’re supposed to kiss,” she said, stepping towards me. I held my hands out to stop her.

“Wait,” I said, fighting words past the lump in my throat. “Isn’t this moving kind of fast?”

She shook her head. “You’ll never feel ready, Mickey. Let’s get it out of the way—get it out of your system. You know—not to make you feel embarrassed—I could tell that you were a virgin. It’s really obvious, in a cute way.”

Now redness was filling my face. I bit down on my tongue. “I just don’t think I’m ready.”

“Put your hands on me,” she said. She reached out for my wrists and pulled my hands onto her sides. Her body was warm and soft. I let another nervous laugh slip as she put her hands on me. “Do you want to feel my boobs?” she asked.

I bit down hard on my tongue, almost drawing blood. “Maybe we should wait until prom,” I said.

“You’re silly,” she said. She took my hands and brought them up to her chest. I’d never felt breasts before, but hers felt amazing. They were soft and squishy and she moaned gently when I squeezed them. I even let a moan slip in my tense nervousness. “Just relax,” she said.

I kept thinking about her family’s money: their mansion, their swimming pool, their private jet. I imagined the college campus, I imagined having a bank account without red numbers everywhere. All I had to do was entertain Skylynn.

So I squeezed her tits and made her moan. Then she turned me around and pushed me onto her bed. She sat down on my lap and pressed her lips against mine. Her tongue penetrated my mouth. Her lips were plump and soft—maybe from the hormones, maybe from an injection, or maybe that’s just the way her boy lips were. I tried not to think about the masculine possibility, but I couldn’t shake it from my mind. My hands were trembling now as I felt her perky nipples against my palms. Oh God, what was I doing? Why was I allowing this to happen?

She reached down with both hands and managed to do away with my belt, unzipping my fly with a quick tug. She giggled as she reached into my pants and wrapped her fingers around my stiff cock. I hated that I was erect, and I hated that she was feeling my aroused member. Now she knew that I was attracted to her—she knew that I was weak.

She pulled it out and stroked it while giggling. She couldn’t stop giggling, as if my cock was hilarious. “What is it?” I asked.

“I’m bigger than you,” she said. And I felt my face turn the darkest shade of red—maybe the darkest shade it had ever been. I felt like I was on the verge of fainting—not entirely sure I wasn’t stuck in some strange dreamlike nightmare. She let go of my cock for a short moment—just enough time to spit into the palm of her hand before reaching back down to coat the length of my shaft. She spread her spit up and down before reaching to pull her lingerie to the side, to expose her asshole. It was really about to happen: I was really about to lose my virginity, and I was doing nothing to stop it.

Maybe I wanted to lose my virginity. Maybe I wanted to feel my cock inside of her asshole. But how could I live with myself? What would I do if Aro found out? Would I have to beg him not to tell anyone? Would he become furious and determined to ruin me at all costs?

She stood my cock up and nestled my tip between her butt cheeks. She giggled again and looked into my eyes. “Want to know something?” she asked.

“What’s that?” I said. My voice cracked. I could hardly speak.

“I’m a virgin too,” she said with another giggle. Then she sat down, penetrating herself with my cock. She gasped and her eyes widened, and then she giggled once more. “Not anymore, I guess.”

I couldn’t help but let a laugh of my own slip, though my stomach was still churning with a combination of terror and confusion. As she lowered herself down, I felt her bulge press against my pelvis. I could feel the squishiness of her cramped ball sack—or maybe it was her folded back cock. I tried to focus on another part of her body, grabbing her tits with my hands and feeling her perky nipples. But I even knew that her nipples were technically male nipples, unless she had some sort of rich person nipple transplant—which seemed unlikely if it was even possible.

She sunk down until her bum was pressed against my lap. Then she started to bounce. She didn’t start slow: she went straight into hopping like a bunny, giggling while she moved up and down, putting her hands on my shoulders for support. But the giggling was slowly turning into moaning. Her legs would tense up and tremble and then she would continue bouncing.

“Fuck, that feels good,” she said. She let out a soft whimper. Then she looked down and her cheeks turned red. I looked down to see what she was seeing, and it wasn’t hard to see: she had an erection bulging against her tight lace bottoms.

I looked away quickly, pretending like I noticed nothing. My plan was now to just pretend like I was fucking a girl. I would keep telling myself that she was a girl, and pray that in ten years, I would remember my first time as being with a girl. I kept squeezing her tits while she bounced up and down.

“Oh God, it feels so good,” she groaned, speeding up her bouncing, which hardly seemed possible. She planted her knees down next to me and started twerking her ass to make each penetration faster. “Oh God!” she screamed, apparently not worried anyone in the house would hear. I closed my eyes and hoped Aro wasn’t home.

Then I felt something warm and wet. I looked down and saw white goo oozing out the sides of her lingerie. It was coming down onto my lap. Somehow I made her cum, without even touching her, without even seeing her cock. She was unloading a big load, and now it was on me, making it very difficult to think of her as a fully biological woman.

The cum should have been a turnoff, but instead it made me more aroused than ever. I found myself clenching her by the sides and thrusting up into her tight asshole. My cock was tingling all over: bloating and getting ready to explode inside of her body. I clenched and groaned and then I came inside of her, letting out my own little battle cry. She squirmed and moaned and then she stood up and tried to clench her hole shut so the cum wouldn’t spill out all over me and her bed. She reset her lingerie and then stumbled slightly. Her cheeks were red.

“That was… amazing,” she said.

I nodded in agreement.

“I guess you don’t need a big dick to be a great fuck.” She giggled, leaving me curious to know how big she was. I’d seen her flaccid cock. It looked normal—maybe a bit bigger than normal—but now I was thinking that she was hiding a massive cock: something that could grow far beyond what I thought was possible. The thought of her cock was intimidating, but I kept telling myself that I would never see it. It would remain out of sight until our relationship was over.

“Want to go to the pool?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said.

I had a pair of my own swim trunks in my bag, which I now brought to school with me every day, so I didn’t have to use Aro’s swim trunks. Aro came out while we were by the pool. He glared at me while I was holding his sister’s hand. My heart stumbled. The thought of being outed at school was still a very real terror in my mind—and it was starting to seem like an inevitability. I needed to find a way to make Aro think that I wasn’t sleeping with his sister, and that I would never dream of sleeping with a tranny.


CHAPTER VI

I was in the bathroom the next day, running late for my second period class, when Sky came up behind me. She wrapped her arms around me and said, “I found you!”

My heart stammered. “You shouldn’t be in here,” I said.

“Why not? I’ve got a penis,” she said with a giggle. Then she reached down and pushed her fingers down the front of my pants. I became frozen, trying to figure out a way to politely tell her to let go of me so I could get to class. But what was more important? Entertaining her or getting to class? I needed the good grades, but the only way I was going to get them was through Skylynn.

She grabbed my cock and squeezed it. “I’m horny,” she said. “Don’t judge me.” She pulled my cock out and started to massage it, getting it hard as we stood in front of the mirror. I looked over at the door. The door wasn’t even locked. Anyone could come in that door and see her giving me a reach-around. But her hand felt good: she knew just where to rub, probably because she had her own tool to practise on.

She pumped and stroked until I was rock hard, and then she started beating me quickly. “Come for me, Mickey,” she said. “Let’s make a mess of this counter.”

I squirmed. It felt so good, but my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I was late for class and we were in a bathroom that was dab in the middle of the school. This was a recipe for disaster.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then the tingling in the tip of my cock became overwhelming. I came, groaning loudly. Cum spewed all over the counter. She didn’t finish me off. Instead, she let go of me the moment cum started coming out. She backed up and giggled while I squirmed in a strange state of pleasure and discomfort. It would have felt so much better had she just held on. I put my cock away and I grabbed a wad of paper towels to clean up the mess. “I’m so late,” I said.

“Me too. See you later.” She slapped me on the ass and then skipped off, leaving me alone with my mess and my pounding heart. But that wasn’t the only time that afternoon that she put me in a terribly awkward position.

During lunch she came up to me and whispered in my ear, “I came while thinking about you.”

I smiled and nodded. “Really?” I said, worried she wasn’t whispering quietly enough, seeing as people were around.

She nodded her head with a big grin on her face. Then she wiped her hand on the middle of my chest. It was a moment before I realized she’d wiped cum on me. “If anyone asks, just say you spilled your lunch.” She covered her mouth while she giggled. And it really was cum—I could smell it. During my next couple of classes, I got a few weird looks. I could feel my face turning red when I told people that I accidentally spilled my yogurt on myself. I felt so humiliated whenever anyone looked over at me. And when Aro looked at me, my head would become light and I felt like I was about to pass out.

I changed the moment I had a shirt to change into, and then I found myself standing in front of the mirror, staring at myself, trying to figure out what the hell I was doing with my life. Technically—biologically speaking—I was in a homosexual relationship. Sky couldn’t have kids and she had a penis. She wasn’t shy about coming and making jokes about her anatomy. Aside from the fact she looked and sounded like a girl, how was I not just in a gay relationship? What would my parents think if they found out?

She sent me messages that night, casually at first. We chatted about school and then we made plans to go to the mall, and then we started getting a bit flirty. Then, out of nowhere, she asked if I wanted to see a picture of her cock. I squirmed, pretending to have not received the message while I thought of the right answer: the answer that would get me out of seeing her cock. But I couldn’t think of anything. “How’s about you send me a picture of you,” I said.

It was a moment later when she sent me a picture of a watermelon. I stared at it for a long moment, laughing quietly to myself while trying to figure out why she sent a picture of a melon. And then I noticed the flesh-toned shaft at the bottom of the screen: her pelvis and the base of her erect cock. She’d carved a whole in the melon and she had her cock inside of it. My heart stuttered. Either the melon was small or her cock was thick—almost as thick as a pop can! 

I didn’t reply, but that didn’t stop her from sending a follow-up message five minutes later: a picture of the watermelon now without a cock. There was white goo billowing out from the hole she’d just finished fucking. And I couldn’t help but imagine my own asshole. Is that what she wanted to do to me? Was it just a matter of time before she wanted to switch positions? Would I be risking our relationship if I made it clear I only wanted to be on top?

She winked at me in the school hallway the next day. I thought about that watermelon and my heart stammered. I managed to smile back. She found me during lunch. “Why don’t you ever come out to our spot? Trying to ditch me?” she asked.

I looked into her eyes and found myself closer to telling her I just wanted her family’s money than ever before. Did I really want to go through this game? Did I really want to continue dangling my reputation on the line? Aro still hadn’t said anything, and maybe that mercy period was about to end. Every time he looked at me, I could tell he was closer. His grin was getting bigger and bigger, as if the wheels of my demise were already in motion.

But it was hard to turn Sky down. I could tell when she was horny. I knew what that glimmer in her eyes meant, and she had that glimmer now. “Let’s go back to my place,” she said, taking my hand and tugging me towards the bus stop. I followed her, filled with excitement and terror. I wanted to get her alone in her bedroom so I could relieve myself in her rear end, but I knew my day was coming. I knew I would soon be feeling her long shaft in my rear end.

She was feeling extra frisky that afternoon. She opened her curtains and took off her top and her skirt and her bra. Now, she was only wearing panties, which had a hole in the ass, designed for anal fucking. She walked over to her window, which looked down on the courtyard, and she pressed her chest against the glass. “Go ahead,” she said. “Fuck me.”

“But your parents are home,” I said. “What if they look up and see us?”

“That’s the whole fun of it, silly,” she said, perking out her bum to entice me over. My God, she really did have a nice ass: firm and perky—the type of ass girls spend months in gyms trying to get. I walked over and put my hands on her soft, warm, bare sides. I looked over her shoulder, down at the courtyard. What if Aro came out? It was a nice day: perfect for lounging by the pool, which was one of Aro’s favourite activities. What if he came out with his friends and they all saw Sky pressed against the glass with an erection bulging out from her panties?

“You really think this is a good idea?” I asked.

“No—it’s a terrible idea. That’s what makes it fun. Now fuck me,” she said.

I was already getting hard. The risk really did make the arousal much more intense, though I’m not sure why. Maybe she was turning me into some sort of adrenaline junky. Maybe we had more in common than I thought. Maybe the thrill of possibly getting caught was exactly what I wanted.

I took out my cock and I slicked it with my saliva. I rubbed it between her butt cheeks and then I pressed it into her body. She groaned. Then she reached down and pulled down her panties, pressing her cock against the glass. I only saw a glimpse of flesh before looking away. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Make me come on the glass,” she said.

I ran my hands down her smooth body. She was practically naked. Her hair was tied up, so I was essentially looking down at a man’s body. Yet still, my cock was rock hard and throbbing. I was aroused and trembling all over with excitement. Maybe I was a little bit gay. She wasn’t clad in pretty lingerie to create any illusions. She was a canvas of smooth skin with a tight hole for my pleasure.

I started pumping her. She was tight. She groaned and squirmed, squeaking her warm skin against the glass. “Fuck, that feels good,” she said. I kept pumping: harder and harder, faster and faster. I looked over her shoulders. Her father was down in the courtyard. He was on the phone, pacing up and down the length of the pool. All he had to do was tilt his head up to see us—and that would probably be the end of my free college tuition. I wanted to pull Sky away from the window, but I also didn’t want the pleasure to end. I wanted to keep my cock inside of that tight hole. I wanted to keep pumping. I wanted to cum inside of her and I wanted to watch her white load stream down the glass.

I sunk my fingertips into her, making her moan louder. How could her father not hear her moaning? How was he not looking up? My heart fluttered. I managed to pump even harder, groaning loudly. She was screaming now, clenching all over. Her thighs trembled. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s happening.” I had to look down to see it for myself: and there it was, her cock spewing cum onto the glass.

I couldn’t look away. My gaze was fixed: shocked and mesmerized. Her penis was long and smooth: certainly longer than mine, yet somehow strangely feminine. It looked so pristine, so slick, with the perfect, even curve throughout the whole shaft. Even her cum was strangely perfect: the perfect thickness and consistency, streaming down the glass at the perfect speed. My legs trembled and I groaned. Now I was coming, still unable to look away from her hard cock.

I was so mesmerized that I didn’t even notice her grabbing my hand. I didn’t notice she had grabbed me until she was curling my fingers around her shaft so that I could feel her warm, throbbing member. I groaned again. It felt nice. It was hard for me. As I stroked up, a glob of perfect cum slid onto my finger. My heart fluttered and a whimper slipped out from my lips.

Then I remembered her father was fifty feet away and seconds away from catching us. So I pulled Sky back, away from the window. We stumbled onto her bed. She giggled while the terror inside of me fluttered away. Then Sky rolled over, pressing her bare erection against my body as she looked into my eyes. “That was fun,” she said.

I wasn’t able to reply. I was only able to nod my head. “Yeah. It was,” I said. And I meant it—though I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. Was it wrong that I liked fucking her? Was it bad that the it was the sight of her cock that pushed me over the edge and made me come like a teenager discovering masturbation for the first time? Now, my cum was oozing out from her butthole and dribbling down her thighs. She didn’t seem to mind. She even seemed to think it was a pleasant feeling, though I didn’t quite feel the same when it started to dribble down onto me—even dripping at one point with a big glob: my own cum that had been deep inside of her anus was now on my body.

She was staring into my eyes with a grin on her face, almost as if she was trying to read my mind—and maybe she was reading my mind. “What is it?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Nothing,” she said. Maybe she didn’t want to admit that she could read minds. Maybe she didn’t want to admit that she knew that I was terrified of the feelings that were now swirling around in my heart. I wanted to fuck her again and I wanted to kiss her again. I wanted to feel her tongue wrapped around mine while our noses nestled together and her slick erection pressed against my abdomen. A few seconds later, that’s exactly what we were doing, making me even more nervous that she could read my mind.

There was a knock at the door. We both perked up. She rolled off of me and grabbed a silk kimono from a hanger on her closet door. I yanked my pants up and quickly fumbled with my belt buckle before she opened the door.

And there was Aro, staring into the bedroom with narrowed eyes and nothing to say. He looked from his sister to me and then back to his sister. He looked down at her body, which was only being covered by that thin kimono. “Mom wants to know if you’re going to be home tomorrow night,” he said with a scowl in his voice.

“Probably not,” Sky said.

He was silent for a moment, looking back at me. It must have been so obvious that we’d just fucked. I could feel redness filling my cheeks.

“Why not?” he asked.

“I think we’re going to go out,” Sky said, even though that wasn’t something we’d talked about.

Aro’s eyes narrowed further. He looked at me and suddenly smirked, and then he turned and walked away, leaving me with a rumbling in my gut. Sky closed the door and skipped back over to me. She dropped her kimono onto the ground and then threw her naked body back on top of me. I liked the feeling of that naked body, but I didn’t like the feeling that was now swelling inside of my chest: a feeling I could only describe as dread.


CHAPTER VII

I did my best to pretend like I didn’t notice Aro staring at me all day. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see that little smirk whenever he was around. He was planning something and I knew I wasn’t going to like it. So naturally, I wasn’t paying attention during any of my classes. Instead, I found myself trying to think of a way to beg him to spare me, to beg him for forgiveness. Though I had a feeling he would never forgive me for calling him a spoiled brat.

Just how evil was Aro? Would he really ruin his sister’s reputation just to attack an enemy? Was ruining me really worth ruining a member of his own family?

I tried slipping out of school early that afternoon so that I could avoid Sky, so I could get home where it was quiet, where I could clear my mind and come up with a solution to a problem that was growing bigger by the second. But somehow, Sky knew I left early, even though we weren’t in the same last period class. She caught up to me as I was just about to pass through the school’s front doors. She grabbed me by the arm, making me jump. “Where you going?” she asked.

I couldn’t help but think that she was stalking me. It was very possible that she was borderline crazy—though in a weird way I liked that about her. “I got out of class early,” I said.

“I though we were going to hang out this afternoon,” she said.

And now I was locked in. I failed to escape, so I was stuck with her: with her beautiful body and her aggressive horniness. I loved that beauty and I loved that horniness, but I needed my alone time. I needed time to figure out a survival plan. That plan was going to have to wait. We left school early together. We got on the bus and went to her place. She took my hand as we approached her front door, and then she led me down the hallway: the opposite direction from her bedroom. “Where are we going?” I asked.

“Aro’s room,” she said.

“Why?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Just for fun.”

Now I could see his door: a door I hadn’t seen since our big fight. It was closed and the room was quiet. Sky pushed it open and skipped inside, leaving me standing in the doorway, afraid to walk in. “Is this a good idea?” I asked.

“It’s a great idea,” she said. She was already taking off her clothes: pulling off her shirt, slipping down her panties, and throwing herself onto Aro’s bed. “Why are you just standing there?”

“Aro will be home soon,” I said.

She giggled. “Exactly. So why are you just standing there?”

My heart stammered and my legs trembled. I could see up her skirt: her long, smooth cock waiting to be rubbed and stroked and stimulated. I could see her plump, perky butt cheeks, pressed together, waiting to be spread apart and slapped and jiggled. And I could see Aro’s computer, where he always went right after school to play video games—where he would be in a matter of minutes. Aro already wanted me dead and he had the money and power to accomplish his goal—I didn’t need to give him one more excuse to want to ruin me.

“Well?” Sky said, raising up her knees and spreading her legs wider. She reached down and grabbed the base of her skirt, pulling it up, even though I could already see everything from my vantage point in the doorway.

Now my heart was ferociously pounding against my ribcage. I had to act quickly. I reached down for my belt and noticed my hands were violently shaking. My face was probably a dark shade of red—nearing purple. A part of me was worried that I would have a sudden heart attack and drop dead on Aro’s floor with my cock out.

I pulled down my pants. I climbed up on top of Sky and then I looked back at the doorway. “Are your parents home?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. Her parents’ bedroom was further down the hall. If her mom decided to make a trip to her room, she would see everything.

“I’ll just close the door,” I said, standing up.

“No. Leave it open. That’s half the fun,” she said, grabbing her cock and pulling on it: stretching it long with a clenched fist. I watched as her ball sack swelled, and then I climbed back on top of her.

She reached down and tugged my pants down to my knees. Then she put both of her hands on my ass and spread my cheeks wide. I laughed nervously. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I thought we could try something different,” she said, suddenly with a fingertip pressed against my asshole. My body froze and my skin became cold. I stared into her eyes as she grinned and pressed that finger into my hole. Then I gasped.

“I—I don’t want that,” I said.

“You’ll like it,” she said. She was using her free hand to stroke her cock now: getting herself erect so that she could stretch and humiliate me. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat.

“Seriously. I don’t think I want that.”

“You’ll never know unless you try it.”

She was already erect, already pressing her throbbing tip between my butt cheeks. And for some reason I wasn’t putting up a fight. I just remained frozen on top of her, staring into her eyes like a startled doe. I was about to be fucked in the ass. I’d never been fucked in the ass before—I’d never even stuck as much as a finger up my bum.

Her parents’ wealth flashed in front of my eyes. Just how badly did I want to go to a good college? Just how badly did I want to have a bright future? When I fucked her in the ass, she moaned and squirmed and spewed cum all over a window; so maybe it felt good. Maybe I just needed to relax and take her advice: give it a try before dismissing it.

But what if Aro walked in? What if he saw his sister’s long cock sliding in and out of my asshole? Was my scenario not bad enough already?

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I heard her giggling as she reached down, clasping her cock and guiding it into my butthole. I tried to relax, which was hard once her tip was inside of me. I groaned and strained and clenched. But I knew clenching was just going to delay matters. I needed to relax if I was going to have any chance of getting out of that room before Aro was home.

So I took a deep breath and forced my anus to relax. Suddenly, she penetrated me. Her cock was inside of me, sliding in deep, stretching out my hole. I gasped and clutched at Aro’s bed sheets. Sky giggled and then let a soft, elated whimper out from her lips. “You’re tight,” she said, as if I couldn’t tell.

I nodded my head, trying my best to remain relaxed, so there would be no delays. She sunk deeper and deeper and deeper. I didn’t think she had any length left to insert into me, and then somehow she pushed even deeper. Now I was groaning loudly, squirming on top of her body.

“You’re doing good,” she said before giggling again. “Just relax. Calm down.” She waited for me to be still, and then she started to gently pull back and push in, over and over. She was staring into my eyes with a gentle smile. There was something soothing about that smile: something calming and refreshing. Maybe it wasn’t so bad. Maybe it did kind of feel nice—almost like a massage that was happening inside of my body. I managed to relax my muscles. I let my body sink down on top of her. Then she took one of my hands and brought it to her chest. I squeezed her tit and felt even calmer.

“It’s nice, right?” she asked, sliding her long shaft in and out and in and out and in and out.

I nodded my head. A strange euphoria was brewing between my legs. That calmness washed over me and I allowed myself to moan. Her hands slid up and down my body, making my skin tingle warm. We kissed. Our tongues wrapped together. Her plump lips explored my face and then my neck. She started pumping faster. I groaned louder.

“Just like that,” I said as she began to hit my sweet spot. Now my cock was erect and tingling. I remembered her coming on the glass and I wondered if I would be able to do the same thing. “Don’t stop,” I said.

She giggled and took a deep breath. Her forehead was glistening with sweat now. I grasped the bed sheets firmly and continued to focus on that amazing euphoria swelling inside of me. “Oh God, it feels so good,” I said.

“I’m going to come. I can’t hold on much longer,” she said.

“Just one more minute. Please,” I said. I was so close. I could feel my cock twitching and bouncing. I squirmed and moaned loudly, and I could feel her shaft bloating up inside of me. Oh God, I was so close! Was I going to come? Was I about to experience the amazing experience of coming from anal stimulation alone?

Then she came. I felt her warmth sputtering inside of me. I groaned and trembled as that euphoria pulsed intensely through me. She held me tightly, pulling me firmly against her body. A jolt ran through me and then I realized I was lying on top of wetness. I looked down and saw streaks of cum across her flipped skirt and her exposed torso.

I came! Now my head was spinning. It felt so good, but what did it mean? What did that cumshot say about me? Was I gay? Did I like being with Aro’s tranny sister?

Then I heard a door slamming across the house. Sky’s eyes widened and I froze. “What are you doing?” she said. “Get up!”

After five more seconds of horrible, tense silence, I sprung to life. I pulled up my pants and then Sky took my hand. She was still topless, still dripping with my cum. “There’s no time,” she said. We ran out of the room half naked. She had her clothes in her right hand and my hand in her left hand. We giggled as we ran through the house, down hallways I’d never explored before. We went up a flight of stairs and then down a flight of stairs, navigating around the rooms that were occupied by Sky’s parents and her parents’ staff. Finally, we ran into her bedroom and she shut the door. We both started giggling like little kids.

“That was close,” I said.

She winked at me before going to her closet to find a new outfit. I watched her as she stood up on her tippy toes to reach for a top on her top shelf. She was so cute, wearing nothing but her skirt, with her tight, firm body. I realized in that moment that I had real feelings for her. She wasn’t just a fun person to be around and she wasn’t just a fun hole to fuck. She was so much more. I was pretty sure that I was falling in love with her.


CHAPTER VIII

We spent the rest of that afternoon together, laying on the bed, talking while staring into each other’s eyes. It was around 6:00 PM when we ended up fooling around again. I reached down and massaged her cock until it was hard, and then I sunk down to suck her off until she came in my mouth. Then she went down on me, swallowed, and we went right back to talking as if nothing strange had happened. And it didn’t seem strange at the time, even though there was nothing normal about what we’d done. She was technically a man dressed up as a woman, and I’d just sucked that man’s cock and allowed him to suck mine. So why wasn’t I feeling anxious or regretful of filled with dread? Why was the only though on my mind how obsessed I was becoming with her beautiful face?

“I should probably head home,” I said, holding her hand for one last minute.

“We should do this again tomorrow,” she said. “And don’t try to sneak away this time.”

I laughed. “Okay. Sounds good.” We kissed one last time, and then I was on my way out. I slipped out the back door and began walking down the long driveway towards the big iron gate at the front of the property. Then I heard her running up behind me. Maybe to give me something I’d forgotten, or maybe to give me one last kiss before we parted for the night.

I turned around and then found myself shocked to see Aro jogging towards me. “Stop!” he called out. I hesitated for a moment, not sure whether to stop or to run away as fast as I could. Just a few hours earlier I’d taken a cock in my ass on his bed. What if he knew? What if he went into his room and could tell that we’d fooled around?

“W—What is it?” I asked. He stopped five feet short of me. I wasn’t sure what to do or say. It was the closest we’d been since our falling out.

“You can stop using my sister now. I’m sick of it.” His eyes were already narrowed and his face was tense, as if we were picking up our fight right where we left off.

“I’m not using your sister,” I said.

“Oh really? So you wouldn’t be coming over every day if my parents weren’t still going to pay for your college?” he asked.

I wavered, trembling awkwardly for a moment. Was it really so obvious? “I don’t care about that,” I said.

“Really? So it’s just a coincidence that you went years without even looking at my sister, and a few days after I tell you to get lost you’re suddenly her boyfriend? You’re so full of it. Do you really think that my parents will pay for your college just because you’re dating my sister? They know what you said to me, and they’re even madder about it than me. They aren’t paying for shit—whether you’re pretending to be her boyfriend or not.”

“What do you want, Aro?” I said, inching away from him as the steam rose higher and higher from his head.

“I just want to make it clear: you’re getting nothing from my parents.”

“Got it. Is that it? Can I get going now?” I said. I didn’t know whether or not to believe him. Surely his parents would make sure their daughter’s romantic interest was well off, right? If they really believed that we were going to end up together, they wouldn’t want me flipping burgers to support her, would they?

“One other thing. If you don’t break up with her tonight, then I’m telling everyone about you two tomorrow—first thing in the morning.”

My heart stumbled down into my stomach. “W—What do you mean?” I asked.

Now he was grinning. “You know exactly what I mean. I wish I didn’t have to do it, but I can either protect her from being made fun of or I can protect her from you. I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about it, and you’re definitely worse.”

“Don’t do it. That’s a cruel thing to do to your sister,” I said. I had the urge to grab him by the throat and squeeze the life out of him—but I resisted that urge.

He shrugged his shoulders. “She’ll survive. She’ll probably move schools—maybe to a private school where no one knows about her secret. She’ll have to get new friends, but she’ll survive. As for you—I’ll make sure that reputation follows you around wherever you go. Got it?”

I nodded my head. My legs were trembling—maybe from the sudden drop in temperature or maybe from the terror brewing inside of me… Maybe there was no actual drop in temperature.

“So go ahead. Take out your phone and text her. Break it off.”

I wavered again, and then shook my head. “I can’t do that.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want to.”

He took a deep breath. “Do it or I’ll end you—I’ll even do it tonight. You’re one Facebook post away from being the laughing stock of the whole school.”

I shook my head again. “I just can’t do it.”

He took another deep breath as his face turned to a darker shade of red. “What do you want from me? I don’t want to do this to my sister. You want me to take you back? You want to be friends again? Fine. Then we’re friends again. I’ll tell my parents that I lied about what you said and I’ll make sure they pay for your school. Is that what you want? Just break it off with my sister. Quit getting her hopes up.” He held out his hand. I had to admit: the deal was a good one. It was my chance to get back on his family policy, back into his parents’ deep pockets. It was exactly what I wanted: exactly what I set out to accomplish from the start.

But was it really what I wanted now? Was the money and the college worth losing Skylynn over? I stared into Aro’s eyes. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and I squirmed. “I’ll pass,” I said. I didn’t take his hand. I turned around and walked away, and then last thing I heard him say was, “You’re going to regret this!”

Maybe he was right: maybe I was going to regret walking away from his sweet deal: free college, free vacations with his family, no debt as long as I could stop myself from using the term ‘spoiled brat’… What else could a young man want?

I wanted love. I was in love with Sky, even though I knew it meant the last few months of school were going to be painfully awkward. I wanted to be with her no matter what. I wanted to hold her hand, even if people were going to laugh at me.

I didn’t log onto Facebook that night to see if Aro really went through with it. Sky didn’t text me—either because she was dealing with the fallout of her nasty brother’s deed, or because she was tired from fucking all afternoon and she was asleep. I couldn’t sleep. Not because I was worried about what my life had in store for me—what people were going to say to me in the morning, and what I was going to do with my life—but because I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I couldn’t stop thinking of her beautiful face. I couldn’t stop remembering the feeling of her soft, warm skin. I wanted to be with her and I couldn’t wait to see her again.

She was consuming so much of my mind that I actually forgot about Aro’s evil intentions when I walked into the school the next day. It took me a few minutes to remember what Aro said he was going to do, and then I realized why people were staring at me with big smirks and wide eye. I looked around and knew that Aro made his Facebook post. My heart stammered: not because I was afraid of what people would say to me, but because I was afraid of what they were going to say—and do—to Sky.

I continued towards my locker, feeling the gazes of all my peers. I tried to ignore them, but they were hard to ignore—especially once I was sitting in the classroom, with twenty-five faces turned towards me.

Someone poked my left arm. I looked over and saw one of my classmates staring at me with a grin on his face. “What?” I said.

“I heard you’re dating a tranny,” he said with a snicker.

I nodded my head. “So what?”

Then I watched as his grin faded. His eyes narrowed and then his lips parted. Maybe he’d planned to say something else: some sort of punch line, but I didn’t provide him with the set up he was expecting. So he just looked away, flustered and confused. Then it happened again, ten minutes later. One of the girls said, “Do you suck her cock?”

“It’s none of your business,” I said, hardly feeling even a tiny bit fazed. And her reaction was the same: confused and flustered, as if it wasn’t the reaction she was expecting.

The looks continued until lunch, along with a few comments that failed to resonate. Then suddenly, the looks began to stop. The comments dried up, and by the end of the day, nothing seemed unusual. The bell rang and I hurried outside to see Sky sitting up on her usual perch. She had a smile on her face. I walked around and took the seat next to her. We got a few looks as we sat together, but they didn’t seem to matter.

“My brother was lying to you,” she said.

“About what?” I asked.

“My parents. I talked to them last night. My dad’s already sent an e-mail to dean of admissions for you, along with a blank cheque. My brother is just trying to scare you.”

My head was suddenly light as my chest fluttered. “Actually?” I said.

“Yeah. When my brother told my dad about your conversation outside, my dad told my brother to go to his room. He grounded him for the first time in fifteen years.” She started laughing. “You should have seen the look on his face—it was priceless.” She leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “My parents like you, Mickey. But I think I like you more.”

I blushed and let a smile slip. “I like you. Actually, I love you.”

I stared into her eyes and watched her reaction to the words that had just left my mouth. Her eyes widened and her lips parted. Then her cheeks started to turn red. “You don’t mean that, do you?”

“Of course I do,” I said.

“You’re not just saying that?”

I shook my head. She bit down on her bottom lip and then she leaned forward and kissed me. “I love you, too,” she said.

I reached down and took her hand. We watched from our little perch as students filtered out from the school, looking up at us with confused faces—not sure how to process what they now knew and what they were now seeing. Then Aro came out and stopped as he looked up at us. The confusion on his face was even more staggering than the other faces. In that moment he looked defeated, as if he’d just been proved wrong, but he wasn’t upset about it.

We shared a kiss in front of him, and then he cracked a smile. Maybe he was happy to be wrong. Maybe he’d learned something from all of this: that he was a spoiled brat, but he didn’t have to be. Maybe he could just be happy for his friend and for his sister while being grateful for the amazing life that he had. I was grateful—I’d never been more grateful in my entire life.

THE END
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