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GIRL GONE BAD

Krissy is a quiet, smart, and kind girl who sits in the back of every class, keeping to herself in her baggy sweaters—until one day, when one of her classmates discovers she’s secretly a transgender. For the next week, she’s mocked ruthlessly until she leaves school with tears in her eyes. Then, a few days later, she comes back as a changed girl.

She starts coming to school dolled up, challenging the dress code with her scandalous outfits. She’s suddenly flirty and brazen and seemingly immune to mockery. It isn’t long before rumours start floating around that the very people who mocked her have been sneaking around with her between classes.

She’s up to something, and in a few weeks, everyone is going to find out what.


CHAPTER I

I never thought much of Krissy, the quiet girl who always sat in the back of the room, always wearing baggy sweaters, always with her hair tied into a loose ponytail. She never wore much makeup and she was never around during lunch. I don’t know where she went—probably out to the woods across the street like the rest of the loners in the school. There was lots of room there for all of them to be alone, out of sight from everybody, including themselves.

She was a new girl, having transferred from another school—though I’m not sure which one. I don’t think anyone ever thought to ask. She seemed normal enough. She wasn’t like the other loners: she wasn’t over-weight or covered in acne. Her timing was just unfortunate, transferring schools in the twelfth grade. Everyone already had their little groups, and no one was interested in expanding to accommodate another person.

But Krissy didn’t seem to care as far as I could tell. She seemed perfectly content going from class to class, sitting in the back and then disappearing the moment the teacher said, “That’s all for today.” I just assumed, like all of the quiet new kids, that she had friends outside of school. She didn’t need new friends. Hell—maybe that’s where she was going during lunch. Maybe she was heading down the street to hang out with the kids from Fraser High.

I didn’t know—and to be honest, I didn’t really care. She didn’t look like the kind of girl who needed my pity, and I wasn’t the kind of guy to go around handing out pity. I just wanted to maintain my status. For the first time in my life I was popular. I was friends with popular kids and when girls looked at me, they would always smile. I got invited to all the best parties, and I even found myself on the football team, after being cut from try-outs five years in a row.

The growth spurt I got earlier that year helped—right before the start of the school year. The bit of facial hair that started growing on my chin and upper lip also helped. My deepened voice was a big step in the right direction. And maybe it helped when I ditched most of my old friends: no more playing Magic: The Gathering cards in the school hallways, and no more painting Warhammer figures on weekends. I gave all of that crap to my friend, Lewis the day I told him that I wouldn’t be hanging out with him at school anymore. “It’s not you,” I said. “I just want this year to be a good one for me.

He looked sad. “Will we still hang out on the weekends?” he asked.

“If I’ve got nothing else, sure,” I said. And then his eyes started to water. It was exactly the kind of reaction I was trying to distance myself from. For so many years, I’d been called a ‘geek’ and a ‘loser’. But finally, that was all gone. The moment I started putting on muscle and hanging around with the jocks, everyone seemed to instantly forget that I was ever one of the losers. And amen to that…

My senior year of high school was going well—no—it was going great. It was only a few weeks before I found myself wishing I could go back in time and make those simple changes sooner. I could have had years of being a cool kid. At least I was getting one year. At least I was going to have one full year of being the cool kid—

At least that’s what I thought. Then Krissy came along and put my newfound cool guy status in jeopardy.

It was an early October morning—just six weeks into the best school year of my life—when the news broke that Krissy was a transgender. Phoebe broke the news, after supposedly catching a glimpse of Krissy’s cock in the girl’s bathroom. “She’s a boy! She’s a boy!” Phoebe yelled. “And he’s probably just dressing like a girl so he can go into the girl’s bathroom!”

Only a handful of people believed Phoebe, but that was enough to jeopardize Krissy’s low-key status. It was that same day, later in the afternoon, when two of Phoebe’s over-weight and pimply-faced friends grabbed Krissy in the hallway and yanked her panties down to her ankles, lifting up her skirt to reveal her cock to everyone in the hallway. I wasn’t there, but I heard all about it from multiple sources—trusted sources: she had a cock, and apparently it was surprisingly big.

Krissy didn’t come to school the next day. No one had seen her since she left the school crying. I felt a bit bad for her. I could tell that there were others who felt bad for her. But no one dared to say it out loud and subject themselves to the fury of a school full of hormone-fuelled teenagers. We all carried on with our classes and our extra-curricular activities as if nothing had happened. No one asked about Krissy, who didn’t show up for school again the next day. No one wanted anyone to think that they were remotely interested. The only chatter about the topic came from those who thought the situation was hilarious. Everyone else kept their mouths shut. And on the third day, even the ones who kept their mouths shut started getting in on the mockery—probably hoping to clear themselves of any suspicion from their cruel classmates.

Charles Hornby made the mistake of standing up for Krissy. He got everyone’s attention in the hallway between classes. “You should all be ashamed of yourselves!” he yelled. One of Phoebe’s friends pulled down his pants, along with his underwear, revealing his very tiny penis. Laughter ensued. “His cock is smaller than hers!” someone yelled. I wasn’t there, but I heard about it from multiple trusted sources. And when I heard about, I forced myself to laugh, even though I didn’t think it was very funny. But I had to maintain my status. I had to keep my position at the top of the cruel hierarchy. It wasn’t easy to reach that level, so I wasn’t about to give up any ground.

The weekend came. I got invited to a raging party. And that topic came up many times during the party. “Can you believe Krissy is actually a dude?” one of my friends asked me.

“Yeah, of course. Couldn’t you tell? I thought everyone knew already,” I said.

My friend’s face became white and his eyes became wide. “I mean—I suspected. I, uh, just thought that she was an unfortunate-looking girl.” He bit his lip and forced an awkward smile.

Later that night, Krissy was still the butt of all of our jokes. We played a drinking game, and declared that the loser of the game would have to grab Krissy’s cock in the hallway on Monday. We all drank very hard, trying not to lose. Luckily, I won—but ended up very drunk. Then the joking continued as we smoked a joint on the back deck.

“How much money would someone have to pay you to sleep with Krissy?” my friend asked.

“A million dollars,” another friend said.

“Yeah right—you would do it for less than that.”

“No way.”

“You’re saying that if I offered you twenty-five thousand dollars to stick your dick in her ass, you wouldn’t do it?”

“Not a chance.”

They looked to me. “What about you?”

I thought about her. The image I had in my mind was still of the Krissy I knew from class: an average-looking girl who liked to wear baggy sweaters. I wasn’t there to see her cock when it was exposed to the school, so my memories of her weren’t quite as tarnished as my friends’. But I knew that she had a cock, and I knew I couldn’t possibly go near a cock. “I wouldn’t do it,” I said.

“For a million bucks?”

“Nope.”

“What about a billion?”

“No way,” I said. “I wouldn’t be able to do it. I wouldn’t be able to get hard—so it would just never happen, no matter how much money you gave me.”

Matt Perkins was staring at me from across the party. He was quiet, with a disturbed look on his face. The whole Krissy situation was sitting well with him—just like it wasn’t sitting well with many people. I wanted to tell him to force a laugh. I didn’t want him to suffer the same fate as Charles Hornby. Just pretend like you think it’s funny. It’s already too late for Krissy. Save yourself! Don’t let them get to you too! Don’t make them want to pull down your pants in front of the whole school! It’s not worth it!

But I kept my mouth shut. I just smiled at him and then I went to get another drink.

I managed not to think at all about Krissy the next day, while I lounged around with my hangover. I just assumed everyone would forget about her and move onto the next thing—as kids had a tendency to do. I didn’t think it would continue to be an issue.

And then she showed up for school the next morning, looking like a completely different person.


CHAPTER II

Krissy wasn’t wearing her hair tied up, and it wasn’t curly and messy like it normally was. She had it straightened, rolling perfectly down her shoulders. She wasn’t wearing a baggy sweater. Instead, she was wearing a tight tube top and a pleated black skirt. She had her nails painted bright red, and she was wearing her eyeliner thick and dark, making her eyes look big and intimidating. Her lips were pink with shining gloss, and her long legs were out in the open for everyone to see.

She walked down the hall towards class with a smirk on her face, as if the whole previous week had never happened. A few of us stopped to stare. One of my friends nudged me in the rib and laughed. “Look at her bad fake tits,” he said.

But her tits didn’t look bad. Sure, they were a bit small, but they were perky, and they even had a nice bounce to them as she walked. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her nipples were poking against the thin fabric of her crop top.

“Does she just think she can walk into the school like a whore and make everyone forget about last week?” he asked me.

“I don’t know,” I said. A few of the guys snickered.

And then for the rest of the day, I overheard the gossip. During lunch, I heard one of the girls saying that they heard Krissy hitting on Jordan—the backup quarterback for the football team. Later that day, I overheard someone saying that she slipped into the bathroom with Jordan, but Jordan denied the allegations once the rumour hit his ears. “Who said that?” he snapped. “I didn’t do that!”

We all laughed at Jordan, even though we all believed him. Then we all joked about how silly she looked in that crop top and skirt. “She should stick to the big sweaters, to hide her fake tits and twiggy body,” someone said.

I saw her a few minutes later, walking from her locker to her final class of the day. She didn’t look like she had a twiggy body to me. In fact, she actually had some nice curves. Her bum was amazingly perky. I had to force myself to look away from it. I even gave myself a pinch on the arm, to remind myself that she was a boy, complete with a penis.

I was in her last period class: gym class. She normally wore an over-sized T-shirt and long shorts, but not today. Today, she was wearing the tiniest shorts imaginable, showing off her bum, and a tight shirt, still with no bra underneath. The guys had a good chuckle when she was stretching before class started. Then she looked at us, overhearing our chuckle. Instead of looking angry or embarrassed, she smiled and winked. A few of us laughed—the rest of us were quiet. I was one of the quiet ones. That wink didn’t compute in my brain. She just overheard us laughing at her, and now she was winking at us? But why?

It was the next day that she wore an outfit that was not school-appropriate: a tight romper with the middle of her chest exposed. The top half was white and the bottom was black. The outfit didn’t even cover her whole butt, and it was tight between the legs—though somehow there was no bulge visible. Did she have her cock cut off over the weekend? Or was she just very good at keeping it tucked away between her thighs?

It wasn’t even thirty minutes before I heard the first rumour of the day. “Peter Jenkins was ogling her. Apparently he forgot that she’s not even a girl,” said Phoebe while rolling her eyes.

I didn’t believe her, of course. I knew Peter, and I knew that he wouldn’t be caught dead ogling a tranny. “Did Peter say he was ogling her? Maybe he was just zoned out and she was standing in front of him,” I said.

Phoebe scoffed. So at lunch, I went to find Peter. I went to the cafeteria, but he wasn’t there. I went across the street to the Subway, but he wasn’t there either. He wasn’t in the gym and he wasn’t in the hallways. While I was looking for him, I overheard yet another Krissy rumour. “I heard that she sucked Cory’s dick in the drama room last night,” a girl said.

“Cory?” I said, interjecting.

The girls looked over at me. “Yeah—Cory Parker. Why?”

“I know Cory,” I said. “He’s on the football team with me.”

“Okay. Well your friend, Cory, got his dick sucked by a shemale.” The girls stared at me as if they were expecting me to respond on Cory’s behalf.

I just shrugged my shoulders. “Are you sure? That doesn’t sound like Cory.”

“That’s what I heard.”

“From who?”

“Apparently Natalie walked in on them—and they didn’t even stop.”

Now my mind was spinning. The rumours were spiralling out of control—and they were all fake. At least, I assumed they were all fake. They all seemed so exaggerated. For the past week, my friends had been mocking Krissy. Now they were all supposedly sneaking around with her. I didn’t believe it. I felt like I needed to defend them—their characters were under attack.

Finally, I found Peter at the far end of the school. He was slipping out from the bathroom. “Hey!” I said. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you. What the hell are you doing way down here?” I asked.

He stared at me with big, frightened eyes, as if he was staring at a walking corpse.

“What? What’s wrong with you?” I asked.

Then the bathroom door behind him opened and Krissy stepped out. Her hair was messy as if she’d just been fucked. She looked at me and winked as she continued down the hallway. Then I looked at Peter, who was bone-white. “Do not tell anyone about this,” he said.

“Peter—are you fucking kidding me? It’s true?” I said.

“Please don’t tell anyone,” he said. His bottom lip was trembling.

“O—Okay,” I said. He scurried away, leaving me standing there, deeply confused. The rumour of Peter hooking up with Krissy died out before the end of the day. No one believed it—it was too crazy to believe, especially because Peter was handsome enough to have just about any girl in the school. Why would he want to hook up with a shemale?

“Did you hear the thing about Peter?” someone asked me. “Apparently he fucked her in the bathroom.”

“When?” I said, doing my best to hide my fear and confusion.

“At lunch.”

“Impossible. I was with him at lunch. We went to 7-11 and bought Slurpees.”

“Oh. Really?”

“Yeah,” I said. Peter came up to me later that day and hugged me.

“I owe you big time,” he said. Apparently my lie had made it around the school, exonerating him. But I was still deeply confused. I still couldn’t figure out why he did it. And he wasn’t the last one.

It was just two days later when I heard the rumours that Mike Peterson was seen in an empty classroom, eating out Krissy’s asshole. And this time, I really didn’t believe the rumours, because Mike Peterson was dating Paige Roy—one of the hottest girls in the school. There was no way any sane man would cheat on Paige. Paige had a big tush, big tits, and a size-zero waist. She sometimes left school early to do professional modelling shoots.

I was in the hallway when Paige stormed up to Mike and slapped him across the face. He looked down at his feet as if he was guilty, and then he looked back up and said, “It’s not true.” Then Paige slapped him again and stormed off. I wanted to calm the girl down and tell her that it couldn’t possibly be true. But after seeing Peter with Krissy, I didn’t know what to believe.

For the next week, the rumours kept coming. And with each new rumour, the claims were becoming harder to believe. If the rumours were all true, then that meant Krissy was quickly fucking her way through the whole school. At least a quarter of the football team had been accused. Even our English teacher had been accused of sleeping with the young transgender. I was surprised I hadn’t been alleged—though I had a bad feeling that my time was coming. And I could only hope that when it happened, my friends and classmates wouldn’t believe the lies.


CHAPTER III

It was Saturday night and I was at a party with the guys from the football team and the girls from the cheer squad. It was a chill party. The host put on some drum and bass trap music and marijuana doobies were making their way from guest to guest.

I had my eyes on a girl that night. I didn’t know her name—she was a friend of one of the girls from the cheer squad. She was short with blonde hair and a little ski-jump nose. I was trying to stay near her throughout the night—not creepily close, but close enough that we would make eye contact from time to time. It was an hour into the night when I sent a little smile her way. She returned the smile, and I knew I was making good progress.

She moved to the backyard with a few friends. I crept up to the window and saw a few of my buddies standing by the fence, chatting quietly away from the rest of the party. Peter was there with them. I figured I could slip into their conversation, so that I could stay within eyesight of the short blonde with the cute nose. So I went out and approached my friends.

As I stepped up and they noticed me, they became quiet, all turning towards me. Peter looked down at the ground while the other guys suddenly went wide-eyed. “What’s up? Am I interrupting?” I said.

“No—no,” said Kurt, the team’s quarterback. “Not at all.”

Peter was still staring down at the ground.

“I just thought I’d come out to see what you guys are doing.”

“Just chatting,” Kurt said, forcing a smile.

“Well go on. Don’t mind me,” I said.

But the silence remained, as if they didn’t want me to hear what they were talking about. It was a full thirty seconds before one of them said, “So that game against the Lynx next week… That should be a good one.”

“Yeah. They’re doing well this year. Well—better than last year.”

They nodded their heads and that silence returned. And I couldn’t help but think that they were talking about me before I showed up. A chill crept up my spine. I looked from guy to guy, looking into their eyes. None of them could maintain eye contact with me, as if they were all hiding something. Had that dreaded rumour finally been set lose? Did somebody go around telling people that I’d messed around with Krissy?

“Seriously—what’s going on?” I said.

They just stared at me, with no intention of telling me what the hell was going on. But it didn’t matter. The cute blonde was headed back inside, so I no longer had any need to be standing out in the yard. I waited a minute, so it wouldn’t seem like I was following the blonde—even though I was—and then I went back inside, where I wasn’t looked at like some sort of pariah. But I couldn’t help but look out the window from time to time, to see the guys chatting in their tight circle. I could tell that they were whispering, even through that triple paned glass. It was a feeling I was used to. For eleven years, I was left out. People would always talk about me behind my back—always making fun of me—but I thought that part of my life was behind me. I didn’t think that I was one of the losers anymore. I wanted to fit in. I wanted to be one of the cool kids—and until that night, I thought that I’d accomplished that goal. So what did I have to do to work my way back into that inner circle? Who did I have to impress? And how could I do it?

I kept going back to that window, to check on those guys. After an hour, they were still deep in their private conversation. Peter was still looking over his shoulder constantly, to make sure no one was creeping up and listening in. Maybe they weren’t talking about me. Maybe they were talking about something very sensitive—some sort of big secret. The only big secret I could think of concerning Peter was his fling with Krissy: a fling that only I knew about—at least I thought that I was the only one who knew anything about it.

I cracked the window slightly and leaned in close in an attempt to hear what they were saying. I could hear their voices, but I couldn’t quite make out their words. “She was just so… tight,” I heard Peter say. Was he talking about Krissy? Was he telling them about his romp? Did they all have Krissy stories to tell?

Someone tapped on my shoulder, making my heart stutter. I spun around quickly, ready to defend myself. “I was just getting some fresh air!” I said.

The little blonde was staring into my eyes with a cute smile. “Sorry. Did I scare you?” she said. She had a cutesy voice: high-pitched and a little bit mousey.

“No—no—not at all. I was just—uh—getting some air. I’m Dave. What’s your name?” I threw my hand forward and she accepted it.

“Taylor,” she said.

“Nice to meet you, Taylor.”

“I couldn’t help but notice you looking my way earlier.”

“I thought I recognized you—I think that I know you somehow,” I said. “I just can’t figure out how.” It was a lie. I didn’t recognize her at all—I just wanted an excuse to keep the conversation flowing.

“Really?” she said.

“Did you go to King George Elementary School?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I just moved to town two years ago,” she said.

“Maybe you were on a cheer squad in another town—I’ve probably seen you at games. I’m on the football team.” I smiled.

She shook her head. “We moved from Canada,” she said.

“Oh,” I said. “Well maybe you’re a model, and I’ve seen you on the cover of the magazine. Yeah—I’m sure that’s it. I’m sure you’re a model.” I looked her up and down. By the time my gaze reached her face again, her cheeks were red.

“No, I’m not a model,” she said.

“Oh. Well you should be. Have you ever thought about modelling? I have a photographer friend. Maybe I can put you in touch. He’s got connections to magazines.”

Now her face was very red. “I’m not very good in front of the camera. I’m kind of shy.”

“Oh, nonsense. You can’t be shy. Look at you.”

She giggled. “What do you mean, look at me?”

“I mean, look at you! Look in the mirror.” I pointed to a nearby mirror. “Just look. Do you see?”

“See what?”

“Look how pretty you are. What could a pretty girl like you possibly have to be shy about?”

She bit her lip. “You’re just a player,” she said.

I shook my head. “A player? No. What do you mean, a player? I’m just telling you the truth. I don’t even know you.”

“Well thank you. But unfortunately, I tend to freeze up in front of the camera, so I don’t think I would make a good model.”

“Have you tried taking a shot before getting in front of the camera?” I asked.

“A shot?”

“You know—of vodka or something. Something to loosen you up. That’s what all those professional models do. I heard Gigi Hadid takes two shots of vodka before a shoot. I don’t know if it’s true, but I believe it. Here—follow me—I’ll show you.” I led her over to the kitchen and she followed. I grabbed the bottle of cheap vodka and I poured four shots. “I’ll do two and you can do two.” I slid the shots over. “Ready?”

She giggled. “Are you serious?” she asked.

“Just entertain me.”

We did the shots. She was much slower than me, wincing after each shot. She scrunched her face tight once she was finished, as if the liquor was burning all over.

“Okay, now let’s try modelling. Follow me—I saw a camera when I was looking for the bathroom upstairs.” I started walking. She hesitated, but ended up following me, jogging up next to me with her cute little giggle.

“Are you serious?” she said again.

“When you’re modelling, it’s important to relax,” I said.

“But I’m not a model,” she said.

“Don’t be so hard on yourself.”

She followed me up the stairs. Then I located that camera that was on the study desk, next to the upstairs bathroom. I picked it up and turned it on. It was a hefty unit and I had no idea how to properly operate it—but I knew where the button was to snap a photo.

So I held the camera up as we stood in the study. “Okay. Give me a pose,” I said.

She started giggling. She reached up and covered her mouth. I snapped a photo. “What are you doing?” she said between laughs.

“I’m shooting you. It’s your first modelling gig.”

“But I’m not a model,” she said.

“Quit being so hard on yourself. Just put your hands on your hips and look at the camera with a serious face. C’mon—give it a try.” After some hesitation, she did give it a try. She managed to keep a serious face for three seconds, and then she started giggling again. “Good! Now spin around. Show me that backside.”

She turned around, shaking her head, still with her hands on her hips. “Get into it,” I said. “Feel free to move. Put your hands in your hair—or cross them. I don’t know. I don’t even know if this thing is actually saving these pictures.”

She giggled again. She was having fun, quickly loosening up. She spun around, striking a couple of poses before covering her mouth again as she giggled. She kept looking back at the door, every time someone walked by. Her face was dark red and her shoulders were nearly touching her ears. “Just close the door,” I said.

So she closed the door. We kept snapping photos. She made a few silly faces and a few silly poses. Then I got a bit closer with the camera. “Now take off your top,” I said.

“My top?” she said, her face suddenly becoming white.

“Yeah. Every famous model does underwear shoots, so we should get a few into your portfolio.”

“But I’m not a model,” she said.

“What did I say about being so hard on yourself?”

She stared into my eyes, looking nervous. “Here—It’s easy. You just take your shirt and pull it off—like this.” I put the camera down and then I pulled off my shirt, revealing my naked torso. “See?”

She laughed. “But you’re a boy. It’s different.”

“So? You’ve got a bra on? What’s the big deal?”

“I don’t have a bra on,” she said.

“Oh. Well then it’s a topless shoot. Every famous model does those too.”

She stared at me in a frightened silence for a moment, and then she reached for the base of her shirt. “If you don’t delete the photos as soon as we’re done, I’ll kill you and your whole family.”

I laughed and then she laughed. Then a moment later, he shirt was off. Her perfect perky tits were out in the open. Her areolas were large, like little tea plates, and her nipples were erect like thumb tips. She was quick to cover her breasts with her hands.

“Perfect first pose,” I said, picking up the camera. I snapped a few shots.

“You promise to delete all of those, right?” she said.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah—once they’re on the cover of Sports Illustrated, sure.”

She giggled. “No—like, as soon as we’re done here.”

“We’ll see. It would really be a shame to delete all of these—like deleting the Mona Lisa.”

And once again, she giggled.

“Uncover them,” I said.

She was slow to pull her hands away. I snapped a few shots. She slowly reached her hands into her hair, leaning herself back. She was turning out to be a surprisingly good model—not that I knew anything about modelling. But she managed to come up with new poses all on her own every few seconds. She seemed to be even more comfortable with her tits out than she was fully clothed.

“Hop up on the desk,” I said, turning around and taking her place. “Wait. You’ve got something on you.” I stopped her before she walked by me. Then I reached under her breast with my fingers. I gently cupped her breasts. She held her arms to the side as she looked down.

“What is it?” she asked. “Is it a bug? Please don’t tell me it’s a bug.”

I gave her breast a squeeze. “Oh, it’s just your titties. Never mind.”

She gasped and then she giggled. “You’re a perv!” she said.

“Get up on the desk.”

She followed the command, hopping up on the desk.

“Do you have panties on under that skirt?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Of course I do.”

“Okay—take them off.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah,” I said. “We’re going to get some artistic shots. Just slip them off and leave them on the desk.”

She bit her bottom lip, and then she followed the command. I was surprised to see that she was wearing white cotton panties and not red lace or a satin thong. Maybe she wasn’t expecting to get laid.

I snapped a few pictures. Then I said, “Spread your legs for the camera.”

“Are you crazy?” she said.

“Crazy? Why would I be crazy? These will be highlights in your portfolio.”

She reached her hand up to her face and bit down on her finger. Then she awkwardly spread her legs. Her skirt rose up as it was pulled wide, revealing that hairy slit between her thighs. I was surprised to see that she was hairy. I bent down to one knee and then I snapped a few pictures. “These are hot,” I said.

“You take off your pants,” she said.

“Me?” I said.

“You took off your shirt when I took mine off—so you can take off your pants now that my panties are off.”

I shrugged my shoulders, and then I leaned down and removed my pants, revealing my semi-erect cock.

“You’re hard!” she said.

“Of course I am—look at you,” I said.

Then she blushed. “Do you do this with all the girls?”

“Only the gorgeous ones,” I said.

Her face was dark red now. I snapped a few more photos, and then she hopped off the desk. She walked up to me and she dropped down to her knees. I stared at her with a pounding heart, slightly surprised that my pickup attempt worked. “Well?” she said. “Why aren’t you taking pictures now? Afraid to get your cock in the shots?” She reached out and grabbed my shaft. “Or are these too risky for your portfolio?” She giggled.

Then I pointed the camera down and snapped a few shots. The lens generously made my cock look large—or maybe it was her small childlike hand. She curled her fingers around my girth and gently started to pull back my foreskin.

“I can feel it throbbing,” she said.

“Me too.”

She pulled the foreskin off of the tip and then she leaned forward with the tip of her tongue sticking out. She gently licked my cock, letting another little giggle slip. “It’s big,” she said.

“It likes you.”

She pressed her lips around the tip and then she gently pushed her head forward, sliding my shaft into her mouth. I snapped a few more pictures. The shutter was loud. She bobbed her head back and forth gracefully, running her tongue up and down the bottom of my cock. She had me rock hard in a matter of seconds.

I took a deep breath in, then I put the camera down on the desk. I didn’t want anything blocking my view of her beautiful blonde head. I loved watching my shaft disappear into and emerge from her lips. I especially loved when she pulled my cock out and drew little circles around the tip of my cock using the tip of her tongue. She made that cute giggle between sucks. I’m not sure what she found funny, but I didn’t care. I didn’t even care if she thought my cock was small—it felt too good to care.

She kept sucking, bobbing her head faster now. She sucked and sucked until my cock twitched and released a drop of pre-cum onto her tongue. She moaned. “You like it?” she said.

“I love it,” I said.

“You know what I love?” she asked.

“What’s that?”

“I love it in the ass.” She stood up suddenly. She turned her back to me and then she walked with one foot in front of the other towards the desk. She put her hands down and bent over. “Fuck me in the ass,” she said.

“A—Are you sure?” I said. I’d never stuck my cock in a woman’s asshole before.

“Fuck me,” she said.

I sprung forward without missing another beat. My cock was throbbing harder than ever before, excited to finally explore a woman’s asshole. I grabbed her butt cheeks and I spread them wide, revealing her puckering hole. I ran my thumb over it. She clenched and released, as if to invite me inside. But the hole didn’t look nearly big enough for my cock. “Won’t it hurt?” I asked.

“It’s not good unless it hurts a little bit,” she said. She reached back and pushed her middle finger into her asshole, as if to demonstrate where my cock should go. She pulled her finger out and then she brought it to her lips. She plunged it into her mouth and moaned gently. Now her bum was swaying gently in the air, begging to be plugged.

So I took my cock and pressed my wet tip against her hole. Her asshole suddenly gaped—an impressive skill, as if she’d taken many cocks in the ass before. I gently mashed my tip into her tight back door. It took some force to get it inside. She groaned again.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked.

“Please just fuck my asshole already!” she said.

So I pushed my cock into her. She let out a sharp cry before moaning and squirming with a grin in her voice. I pushed my cock in deep, until my pelvis was pressed against her bum. Then I looked down at her smooth body. I couldn’t see her pussy or her tits—just her long hair and her curved back. And I suddenly wondered: what was the difference between fucking Taylor in the ass and fucking Krissy in the ass? Would the view not be the same? Would the asshole not feel the same?

My heart stuttered. I tried not to think of Krissy. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, imagining Taylor’s perky tits and hairy pussy. Then I started to pump. Taylor groaned. Her groaning voice was strangely deeper than her naturally high-pitched voice. I couldn’t help but wonder if her regular voice was fake. I knew a few girls who put on fake voices because they thought boys found it to be cute—maybe Taylor was one of them. Maybe her natural voice was deeper, like a boy’s. Maybe she sounded just like Krissy.

And suddenly, Krissy’s image was in my mind again. I could vividly picture her in that black and white bodysuit, with the white top half and the black bottom half that didn’t even cover her whole ass. I could visualize her perky bum bouncing slightly with every step. I could see in my mind the sides of her breasts, exposed by the long gap in her bodysuit down her chest. I could even see Krissy’s big, shining eyes, dolled up with thick eyeliner and dark eye shadow.

I tried to push that image away, but it wouldn’t go. I looked down at Taylor, hoping that would do the trick. But only being able to see Taylor’s back, I may as well have been staring at Krissy.

“Fuck,” I muttered. The euphoria building in my cock was amazing. Her asshole was so tight and the pumping felt so good. But I didn’t want it to feel good. I didn’t want to think that an asshole could feel so much better than a pussy—because boys have the same assholes girls have. Krissy’s asshole was probably the exact same as the one I was in now. So would it feel this good to fuck Krissy? Is that why all of my friends did it?

I kept pumping, still trying to expel those thoughts from my mind. But they wouldn’t go.

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” Taylor said. “Fuck me harder! Slap my fucking ass! Fill me with your hot cum. God; I want your cock so bad. Please just keep fucking me!” She was pushing her bum back hard into my pelvis. Warm, clear fluid was trickling down the side of the desk. I looked down and noticed a slight puddle. Was Taylor squirting or peeing?

I suddenly found myself imagining Krissy’s cock being pressed against that wooden desktop. I imagined her ball sack being rubbed back and forth as she pushed her bum back against my crotch. I imagined her becoming erect and throbbing. Then I imagined her spewing hot cum all over the desk, just as Taylor screamed out.

“Fuck!” she cried.

“Oh God, Krissy, your asshole feels so good,” I groaned. Then I came, filling that tight hole with my hot load.

It wasn’t until I pulled out and let my creampie fall out onto the floor that Taylor turned around and said, “Who the hell is Krissy?”

I felt my face turning white. “I didn’t say that,” I said.

“Yes you did,” she said.

“No, I didn’t,” I said. My heart was pounding. I couldn’t have Taylor yell her friends what I said. I didn’t want to be the next victim of cruel rumours. I took a deep breath. “I said Krista.” I bit down on my tongue. “Krista is my ex-girlfriend. She, uh, cheated on me. That was just a couple of weeks ago. I’m still getting over it. I’m really sorry.”

Taylor stared into my eyes. Her anger suddenly disappeared, turning into sympathy. “She cheated on you? I’m so sorry,” she said.

“It’s okay. I mean—we were together for four years, so it really hurt. But I think I’m getting over it. You’re much prettier than she is.”

“Awe,” Taylor said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “You poor thing.”

I forced a smile and prayed that she wouldn’t tell anyone what I said. And then I found myself wondering: why the hell did I say it? Why were those images in my mind?


CHAPTER IV

When I saw Krissy in the hallway on Monday, I turned and went the other way, taking the long way to my next class. I forced myself not to look at her, even though she was practically topless, wearing a pair of booty shorts and a grey sports bra that pushed her tits up, making them hard to ignore. But I didn’t want her lewd image to corrupt my mind. I couldn’t let her influence ruin another fling for me.

Though she was hard to ignore during gym class. Her shorts seemed to be shorter than ever and her top was tighter than ever. I wondered if she went and got breast implants. Is it even possible to recover from a procedure like that in just a couple of days?

I looked around the room when she went to jog a lap around the gym. I caught a few guys staring at her with parted lips, watching as her perky tits bounced up and down. Why were they staring? Weren’t they worried that someone would see and spread a rumour about them?

Krissy kept looking over at me, whenever the teacher was talking. She would look right into my eyes and smirk, as if she was trying to seduce me. My heart would begin pounding and I would force myself to look away. Beads of sweat were forming on my forehead and neck, though I’m not sure why. I couldn’t figure out why I wasn’t easily able to keep my gaze away from her.

I heard a few girls talking in my next class about her. Apparently, because she was technically a boy, she didn’t have to follow the girls’ dress code. And there were no rules against showing too much skin in the boys’ dress code because no boy had ever gone and showed off too much skin. “I heard the teachers are planning on having a meeting tonight to talk about what they’re going to do,” one girl said.

“I heard they already had the meeting, and they decided that they wouldn’t do anything.”

“What? Why won’t they do anything? Why are they just letting her walk around the school like a complete slut?”

“They don’t want to get in trouble for being insensitive. It’s a hot topic. My mom’s on the board—she told me not to talk about it. They’ll expel you if they catch you talking about it.”

“So because she’s trans, she gets to just do whatever she wants without repercussions?”

“I guess so.”

That explained the outfit she wore the next day: a tiny crop top, which didn’t even cover the underside of her tits, and a tiny skirt, which didn’t cover the underside of her ass. When she walked down the hall, I wasn’t the only one who snuck a quick glance at her body. I had to admit: she had a nice body. Though my gut turned cold when I looked away and realized I’d just ogled a biological boy.

At least I wasn’t the only one. Most of the guys were doing it. Once I looked away, there were still a number of guys staring down at her perky tush. And at least I wasn’t like Peter, fooling around with her in the bathroom. One little look wasn’t the end of the world—it was harmless.

We got a new assignment in English class: a group book report on To Kill a Mockingbird. I was paired with Mike Peterson—one of the guys who was alleged to have fucked Krissy. He still hadn’t gotten back together with Paige.

We split off into our little groups to start working on our reports. But I couldn’t focus on the task at hand. I was desperate to know if it was true—if he’d really slept with Krissy. Because surely if he was innocent, he would have gotten back together with Paige. Surely he would have been able to convince her that it was just a silly rumour.

“Why are you staring at me like that?” he asked.

So I just asked him straight up: “Why didn’t you and Paige get back together?”

He sighed and shook his head. “Why does everyone keep asking me that?”

“I know you didn’t sleep with Krissy—so why does Paige think that you did?” My curiosity was killing me.

He stared into my eyes and I could see his tongue shifting around in his mouth.

“Wait—you didn’t sleep with her, did you?”

“Let’s just focus on this project, okay?” he said, looking down at the table.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I leaned in close and whispered, “Are you serious? Why did you do it?”

“Just drop it,” he hushed.

I couldn’t drop it. “You really did it? Why? You knew she’s a boy, right?”

“She’s not a boy,” he snapped. “It’s more complicated than that. She’s… I don’t know—she’s hot, regardless of what she is or isn’t. Look—if you tell anyone about this, I’ll make sure they kick you off the football team. Got it?”

“Sure,” I said. “I just don’t understand. Paige is such a babe. Why Krissy?”

“If you don’t get it, I can’t explain it to you. And don’t think that I’m the only one.”

“Who else?”

“That’s none of your business. It’s none of my business either.”

“I know Peter did it,” I said. “I covered for him. I’ll cover for you, too, if you want. Just tell me who else.”

“You need to drop it, Dave. Just steer clear of all this Krissy stuff. You don’t want to get involved. Now let’s do this report or I’m asking for a new partner.”

It was still hard to focus. I kept finding myself staring at him, trying to figure out why he would do it. Was he slightly gay? Was he a bisexual? Was Paige not meeting all of his needs?

During lunch, I decided to follow Krissy, keeping my distance so that she wouldn’t know I was there. I followed her as she went from class to her locker. Then she started heading in the opposite direction from the cafeteria. She turned down a series of hallways, getting further and further away from the bulk of the students.

I hid around a corner as she turned down the back hallway that led to the under construction wing of the school. Daniel was standing at the end of the hallway, pacing pack and forth with a pale face. He perked up when he saw Krissy coming. I jumped back, behind the wall, so I wouldn’t be seen as well. After a moment, I peeked my head, just in time to see them slipping into the old art room, which was being converted into the school’s new music theatre. Once the door was shut, I crept up slowly.

There was no handle on the door—just an open hole where a handle would eventually be. I carefully grabbed the unfinished door and pulled it open. A piece of poly plastic blew towards me, making me duck and jump out of the way. My heart pounded and stuttered. Then I continued into the room.

I heard a moaning. I kept my body low, staying behind a stack of lumber. Then, I pressed myself against that lumber stack and carefully stood up, just enough so I could see into the room.

At the back of the room, I saw them. Krissy was sitting down with her legs stretched out. Daniel was bent over with his face pressed against her crotch. It took a moment before my eyes adjusted to the room’s light. Then, I saw Krissy’s long cock sliding in and out of Daniel’s mouth. He was sucking her off!

I ducked back down, my heart now throbbing mercilessly. I took a deep breath, and then I covered my mouth so I wouldn’t let out a loud whimper. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Daniel seemed like such a normal guy. He was a smart kid and he was on just about every sports team in the school. He even had a girlfriend: Lucy Laerby. I poked my head up again. Now, Daniel was sitting up. Krissy’s cock was standing upright, dripping with Daniel’s drool. Daniel’s face was dark red and his eyes were glowing as he stared at the impressive shaft.

He stood up and then he started to pull down his pants. He was slow to get his pants down, but his erection was quick to spring up, slapping him in the abdomen. He knelt back down and then reached out for Krissy’s cock with a trembling hand. He grabbed her shaft and brought it up to his own. He pressed them together and then he started to stroke them as one.

“Oh God,” he muttered.

“You okay, sweetie?” Krissy asked.

He nodded his head quickly. “It’s just—it doesn’t seem right,” he said. “But it feels so good.”

“Just admit it. You’re a slut who loves cock,” Krissy said.

Daniel’s voice cracked. “I’m a slut who loves cock.” He kept stroking their cocks together. “Oh God,” he mumbled again.

“You remember the rule, right?” Krissy asked.

Daniel nodded his head. “If I come first, you get to fuck my ass. If you come first, I get to fuck yours.”

“Good boy,” Krissy said.

“Oh God,” Daniel said again, shutting his eyes. “I didn’t think it would feel this good. I—I didn’t think it would feel so nice. Oh my God—am I gay? Does this mean I’m gay?”

Krissy giggled. “Am I a girl or a boy?”

“A girl,” he said.

“Then you’re not gay,” she said.

Daniel trembled and moaned, and then his cock started spraying cum into the air. It came down and poured down their shafts. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry. This is so embarrassing. I’m so sorry.” He unloaded a ton of cum: at least a dozen solid blasts of warm goo.

“You know the rule, Danny. Bend over,” Krissy said.

Daniel’s face was almost purple, as if he wasn’t breathing. It almost looked like there were tears in his eyes. He got onto his hands and knees and then he said, “Please be gentle. I’m a virgin.”

“You’ll like it. Don’t worry. Everyone likes it.” Krissy mounted him, sticking her cock deep into his asshole. He groaned and gasped while she gently rubbed his back. Then she started to pump him. Drops of cum were still dripping from the tip of his dick.

“Oh my God, it feels so good. It feels so good. Why does it feel so good?” he said.

“Just relax,” Krissy said. “Take it like a slut.”

“I can feel it stretching!” he said.

“Every slut has a stretched asshole.”

I couldn’t look away. I wanted to get up and run. I wanted to erase this image from my mind. Yet there I was: frozen and unable to look away from the pumping.

Daniel looked so pathetic. He was so humiliated, and he didn’t even know that I was watching. Why was he doing this? Why were so many of my new jock friends falling for this tranny? Did they all see something in her that I didn’t?

Though I had to admit: cock aside, she was hot—certainly hotter than she used to be in her baggy sweaters and lack of makeup. Back then, she was kind of cute. But now, she could have passed as a babe at any event. If it wasn’t well known in the school that she was trans, I bet most guys would be swooning over her, desperate to get into her panties. Hell, maybe I would even be one of them.

But seeing what I was seeing now: I couldn’t be one of them. I wouldn’t be one of them—no matter what. Even if she came into my bedroom at night wearing slutty lingerie, promising not to tell a soul, I wouldn’t fool around with her. I didn’t want her big cock anywhere near my asshole. And even if she wanted me to just fuck her in the ass, I wouldn’t do it.

Though I’d fucked Taylor in the ass—so what was the difference? If I didn’t see or touch Krissy’s appendage, then was there any difference between fucking Taylor and fucking Krissy?

Krissy suddenly pulled out of Daniel. Daniel fell to the ground, limp in his humiliation. Krissy stood up, pumping her cock with her fist. She pointed her stiff erection downwards and started to unload her watery cum all over Daniel’s clothed back. “Oh God,” he groaned.” She produced a lot of cum—even more than he managed to create. And still, I couldn’t look away. I was watching a biological man masturbate onto another man—and I couldn’t look away.

Then the bell rang. Lunch was over. Had I really been watching for that long?

“Shit. Better get yourself cleaned up, slut,” Krissy said.

I carefully backed up and slipped out from the room. Once I was around the corner and in the hallway, I started running, getting far away from that room so that I wouldn’t be associated at all with Krissy. I didn’t want anyone seeing her and me within the same minute.


CHAPTER V

Another week went by, and Krissy was still dominating my head. I kept hearing the rumours, and now I was starting to believe each and every one—even though there were so many that it was hard to believe. But I knew that Daniel fooled around with her, and I knew that Peter fooled around with her, and I knew that Mike fooled around with her, even though he was dating the hottest girl in the school. So how could I not believe the people telling me that Jacob fucked her in the bathroom? How could I not believe the rumour that George sucked her off until she came in his mouth?

Many of the accused were at the party I went to that Saturday night. I watched them as they awkwardly congregated together in one of the back rooms, to have a private conversation—probably about Krissy. Peter was with them, and so was Mike. Daniel showed up to the party, but he didn’t talk to anyone. He just stood in the corner with a drink in his hand; his eyes were glazed over as if the life had been sucked out of him.

They should have been thrilled that their lives weren’t ruined. Sure, there were rumours going around, but very few people believed them. Even the people telling the rumours weren’t sold on the tales’ accuracy. And how lucky do you have to be to sleep with a promiscuous trap and get away with it in a gossipy high school?

I went to the kitchen to get a new drink—my fourth of the night. As I was mixing my beverage, someone tapped on my shoulder. I spun around casually, assuming I was about to see one of my football buddies. Then I was shocked to see Krissy staring into my eyes. I could smell her floral perfume and I could feel the heat radiating off of her mixed gender body. I opened my mouth to say something but no words came out.

“Hi, Dave,” she said.

I nodded my head, still unable to produce a verbal reply.

“Having fun?”

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “Sure,” I said.

“I don’t get invited to a lot of parties. This is actually my first.”

I nodded my head again, looking around to make sure no one was watching us. But we were just talking—and there’s no harm in talking, right? No one can spread a rumour just because they saw us talking…

“We’ve never talked before. Why is that?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. I felt a coldness creeping down my spine. She was staring directly into my eyes. It was hard to maintain eye contact. I couldn’t do it. I was terrified that someone would see me looking into her eyes. I didn’t want anyone to get the wrong idea. I didn’t want her to get the wrong idea.

“You seem like a cool guy. You’re on the football team, right?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Do you like football? I bet it’s fun after games, being in the locker room with all those sweaty guys.”

I laughed. “The game is fun,” I said awkwardly.

“Don’t you just love the shower afterwards. Do you all shower together?”

“I should get back to my friends,” I said, trying to step away. Then she grabbed my wrist.

“Wait. Talk to me. I just want to chat. I’m curious. I’ve never been on a sports team before. I just want to know what it’s like.”

I stopped and stared awkwardly into her eyes. She was grinning.

“Just tell me honestly: when you’re all in the shower together, does anyone ever just reach out and touch someone else? Just for fun—maybe someone’s rubbed your dick, just to see what it feels like.”

“Never,” I said. “We don’t really shower together. I mean—it’s an open shower area. I’m assuming it’s the same as in the girl’s changing room. But no one touches or looks at each other. Like I said—I should be going.”

“No—please just stay and talk to me. I hardly know anyone here,” she said. “So you’re telling me you’ve never looked down at the other guys? Even just to see if they’re bigger or smaller than you?”

“Never,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.

“So, what? You’re like a big, tough straight guy?” she asked.

“I’m straight—yes,” I said. “But I don’t judge. People can do whatever they want.”

“Oh really?” she said, raising her eyebrows.

“Yeah. Why? Why do you look so surprised?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “No reason,” she said. “Pour me a drink. I want the same thing you’re having. It looks good—what is it?”

“It’s a White Russian.”

“Make me one,” she said. So I awkwardly mixed her a drink, looking around to make sure we weren’t being watched. I didn’t want anyone thinking that I was trying to get her drunk so I could sleep with her—even though everyone knew that she didn’t need to be drunk to put out.

I handed her the drink and she took a long sip. “That’s good,” she said.

“Thanks. I should get going now.”

“No—wait. I wanted to ask you something,” she said.

“Okay. Make it quick though. My friends are going to start thinking I ditched them.”

She stared into my eyes with her big grin. Then, after a long, tedious silence, she asked, “Do you like watching?”

A shiver crawled down my spine. “Watching what?” I said.

“Watching people fuck,” she said, putting lots of emphasis on the word ‘fuck’.

I wanted to wipe the beads of sweat off of my forehead, but I didn’t want her to know that I was nervous. “No. Why?”

“Did you like watching me and Daniel fuck?” she asked.

That lump returned to my throat suddenly, and my heart began to pound. Goose bumps crawled all over my arms and legs. The air in the room was cold. Did someone turn on the AC? I looked around. “I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“You don’t?” she asked. “But you were there, behind that pile of wood. You watched the whole thing. You even stuck around to watch me come all over his back.”

I opened my mouth, desperate to think of a lie. “I really don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

She giggled. “Okay. Well maybe I have the wrong guy then. Anyway—want to go upstairs with me? There’s something cool in one of the bedrooms.”

I bit down on my tongue and shook my head quickly. “No thank you. I should get going.” I slipped away from her before she could grab my arm to stop me. I moved quickly without looking back. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding.

One of my friends even asked, “Are you okay?” when I walked up. “Your face is completely white.”

I nodded my head quickly. “I’m fine. I just—I thought I saw a ghost down in the bathroom. I think this house is haunted or something.” I knew it sounded like a stupid excuse, but at least it was an excuse. The guys laughed and then I laughed with them. Then, the topic changed and I felt overwhelmingly relieved—but still with that nervousness buzzing inside of my gut.

How did she know that I watched her fucking Daniel? She never looked over at me. Not once did her gaze turn in my direction. And even if she had glanced over quickly and seen me there, she wouldn’t have been so quick to recognize me in that dusty construction zone. But somehow she knew I was there. Maybe someone else came up from behind and saw me. Maybe that mystery person told her that I was watching. Was there a rumour going around? Was I going to be next on the chopping block?

She came up to me again an hour later. She tapped on my shoulder when I was away from the crowd. Then she said, “I’m going to be upstairs, in the bedroom at the very end of the hallway. It’ll be unlocked, so just let yourself in. I’ll be completely naked with my legs spread. All you’ll have to do is walk in, pull out your cock, and you can fuck me in the ass. I’m clean; so don’t worry about a condom—unless you aren’t clean. If you aren’t clean, don’t bother coming up—I don’t want to get an infection. But if you’re clean, come upstairs and fuck me. No one will know. And I promise it will feel good. I’ll wait for half an hour—so you’ve got time to make up an excuse for your friends. Okay?”

Before I could reply, she turned around and trotted off towards the stairs. Her little skirt bounced up and down as she hopped up the steps, showing off her perky tush.

My heart stuttered and bounced around in my chest. Even once she was gone, I kept staring at that empty stairway. Then someone tapped on my shoulder, giving me a mini-heart-attack. I spun around to see my friend—and the host of the party—staring into my eyes. “What are you looking at man? See that ghost again?” He started laughing.

I forced a smile. “I don’t know. I think I’m just tired.”

He nodded his head.

I wanted to ask him why Krissy was at the party. It was his house—so did he invite her? Or did she come along with someone else? I was too afraid to ask, too afraid to make him think that I was even remotely interested in Krissy. So I kept my mouth shut on the topic. “Where’s the bathroom?” I asked.

“There’s one over there,” he said pointing towards the other end of the kitchen. “But I think someone’s throwing up in there. The other bathroom is upstairs—down the hall, and the last door on the left.”

“Okay. Thanks,” I said. He walked away and I turned back to that staircase.

Then I found myself ascending the steps. I reached the top of the stairs and I saw down that hallway. I could see down to the end of the hall. There was a faint light glowing through the slit under the door. I approached it slowly. The bathroom door was just feet away from that bedroom door.

I knew that I was just twenty feet away from a naked Krissy, ready to let me fuck her. I knew that she was in there, on her back with her legs spread wide. I knew that she was probably right: it probably would feel good, sliding my cock in and out of her tight slutty asshole. But I had to resist the urge to go inside—even though I knew that none of my friends would be looking for me. Maybe Krissy was right—maybe no one would ever know if I slipped in there and unloaded inside of her asshole.

No—no—I couldn’t do it. I had to stay strong. I had to resist these unwanted temptations. I was a man—a straight man. I didn’t want to get involved with a transgender. I didn’t want to be the victim of my classmates’ cruel rumours. I had to stay far away from the girl on the other side of that door. I had to keep my cock far away from those widespread legs and that heavenly asshole that probably felt so damn good. I bit down on my tongue. I was standing at the door now. She could probably see the shadow of my feet at the bottom of the doorway. I was just a few feet away from a beautiful vixen with a big, hard cock and perfect perky tits.

I took a deep breath. I couldn’t do it—I wouldn’t do it.

I didn’t even go to the bathroom. I just turned around and headed back towards the staircase. I didn’t want to stick around the house. I wanted to get as far away from Krissy as possible. So I grabbed my coat and took off. I started walking home, hoping the fresh air would clear her tight, naked image from my mind. But of course it didn’t; that image stuck in the front of my mind until I was home and in bed. Now I found myself feeling regretful. Why did I just go in there and fuck her really fast? No one had to know. I could have flipped her over so I couldn’t see that cock. Or maybe I could have left her on her back and played with her cock a little bit. Maybe I could have just stroked her until she came on her flat, smooth tummy, before leaving my own load deep in her tush. Maybe I could have tried sucking her off, just to see if I liked it—and to see what her cum would taste like.

I shook my head and expelled those thoughts from my mind. Where were they coming from? Why was I letting them corrupt my mind? I couldn’t sleep with her. I couldn’t end up like one of her soulless victims.

Or could I?


CHAPTER VI

I thought that I’d made my point clear—that I didn’t want to sleep with Krissy—that I didn’t want anything to do with Krissy. But apparently my point wasn’t so clear, because between my first a second period at school that next Monday, Krissy came up to me at my locker. She leaned against the locker next to mine and then she smiled as she stared into my eyes. “Couldn’t get away from your friends on Saturday?” she asked, teasing the tip of her finger through her glossy lips.

“I’m not interested,” I said, trying not to look at her. I wanted to tell her to scram—and quickly—before anyone saw her standing there in that tiny skirt and little tube top. She looked a little bit like a prostitute: a cute prostitute, but a prostitute nonetheless.

“Oh, don’t be such a square,” she said. “What are you so afraid of?”

“I’m just not interested. You’re not my type. I’m sorry.” I closed my locked and I turned in the other direction, taking the long way to class once again. But I wasn’t free from her; she jogged up beside me and began to skip along with me, as if we were close friends. I could feel the gazes of my fellow students turning my way, and the urge to tell her off came back strong—but I resisted.

“I’m not your type?” she said. “So does that mean Daniel is more your type?” She giggled.

And then I felt my face turning red. “No—of course not!” I said.

“Well you were either there to watch me or Daniel. Take your pick,” she said.

I stopped and turned to her once we were around the corner and the hallways were mostly empty, as most of the students had made their way to class. “Look,” I said. “I don’t know what kind of game you’re playing, but I’m not playing along. You can go find someone else to pick on, because I’m not having any of it.”

“Pick on?” she said. “I’m not picking on you, Dave. I’m just offering you something you want. You don’t have to be weird about it.”

“And I’m telling you that I don’t want it! I’m not gay.”

She laughed and shook her head. Then she looked around to make sure no one was around. “Just give me your hand.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so. It won’t kill you.”

I sighed and then I held out my hand. She took it gently, rubbing her soft, fragile fingers on my palm. Then, she pulled my hand to her chest and slipped it underneath her tube top, onto her bare breast. I froze for a moment, and then I tried to pull my hand away. But she had a tight grip. “Let me go,” I said. I didn’t want to use all of my power and end up knocking her over. I didn’t need anyone to think that I was roughing up the school tranny.

I looked around, terrified someone would see us together like this.

“I’ll let you go when you relax,” she said.

I tried tugging one last time, but she was holding tight. So I took a deep breath, looked around again, and then I forced myself to relax. And now I could feel her breast. It was soft and her nipple was hard and perky. I was surprised by how soft it was—like a real tit. “See?” she said.

“See what?”

“They’re real.”

“So what?” I said.

“So why is it gay to be with me if my body is real?” she was staring into my eyes with her big, stunning eyes, still with that little grin on her face. “Squeeze it—I promise you’ll like it.”

“Let me go,” I said.

“Just squeeze it. Quit being a freak.”

I looked around one more time, grateful there were no students around, but terrified someone would come around that corner at any moment. I looked back at Krissy, and then I squeezed her tit. It was soft and squishy and warm—just like the real thing. But that didn’t mean anything.

The moment she released my wrist, I pulled my hand away. But she wasn’t finished with me. She took her tube top and lifted it up, showing me her bare breasts. “See?” she said again, as if she was proving something. Her breasts definitely looked real: no scars and no stiff bulges from awkward implants. But what difference did it make? She still used to be a man, and she still had a cock between her thighs.

“Just leave me alone, okay?” I said. I took one last second to look at her perky breasts before turning around and scurrying off towards my class.

“Wait!” she shouted.

So I turned around. She had her hands casually at her sides now, but her top was still pulled up above her tits. She didn’t seem to be worried that anyone would emerge from around the corner, or from within one of the many classrooms. “What?” I said nervously.

“At lunch—where you saw me and Daniel. That’s where I’ll be. I’ll wait for you.”

“Don’t,” I said.

She winked. “See you at lunch.”

I sighed. There was no sense in arguing. She was determined to get under my skin, and she was doing a great job. I went off to class, did my best to lie to my teacher about why I was late, and then I took a seat at the back of the class. Then, with the image of Krissy’s perky tits still on my mind, I realized there was a tightness in my jeans. I had an erection that was begging to bulge out. My heart stuttered. Thank God no one seemed to notice when I walked in!

But why did I have it? From touching Krissy’s breasts? It was probably just a natural response to breasts. It’s not like my subconscious mind could tell the difference between Krissy’s chest and a real girl’s chest. It was still boob tissue after all. Right?


CHAPTER VII

It was fifteen minutes before the end of my second period—sexual education class—when my heart started pounding without warning. Feeling began to escape my legs and arms as I sat in my desk, and then I could feel the colour draining from my face as my vision began to blur. I realized after a moment that I wasn’t breathing, so I took a deep breath in, and then I had to manually control my breathing for the next minute until my heart rate started to drop slightly.

I’d never had an anxiety attack before, but I had a feeling that I was having one now. I looked up at the clock and thought that it was ticking faster than usual. In just a handful of minutes, the bell would ring and Krissy would be going to that under construction room, where she would wait for me. And the only thing stopping me from going to meet up with her was my own willpower. But now, as I sat in my desk trembling with a pounding heart, I wasn’t sure I had any willpower.

Maybe I could meet up with her and fuck her quickly. I could watch my back to make sure no one was following me—what Daniel should have done before he met up with her. And maybe it would feel good. Maybe it would feel amazing. Maybe it would be worth the risk. I could get a little taste of what all of my friends had found themselves so obsessed over.

But did I want to be like the rest of them? Did I want to lose myself for a few minutes of pleasure?

I looked up at the screen with just a few minutes left in class. The teacher was showing a diagram of a cock becoming erect. “When the man becomes aroused, blood flows into the penis,” she said. A bunch of students snickered at the silly cock drawing. But I found myself imagining that upwards curved cock on Krissy’s body. She had a big cock—bigger than my cock. It was possible she had one of the biggest cocks in the school. I could picture it throbbing—and I could vividly remember it spewing hot cum all over Daniel’s back. I wondered if that felt good: being showered with cum. Even if it did feel good—it probably wasn’t worth the mess…

The bell rang suddenly, making me jump. I grabbed at my heart, to make sure I wasn’t having a sudden heart attack. All of my classmates immediately stood up and started towards the door, even though the teacher hadn’t formally released them yet. “Don’t forget that we’re having a test tomorrow!” the teacher said, but her voice was mostly lost over the chattering students.

I stood up slowly, still unsure of what I was going to do. I took a deep breath and I closed my eyes. I knew what I should be doing: going to the cafeteria and pretending like Krissy wasn’t in that room waiting for me. But my body was filled with a strange excitement at the thought of meeting up with her for a quick romp. I bit down hard on my tongue, imagining those soft, perky breasts once more.

“Dave—is everything okay?” my teacher asked.

I opened my eyes and saw that the class was empty and the hallway was quiet as everyone had already migrated down towards the cafeteria. I must have been standing there for a lot longer than I thought. “I’m fine,” I said. I grabbed my bag and then I headed quickly towards the door.

The hall was clear and quiet. I looked in both directions and couldn’t see a single soul. To my left was the cafeteria, to my right was the under construction wing of the school. I found myself teetering back towards another anxiety attack, with my body going numb as my vision blurred. This time, I knew to force a deep breath of air into my lungs.

No one was there to watch me. No one would have any idea if I went to the right. And maybe I could just walk down that way—to see if she was really there. It’s not like I was locked in to sleeping with her just because I sauntered over in that direction.

So I went to the right. I looked over my shoulder constantly, to make sure I wasn’t being followed. I turned the corner saw the door to that room where I saw that magnificent cock for myself. I approached that door carefully.

And then I caught myself smiling, excited by the sheer thrill of what I was doing. I tried to fight that smile away, but it refused to go. My arms and legs were buzzing now. My heart was ponding with hot thuds. And between my legs, my cock was already throbbing hard. I was going to do it: I was going to fuck Krissy.

I opened the door and slipped inside, closing it quietly, just to be extra safe. Then I slipped through that sheet of poly plastic. I saw the stack of lumber where I hid before, and I saw that clearing where Krissy fucked Daniel. I moved along the side of the room, scared to venture into the middle, in case there was some sort of trap.

“Hello?” I said cautiously.

There was no response. Was she not here yet? Was she coming at all? I kept moving around the room, staying hidden from the door I came in through, just in case someone else decided to walk through that door.

“Anyone here?” I said.

Then I heard the tapping of footsteps. I froze and ducked down, and then I saw her emerge from the storage room at the far right side of the construction zone. She was wearing a black vinyl bodysuit, with a thick black vinyl choker around her throat and tall black heels on her feet. There was only a tiny strip of that vinyl covering her crotch. The bulge of her cock was obvious, even with her ball sack presumably tucked into her body.

“I knew you would come,” she said with a giggle.

“I—I just came to, uh, tell you that I want you to back off,” I said. The sight of her reminded me that she was sexy and that I badly wanted to fuck her—but it also reminded me that this wasn’t just some nonsense fantasy in my mind: it was real. I was really being faced with the opportunity to fuck a tranny, and I was also being faced with the risk of ruining my hard-fought reputation.

She laughed and shook her head. Then she started walking towards me, one foot in front of the other as if she was posing for Sports Illustrated. “That’s not why you’re here,” she said. She walked right up to me and then she kissed me on the lips. I was frozen and didn’t kiss back—but I also didn’t move out of the way. Her lips were soft, just like a woman’s. And she smelled amazing: like flowers and vanilla.

“Put your hands on me,” she said.

I hesitated. “No,” I said. My voice was shaken.

“Just do it,” she said. “It’s not going to kill you.” She reached out and grabbed my hands, bringing them to her arms. Her skin was soft and warm. “Now tell me what you want to do to me.”

“I want to make you leave me alone,” I said. My heart fluttered and my stomach grumbled.

“No you don’t,” she said. “Be honest. We’re here alone. You can say anything. Don’t worry about what your friends might think, and don’t worry about what the girls might think. No one has to know about this.”

I tried to swallow that lump in my throat. Then I took a deep breath. “I want to fuck you in the asshole,” I said. I bit down on my tongue and felt hot sweat tickling the back of my neck. “I want to bend you over and hold you down while I pump your tiny asshole with my hard cock.”

She moaned gently. “Go on,” she said, squirming slightly, as if my words were enough to make her orgasm.

“I want to jerk you off and rub your cum all over your slutty face.”

“Fucking humiliate me,” she said.

“Then I want to pull out and unload my cum in your panties, so that you have to feel it against your slutty dick for the rest of the day.”

“Then do it, faggot. Treat me like a filthy whore,” she said.

I reached out and wrapped my finger around her throat. She tilted her head back and moaned. “Fuck me,” she said.

I reached out and squeezed her left breast, then her right, keeping my other hand around her throat. I gently pinched her nipple, making her moan, then I spun her around. I bent her over and then I ran my hand down her smooth back, feeling that tight vinyl against her skin. “Fuck,” I said, knowing all of my willpower was officially gone. I was now a slave to my urges, like a primate in the jungle.

I slid my hand down towards her ass, and then I gently pulled that thin strip of vinyl to the side, revealing her puckering asshole, her deflated scrotum, and her long, thick cock. I hesitated for a moment, terrified and shocked. I’d seen it all from a distance before, and I obviously knew that it was going to be there—but seeing it up close and within reach was a different story. Now it was real. Now it wasn’t just a perverted fantasy. I reached out with a trembling hand and I gently grabbed her cock. Then I watched as her ball sack suddenly filled out as her testicles dropped from inside of her body.

“That’s it, slut,” she said. “Make me hard.”

I couldn’t take my hand away. I was obsessed with the warm softness of her package. I could feel her throbbing and growing. I gently pulled back her foreskin and felt her smooth tip with my fingertips. “Oh God,” I moaned.

“I can’t wait until you make me cum and you rub it all over my face. I want to taste it. I want it so badly.”

I took a deep breath.

“Maybe I’ll make you lick it off my face. Maybe you can be a little slut with me,” she said with a grin in her voice.

Now my cock was rock hard. I had to reach down and free it from my jeans, as it was starting to hurt, trapped in that tight denim. As I unzipped and tugged down my pants, my cock flung out, giving me instant relief. I took another deep breath. My dick was throbbing and twitching, desperate to get on with the show.

I used both of my hands to spread Krissy’s butt cheeks. I stared for a moment at that gaping hole. I could see a whole inch inside of her, and then there was just darkness—but I intended to explore that darkness.

I spat into my hand and then I rubbed my saliva up and down the length of my pounding erection. “Fucking stick it in me,” she said. I pressed my tip up to her hole. My heart was pounding. I could still walk away. I could still cling onto that last piece of my pride, knowing that, unlike my friends, I didn’t fuck the school’s slutty tranny. I could remain safe from those rumours and the cruelness of the other students. Or I could just stick my cock inside of her and feel the best pleasure of my life.

I went with the second option.

I pushed my cock in deep. She squirmed and groaned. I watched as her fingers curled, trying to clutch the plastic folding table she was bent over. She walked her legs out slightly, spreading them wider. Then she let out a soft whimper, as if she was feeling a bit of pain. I was surprised that she wasn’t just taking it like a porn star. If all of the rumours were true, then she was having more sex than a porn star—so surely her hole should have been stretched and numb by now… But maybe not. Maybe she was more innocent than people thought.

Just a few weeks before, she was the quiet virgin who sat in the back of the class, with her big sweaters and scruffy hair. How much innocence could she have lost in just a few weeks? Was she not still that same person? What changed? Why was she doing this now?

My heart skipped a beat. Those thoughts drifted away from my mind, suddenly being replaced by warm euphoria. I groaned and looked down, seeing that my whole shaft was inside of her body. I reached down and grabbed her cock, which was also rock hard now. I started pumping, feeling her foreskin as it pulled back and forth.

“Fuck,” she groaned. “Just like that.”

I started thrusting my cock in and out of her—slowly at first. It felt good. She was tight—even tighter than Taylor, which surprised me. I wondered if it had something to do with her male gender, or if maybe Taylor just had more anal experience.

I stared down at her vinyl-clad body, admiring her curves and her small stature. She was cute. It was almost too bad that she had become a total slut. Though had she not, I wouldn’t have been in that room with her, with my cock seven inches into her asshole. I kept pumping and thrusting.

“Tell me how much you love my cock,” she said between moans.

“I fucking love your cock,” I said. “I want to feel it coming. I want to feel your hot load squishing between my fingers. I want to rub it all over your hard dick and your beautiful face.”

“Then make me come, pussy,” she said. “Fucking make me come!”

I tightened my grip and pumped her harder. I was slamming my cock deep into her ass, feeling that euphoria getting stronger. I was starting to worry that I wasn’t going to last much longer. What if I ended up coming before her? I couldn’t let that happen. I had to hold on.

I clenched and groaned and continued to thrust in and out of her. I loved the sound of her groaning. I loved the feeling of her tight hole puckering up and down the length of my dick. I couldn’t wait to come inside of her—but I had to make sure she came first.

And thankfully, she did end up coming first. “Oh God! I’m coming! I’m coming!” she groaned. I used my free hand to cup her tip, making sure I caught all of it. It was warm and sticky and plentiful. I rubbed some down the length of her shaft and then I reached up and wiped it across her lips and cheeks. I felt her tongue sticking out as she tried to lick it off the palm of my hand. “How does it taste, slut?” I asked.

“So good,” she said. So I brought it to my own lips and licked some off of my finger. It was surprisingly sweet—and very warm. I wiped the rest off on her back.

And then my own climax came. I pulled her small body in tight and I groaned loudly. I made sure I was as deep as possible when I came down her long anal tunnel.

I stumbled back, short of breath. I nearly fell over, and then I noticed she was pressing her fingers against her asshole. “Lay down,” she said. “On your back.”

“What?” I asked.

“You heard me. Lay down on your back.”

My heart stuttered. My mind was so cloudy that I couldn’t figure out why she wanted me on my back, but I followed the command anyway. Then she walked over me and lowered her bum down towards my face. “Now suck it all out and swallow it.”

“What?” I said.

“Do it,” she said.

She lowered her bum down more, until her butt cheeks were pressed up to my face and her asshole was over my lips. And for some reason, I started to suck. I sucked and sucked and sucked, and nothing happened—until it all happened at once. Suddenly, a giant load of cum sucked into my mouth and I nearly choked. “Swallow it,” she said. It wasn’t nearly as nice as her cum. It was bitter, with the lingering taste of asshole. I closed my eyes and forced the load down my throat.

Then the bell rang, as if one cue. Lunch was over and it was time to get to class. I sprung up and pulled my pants up. That taste wouldn’t leave my mouth. “That was fun,” I said. “We should do this again.”

“Maybe,” she said with a grin.

And my heart stuttered again. I couldn’t figure out why she was acting so strangely—but I would figure it all out a few days later, during the school’s monthly assembly.


CHAPTER VIII

Krissy got her revenge on the school in a big way. No one was left unpunished—and the punishment was much worse than anyone could have anticipated.

We were all sitting there, completely oblivious—all thinking that we’d eaten from the Tree of Knowledge without being noticed. Sure, those of us who got with her knew there were others. I could count at least four others that I was certain of—but I was about to learn that I only knew about a quarter of the reality.

The principal was talking about a change to the upcoming holiday schedule when the large projector screen behind him turned on. It was white at first, glowing brightly, making everyone in the crowd wince slightly. “No, guys—we aren’t ready for the slideshow yet,” the principal said. But that white screen remained on. “Hello? Can we get that turned off please?”

But the white didn’t go away—until it was replaced by a strange video of the inside of the girl’s bathroom. The whole school was silent. Even the principal was staring up at the screen to see what was happening. Then, Peter Jenkins stepped into the bathroom and whispers broke out in the room. The real Peter Jenkins stood up in the crowd. “Turn it off!” he shouted.

Then the video cut. Now he was standing and making out with Krissy. He lifted her shirt over her head, exposing her breasts.

“I said turn it off!” he shouted.

Then the video cut again. Now the whole school was watching as Peter sucked Krissy’s cock.

The principal gasped into his microphone. He turned to the projector booth and said, “Shut it down! Shut it down!”

But it wasn’t being shut down. The video kept playing. It cut to the moment when Krissy came on Peter’s face. The crowd was laughing now. Peter was sunken into his seat with his face in his hands. I wasn’t close enough to hear, but I imagine he was whimpering.

Then Cory was on the screen, in the woods behind the school. He was on his stomach with his pants around his ankles. Krissy approached him from behind and then mounted him. The video cut to him being pumped. Then it cut to him being coated with her cum.

Mike Peterson was next. She was sucking his cock while he was repeating, “I want to suck your tranny cock so badly,” over and over. That portion of the video ended with Mike rubbing her load all over his face, and licking what was left off of his fingers. The crowd was going wild with laughter now.

Then came Daniel: a scene I’d already seen. And there I was, in the background of the video, poking my head over that stack of lumber. That’s how she knew I was there—she saw me in the replay. My heart was in my stomach as I finally realized what was coming next. I sunk low into my seat and prayed that my romp with Krissy was different. I wanted to get up and run, but I was frozen with terror. I looked around and saw the crying faces of my friends, and the laughing faces of my classmates. It was chaos.

Then I saw Krissy, sitting in the back, once again wearing only a touch of makeup and a baggy sweater. She had a big smile on her face. She orchestrated all of this torment. She was an evil genius—getting bitter revenge on everyone who mocked her.

The crowd roared as she coated Daniel with come.

Then I was on the screen. I closed my eyes and covered my face. I felt gazed turning towards me, but I wasn’t able to look to see who was staring. I could hear myself: “I fucking love your cock.” I peeked through the slits between my fingers for just a second: just long enough to see myself sucking my own cum out from her asshole.

After my video, there were a couple more. Then the compilation ended with recordings she’d somehow taken secretly—maybe with some help from her sympathizers and supporters. “I wouldn’t be able to do it. I wouldn’t be able to get hard—so it would just never happen, no matter how much money you gave me,” I said in the recording. And I guess she proved me wrong. She proved that I was a liar and a two-faced liar.

After that day, I was a pariah once again—but this time, it was worse. Now, I had no friends—not even the nerdy kids who used to be my only friends. I was alone. People would laugh at me in the hallways. I would show up late for class and I would leave early, taking the penalty, just so I could avoid the humiliation of the busy hallways.

Whenever I saw Krissy, I would say, “I’m so sorry.” I couldn’t say it enough. No one ever dared to make fun of her again—or any trans girl who came around. We’d certainly learned our lesson.

THE END
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