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GOOD GRADES


Max keeps getting into trouble, manipulating his female classmates (he calls it ‘charming’ them). Finally, the school principal can’t take any more, kicking Max out and leaving him with only one option: an all-boys boarding school with strict rules, and no access to women whatsoever. Even the internet at the boarding school has been programmed to block images of women.

The students in the school all seem lobotomized in the absence of the fairer gender—and many of the staff members too. And right off the bat, Max finds himself butting heads with the principal.

A strict threat is posed: either Max fixes his bad grades, or his school days are finished. Well, Max might just have a solution to his bad grades—one that will take a lot less work that spending endless nights with his nose in books.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas transferred to an all-boys school after being caught two fingers deep in Marty Korby’s girlfriend. It was the vice-principal who caught us together, in the school’s boiler room. He told me that it was the ‘last straw’, though I can’t be too sure what the previous straws were. I was often getting into trouble for small things…

I guess one of the bigger incidents was when I was caught showing some friends some pictures that a girl sent me. Yes, her breasts were out in the photo, and I probably wasn’t supposed to share those photos, but I felt like my friends just had to see that immaculate body.

Okay, okay—don’t stop reading. That was the worst crime that I committed, and yes it was bad, but I was underage and stupid and I apologized to everyone and those photos never ended up being posted anywhere. But apologies don’t erase wrongdoings.

The school I was sent off to was in Quebec. It was deep in French-speaking territory, where most people didn’t speak a lick of English, but the school was an English school. I think they did that on purpose, to make it harder for the students to wander off. When you don’t speak the language of the land, it’s hard to get very far.

Plus, the school property was vast, with a two-kilometre-long private road from the highway to the compound—and I use the term ‘compound’ because the place felt very much prison-like, with huge chainlink fences beyond the woods that surrounded the property. The barbed wire on the top of the fences was supposedly to keep intruders and pesky animals away, but I was fairly sure it was really there to keep us in.

It was a boarding-school, of course. My parents dropped me off and then said, “See you in four months, Max.”

“Don’t do this,” I pleaded, but it was no use; the other option, supposedly, was that I wouldn’t graduate.

I should point out that I’d been expelled twice before, for stupid reasons that were hardly my fault—all involving young women—nothing illegal, but apparently nothing appropriate.

Look—that’s all in the past. Let’s not dwell on the past, alright? I apologized for the things I’d done, but like I said, apologies don’t erase wrongdoings (or perceived wrongdoings). Now, I was being given what the principal of that school called, ‘The last chance’.

The setting: a three-hundred-year old compound, with stone buildings and a huge courtyard. The library had its own building, and it was bigger than any of the other buildings. There was a sports complex with a swimming pool and an ice rink and an indoor running track, but those facilities were off-limits to anyone who wanted to use them casually; they were only for ‘training’ purposes, so they were mostly unused, save for a few hours each week.

It would have been a nice place to be, if not for one fact: there were no girls—not one chick to be seen. Even the school staff, who lived on the campus, were all men. This fact was quickly obvious. Within a few days of being there, I went through a sort of detox. The school’s internet was heavily censored, so that only a few websites could be accessed. I spent hours trying to find a picture of a girl! Even a clothed girl would do—but we were cut off from all of that.

Guys were constantly masturbating. We slept four to a room—two bunk beds on opposing walls—and once the lights were off, there was a chorus of fap-fap-fap-fap.

The other students disgusted me. They were all guys who belonged in a compound like that: bruisers, brain-dead, drooling, all with anger issues; one wrong remark and they would fly off the handle. So I quickly learned to keep to myself. I was better off keeping to myself; I didn’t want to be like them: brooding, angry—and horny.

I only had ten months until graduation; I could keep to my own solitude for ten months…

But I missed the whores.

I never reduced myself to being like my schoolmates; I never pulled my dick out and jerked myself off like some desperate CHUD. I masturbated a few times back when I was fifteen, but I always felt pathetic afterwards; I just preferred the real thing. And when I had access to women, I rarely had any issues getting the real thing; I could easily charm women. I liked women. In fact, I preferred the company of women to the company of men.

I don’t want to run off on too much of a tangent here, but I’d always struggled to relate to men; they would act like slobs, like dogs, like perverts. They were always desperate, even when they pretended not to be. Very few men can hide their pathetic desperation. And there’s nothing worse than ‘guy talk’, when guys gather around and talk about ‘tits’, or ‘who’s hotter’, or ‘imagine getting a blowjob from that chick!’. It was all so juvenile…

I preferred to just hang out with the girls; they offered better conversation, and hanging out with them helped me to learn what it was that they liked—and I also picked up a few other little tidbits of useful information, like how to figure out if a girl likes a guy; they taught me about their mannerisms and their subtle little tactics, which most drooling men were totally oblivious to.

Women are often accused of manipulating men with their emotions, and with their sex appeal, but who can blame them when it’s so easy?

I should admit, though it won’t paint me in such savoury light, that in spending so much time with women, and figuring out how women manipulate men, I was able to figuring out how to flip the table and manipulate women. It was something that I was quite proficient at, and I’d even abused that ‘power’ beyond sex; I’d played with the feelings of women to get better grades, too. In fact, had I not done that, I probably would have been a drop out long before this tale even started.

Back to the school…

Classes were different without girls there. The subject matter was the same, but the atmosphere was just so… different. The teachers all seemed so lifeless, like talking corpses. The students were always in a sort of daze, often gazing around the room with their stupid eyes, trying to figure out what was missing. I’m sure Carl Jung would have some things to say about the state of the place, missing feminine energy entirely. I could feel myself inching towards being like them.

I could feel the life being sucked out of me, no matter how hard I tried to push those demonic forces away.

My first month at the boarding school ended with me trying to escape.


CHAPTER 2
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Ispent three days hatching out my plan to get away. I even knew where I was going to go: west, to Alberta, and then I would get a job on the rigs. I was eighteen, after all, they couldn’t drag me back without consent… at least, that’s what I thought, but apparently it was more complicated than I realized.

I was going to hitchhike at the highway, but never quite made it that far. I managed to get the key to the storage shed from the groundskeeper. I got the garden sheers out and hid them nearby in a bush. Then, I waited until the middle of the night and created a distraction (to get the patrolling staff away from the exit). I lit a fire in the student kitchen and then ran back to my room. Once the staff ran to the fire, I rushed out and made a quick exit. I retrieved the garden sheers and ran into the woods. I sprinted, and then reached the fence. I began to cut through the chain link, but it wasn’t as easy as I expected. In fact, it was downright impossible. I grunted and groaned, forcing all of my strength into chopping through the wire. It took ten minutes before I cut the first… fifteen to go.

I only got through about four before the spotlight found me. Four staff members were there, holding flashlights—and I was quickly apprehended and taken to the principal’s office. They locked me in an empty room with no windows, and then they went back to bed, returning eight hours later to deal with me.

“I don’t think you know what last chance means,” the principal said to me with a low growl.

“Am I being kicked out?” I asked, half-hoping the answer would be yes.

“No.”

“Then I don’t think you know what last chance means,” I said, trying not to grin.

“You can’t break the rules again,” he said. “A life without a high-school degree isn’t as fun as you might think.”

“I can get one online,” I said, waving him off.

“With your academic history?” he said. “Probably not. Unless you’re familiar with online courses that I’m not.”

I hadn’t looked into it, but I had a feeling he was bluffing. “I don’t belong here,” I said. “I want to go somewhere else. I want to go home. I hate being locked up here. It’s like a prison—and everyone here is so… braindead.”

The principal cleared his throat and pulled out a folder. He took a single sheet of paper from the folder and then put on his glasses, inspecting the sheet. “Bad grades,” he said.

“In what?”

“Pretty much everything.”

“I don’t have bad grades in everything!” I snapped. “I’m doing fine in some classes.”

“Which?” he said with an inquisitive look.

I paused for a moment. “Gym,” I said softly.

“62%,” he read, “is hardly fine. In fact, until the federal government changed the education standards six years ago, that would have been a fail here at this school.”

“Well, it’s not a fail now,” I said, folding my arms. “Now, it’s a solid C.”

“It’s a D+,” he groaned.

“Then it’s a D+. What’s the big difference?”

“Three percentage points.”

“So what?” I was getting frustrated. Was this just a meeting to belittle me? Was he trying to make me feel stupid? And if I was stupid, whose fault was that? Aren’t the teachers the ones who are supposed to be educating the students? If the students aren’t educated, it’s the teachers’ fault, as far as I’m concerned.

Now, the principal was pulling out another file: a thick document that he placed on his desk. He slid it to me. “Do you know what this is?”

I looked at it. “Nah,” I said. It was in legal jargon.

“See the signatures here? This one is the chair of the school board, Herman Kraut. Here is the police commissioner, signing the agreement.”

“What agreement?”

“An agreement to not press charges, because if charges are pressed, then you will be forced to register as a sex offender.”

“What!?” I gasped.

“This is a document from three years ago—an incident involving photographs you shared without consent.”

“That was dealt with!” I snapped.

“Your parents and the parents of the victim came up with a list of conditions, which was reviewed by the police commissioner. It’s my understanding that they wanted to press charges on you as if you were an adult, which would make you a sex offender. The agreement was put in place between your family, the victim’s family, the police commissioner—and your principal. Now, I’m your principal. I can rescind the signature on this document.”

“You weren’t my principal then.” I wanted to spit in his face. I hated this blackmail.

“Well, unfortunately for you, this legal document just says, ‘Active principal’, and the filing date has ten months before expiring. So tell me, Max, do you want to be a sex offender for the rest of your life?”

He was staring into my eyes. He had a smug look, enjoying this moment of feeling powerful—or maybe he was just enjoying belittling me, cutting me down, putting young guys like me in my place.

“You’re blackmailing me,” I said.

“I’m just telling you the situation, Max,” he said bluntly. “It’s not blackmail. When the police say don’t speed or you’ll get a ticket—that’s not blackmail.”

“I apologized for all of this already,” I said, feeling like I was close to shedding a tear.

“The solution is simple, Max,” he said. “Don’t be a reoffender. Stay at the school, finish your education. Nine months of obedience. Change your grades from bad to good. It’s simple.”

I bit hard on my tongue. I felt like I wasn’t being given a choice; I was being forced to submit. A chill crawled down my spine. I was sent back to my room and told not to attend class for the day. I was ‘grounded’ at boarding school.

When my bunkmates returned for the evening, they all glared at me with pitiful looks in their eyes. They’d heard what I’d done, and maybe they heard that I’d been completely dehumanized by the principal—my freedom stripped from me.

I scowled at them, tempted to remind them that they were in the same boat as me; they didn’t have any freedoms that I didn’t, despite what they wanted to think.
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They thought they’d broken me… and I thought for a while that I’d been broken, but after processing things for a few nights, I became more stubborn than before. I was determined to win this ‘battle’ with the principal, whether or not he knew we were engaged in a battle.

I hated to think that he thought he could impose his will on me, using threats as ammunition. I wasn’t going to let that happen…

But I had no idea how I was going to win—or what winning even meant. I had to spend a lot of time processing these thoughts of mine. If I left that school without a degree—that was losing. So ‘winning’ meant leaving with a degree, or at the very least, leaving without being a registered sex offender. A true win would be to leave with both a degree and a clean record—and, somehow, with some sense of revenge for being humiliated and degraded the way I was.

And you may be wondering: what was so terrible about the way that I was treated by the principal? How was that any different than the way teachers had treated me in the past? Well, teachers and principals had threatened suspension and expulsion before, but being expelled doesn’t strip you of your humanity. If you get expelled from school, you aren’t barred from working a job; you aren’t barred from being near schools; you don’t have to declare a police record when you try to rent an apartment. This principal wasn’t just threatening to give me the boot—which I was used to—he was threatening to strip me entirely of my humanity.

And maybe it wouldn’t have made me so furious if there wasn’t something about the principal that just rubbed me the wrong way. He had this darkness about him—a sort of evil gleam in his eye that made me feel like he was a sort of hypocrite. He had his closet of skeletons… and it showed on his face.

I was going to prove it to the whole school.

First, I just needed to watch him. I needed to observe him. I already told you this, but I’ll remind you: spending so much time with women gave me a special sort of ability to see men in a different light, to see them the way women saw them. Men, unlike women, are predictable; they often think that they’re smarter than they are—and this principal was no different from other men.

I watched him for days. I watched him whenever I could. He always seemed to be up to something. He would smile at his peers and scowl at the students. He would pace around the hallways, and then he would slip into random rooms—sometimes not even classroom that were being used. After a few days, I began to suspect that he was doing something morally wrong, though I had no idea what.

I went into one old, abandoned classroom after I saw him leave it. The room was filled with dust, and his shoe prints were visible in the dust on the floor. I saw that he’d been to the back closet, so that’s where I went, seeing nothing but old school supplies. Was I missing something? Maybe the school just used that old classroom closet for extra storage.

No—He was up to something. I kept digging through the school supplies. But I found nothing unusual.

I gritted my teeth in frustration, frustration teeming from every pore, anger crawling up my spine. “Think Max, think,” I whispered to myself. His presence in this dusty, abandoned space was not casual. There must be something more, something beneath the surface. I surveyed the room again, my eyes narrowing, observing each nook and corner of the room, scrutinizing every inch.

I went back to the closet, pulling out boxes and rummaging through them more desperately, a sense of urgency driving my actions, a passion to uncover his hidden secrets burning within me. It was when I reached the far corner of the closet, almost ready to give up, that my fingers touched something cold and metallic. My heart raced, and I pulled out a small metal box from behind a stack of old textbooks. It was locked.

My mind spun in circles. This was it. This had to be it. This was his secret. My hands tremored as I held the box. I needed to get into this box. I needed to know what he was hiding. I needed to unveil his darkness. I had the sensation of standing at the precipice of revelation.

A plan crystallized in my mind: I had to find a way to open it, find a way to unveil its contents without him knowing. I hid the box under my shirt and left the room, scanning the hallway before exiting, ensuring that I was alone. I made my way to my room and started to work on it, using every method I knew to unlock it, but the lock was sturdy.

But I was relentless. I couldn’t back down. The answer to exposing the principal’s real face lay within this metal box. My determination was ironclad. The fear of being caught intensified the thrill, the pulse of my heartbeat a constant drum in my ears.

Time blurred as I worked tirelessly on the box, the image of the principal’s smug face driving me, pushing me, fuelling my resolve to unlock the secrets within.

The box wouldn’t open, and now, I was starting to scuff the lock with my repeated attempts. If I damaged the box, he might know that I’d been snooping around—and if he knew that I was spying on him, that might be enough for him to rescind that signature.

So I took the box quietly back to that empty classroom and put it where I found it. Then, on my way out of the room, I messed up the dust on the ground so that my shoe prints weren’t too clear.

Now, I knew that I needed to find the key to that box—and I could only assume that it was in his office. Getting it would be tricky, and it wouldn’t be quick. It would take days to hatch a plan to get it.

So for days, I kept watching the principal, hoping that I would catch on to some sort of pattern of behaviour. Maybe I would find that his office was unattended at the same time every day, but that didn’t seem to be the case. I thought about making a trip to his office in the night, but knew it would be locked—and then there was the matter of the cameras in a few key hallways. I’d spent a whole day trying to map the school out, figuring out which hallways to avoid to stay away from cameras.

I felt like I was making headway, while losing it at the same time. “You failed,” my teacher said to me, thrusting my quiz into my face, marked with a red F. “You’re average is hovering around 50%.” He had a large frown on his grey-bearded face.

“I’ll do better next time,” I said.

“I’m guessing you didn’t study for one minute,” he said. I was true; I hadn’t studied—or even thought about studying. My mind had been occupied with thoughts of revenge.

Now, the teacher was shaking his head. “There’s a quiz next week. Fail it, and this goes to the principal.”

I nodded, acting submissive… or maybe I was really submitting. I felt like a puppy being scolded for chewing on a shoe. After that class, I took a look at the class material that I’d been neglecting, and was totally overwhelmed; it had piled up high without me noticing. If I was going to pass the coming quiz, I needed to spend that whole week studying… which meant putting my revenge plot on hold.

But stopping to study… didn’t that mean that I was giving the principal what he wanted? I know that you’re thinking, ‘What’s so bad about him wanting me to succeed?’ No—that’s not what he wanted. He wanted me to submit; this was about confirming his power, not about helping a struggling student succeed. If he cared for my success, he would have never resorted to using blackmail to get me to cooperate.

I struggled to focus on my studies. A terrible conflict nagged at me like a tick latched to the back of my neck.

Every day was a fight, a constant tussle between staying on track with my studies and acting on the urge to expose the principal. Every hour spent hitting the books felt like I was giving in, playing right into his hands. But there was also this voice in my head, telling me that focusing on my grades was what I really needed to do, that I could beat him at his own game by just succeeding. Maybe he secretly wanted me to fail so that he could laugh and say, ‘I told you so.’

The textbooks in front of me seemed like a mountain, and all I could think about was that smug face of the principal, but each time I tried to study, there was this whisper in my head telling me that this, studying, getting good grades, was the real victory.

It was tough; every time I tried to study, the principal’s face would appear in my mind, his hidden activities like shadows whispering to me, telling me to act, to expose him. It felt like a betrayal, like I was losing myself in the process, just becoming another cog in the machine.

Maybe he had no secrets; maybe I was just projecting my own problems onto him. Maybe he was just another faculty member who was sick of my insurrection.

I was on the precipice of a realization that if I wanted to get out of this place with a clean record and a degree, I needed to study, needed to get my grades up. It was this internal battle every day; part of me wanted to throw the books away and focus entirely on bringing him down, but the other part knew the importance of securing my future.

It was like a daily internal war, studying while plotting, trying to manage both my academic life and my secret mission of exposing the principal’s true colours.

But every time I tried to find some dirt on him, I came up with nothing. I was becoming more convinced that he was clean, and that I was delusional, and maybe even suffering from some paranoid neurosis.

And every time I went on the hunt for evidence to prove to myself that my hunch was correct, I lost a little more time. I’d hardly scraped the surface of the material that I needed to study.

Every day was a new challenge, balancing my desires and my responsibilities, it was exhausting, but there was something within me, some stubborn spark that refused to die, that kept me going, kept me fighting.

The battle was internal but the effects were real. I was walking on a thin line, balancing my acts of rebellion with my responsibilities. And all I knew was that I wasn’t going to let him win, wasn’t going to let him have control over my life.

The principal thought he had me figured out, thought he could control me with his threats, but what he didn’t know was that I was playing the long game. I was willing to do whatever it took to ensure I came out of this mess on top, whether that meant burying my nose in the textbooks or sneaking around to expose his secrets.

I could do both… I thought that I could do both. Then, I realized the quiz was just a day away and I hadn’t even covered half of the material that needed covered.
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Ishould have spent that last night studying, but after dinner, it came to the attention of the students that most of the faculty had gone to another building on the campus for an annual staff Halloween party. Only a few teachers were left behind to keep watch over the vast number of students who resided in that massive brick heritage building.

How could I miss this opportunity?

Out my window, I saw a few cars pull up. I saw grown women in seductive costumes sneak into that party building. The other students saw what I saw, and became excited. The sight of scantily-clad women (even middle-aged ones) made them remember their rebellious spirit that had been crushed by the school. Some of my peers got together and began hatching plans to go and spy on the party. One of my bunkmates even openly said that he wanted to watch the girls through the window while masturbating.

Animals—all of them. They were like hungry dogs seeing bleeding meat. One my bunkmates was even trying to conceal an erection as he stared at the glowing building across from our bedroom window.

A few students snuck out, and a the teachers caught on fast. The few patrolling faculty members were overwhelmed, and it was the perfect distraction. I decided to take that opportunity to try to break into the principal’s office.

I made my way down the dark hallways and up darkened stairwells. His office was, as expected, locked. I tried to pick the lock, but was no expert on the subject. I thought about using force to get in—breaking the little window… but couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I kept my hunt going, not letting that locked door stop me completely. I decided to look in other offices. Maybe I could find something on one of the teachers, which I could use against the principal. I spent hours going through closets and desks, sure that I would find something.

I knew that I losing my studying time. I knew that I was doomed to fail that quiz at this rate… and we were only an hour away from ‘lights out’ time, which meant no more time to study.

“Shit,” I mumbled.

Then, I found something, in the office of the grey-bearded teacher. I froze as I lifted the lid from that box, which was supposed to contain staples. No—there were no staples inside; just pictures of young men, my age, dressed in lingerie, posed in provocative poses. Some of the pictures were downright pornographic: young men on their backs, erections in their hands—some even being sodomized by larger, hairier men.

“Jesus,” I whispered.

The pictures—I think—were legal. The young men looked of legal age, but barely. I don’t think the teacher took the photos himself. They weren’t Polaroids; they were printed.

“Holy crap,” I said. And it was just what I needed; now, I didn’t need to take that stupid quiz; I could just blackmail my way to good grades.

I thought about how I would do it. Would I take the photos and slap them onto his desk, and say ‘Ha!” That could work… or it could fail. Technically, the teacher hadn’t broken any laws—and maybe not even any rules. This was his private office, and those photos were legal, even if they weren’t in good taste. Maybe he would be embarrassed enough to give me a pass… or maybe I would just piss him off. Maybe I would make him want to rat me out to the principal: a failed quiz (technically two) and a failed attempt at blackmail.

But maybe there was something else I could do to convince him to give me good grades… because the ship had already sailed on being able to study my way to good grades.

I peered out the window and saw that staff Halloween party. There were girls there, in skimpy outfits. Now, I just had to figure out how to get my hands on one of those outfits.

I risked everything by sneaking out of the building, even though I knew the patrolling staff were on high-alert. I went to the party and peered through the windows. I watched, even seeing the principal, dressed like Dracula, flirting with some middle-aged woman dressed as a nurse, complete with fishnet stockings.

If I could somehow get that outfit… or any of the other feminine costumes. There was a girl in the room, younger than the teachers, dressed like Tinkerbell, if Tinkerbell started working the streets.

Then, a stroke of luck: one of the teachers, drunk, spilled his drink on the chest of a woman dressed as Alice. The woman looked to be close to fifty, and the costume was too small for her body. She recoiled, gasping at the new stain. Then, after much apologizing, she left, going to her car to retrieve a change of clothes. I watched from the bush as she changed, getting naked in the back seat of her car: the first tits I’d seen in ages. She put on an unflattering pantsuit and retuned to the party.

“Please be unlocked,” I whispered. I tried the door. “Bingo!” The door was unlocked, and there was the little blue, frilly Alice costume. She even discarded the blonde wig in the back of the car. I scrunched it all into a ball and ran off, back to my room, avoiding being caught. My heart was racing and sweat was tickling the back of my neck—but I had the costume.

My bunkmates were asleep—except for one, who was too busy masturbating to realize I’d entered. I crawled into my bunk and puled my covers over myself before using the flashlight on my school-supplied tablet to light my little tent. Now, reality was catching up with me. What exactly was I planning on doing with this? When I hatched the plan to steal it, it seemed so obvious and so clear, but now… it just seemed outrageous!

But what other choice had I given myself? It was too late to cram for the test. My eyes were heavy and that test was coming up, first period. I knew that the teacher had a soft spot for boys dressed up like girls—and it really did seem like my only saving grace.


CHAPTER 5
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Iwoke up before the others, before the crack of the first morning light. The hallways were quiet—not even faculty members awake and roaming the hallways. I went down the hall, skipping the big bathroom that most of us used, and opting for the small bathroom at the far, far end of the hallway, where I knew I would have some privacy.

I had the dress with me—and the white stockings, and the wig. First order of business: cleaning the beer stain. I ran the sink hot and then used hand soap to scrub. There was a clunky old air dryer on the wall, which I used to dry out the spot for about fifteen minutes before it was adequately dry. The stain was still very much there, but at least it no longer stank like beer.

I pulled up the stockings. I put on the dress. I got that wig onto my head. I looked into the mirror and groaned. The outfit fit—yes—but that didn’t mean that it looked good on me.

I tried to force a smile. I tried to adjust my posture. My whole scheme was crashing and burning before my eyes. But I had to make myself look good. I had to be ‘cute’ for the teacher, knowing that he had a thing for petite guys in dresses.

And just what was I planning to do? Would I strut around his classroom and try to seduce him? What if he took the bait? What if he wanted to touch me? What if he wanted to put his mouth on me… or worse—what if he wanted me to put my mouth on him?

I pushed those thoughts away. Now, I was taking it one step at a time. I couldn’t worry about the grand scheme right now; I was in panic mode. Class would begin in two hours. In one hour, the teachers would arrive for work, to get things ready for class. I had to get into that classroom before anybody saw me in the halls, which meant I now had about 50 minutes to figure this out.

I tried different poses in front of the mirror, planting my hands on my hips, spreading out my legs, arching my back further back. I heaved out my chest and tried on a few different sultry faces.

I needed makeup, but I had none. What could I use instead?

In a nearby closet was some school supplies. There, I found a box of markers: washable markers, but maybe that would work. First, I drew some black on my fingertips. Then, I rubbed that black smudginess around my eyes, creating a sort of poor-woman’s eyeshadow. Okay, it didn’t look half-bad, under the circumstances. Next, I used that same black marker to try to darken my lashes: a poor woman’s mascara—and honestly, the effect wasn’t so bad. I remembered girls doing the same thing in junior-high school, after the school banned makeup.

Next, I used a similar technique with the red marker on my fingertips before transferring it to my cheekbones, to give me that e-girl blushing look.

Maybe I wasn’t looking quite so bad. What else could I do to make myself look somewhat convincing?

I took a deep breath, trying to quell the rising panic within me. Time was ticking down, every passing second bringing closer the moment of revelation. I needed to look convincing, believable, yet I was running out of options.

I rummaged through the supplies, looking for anything that could aid my makeshift transformation.

I continued my hasty transformation, using a brown marker to draw thin, delicate lines around my eyes, mimicking eyeliner. It wasn’t perfect, but under the dim light, it was passable.

Then, my eyes fell on a high lighter. Could it add some shimmer to my face, to mimic a highlighter that girls use? With hesitation, I swiped it over my cheekbones, hoping to add a hint of glow. It was subtle but somewhat effective.

My heart was racing as I evaluated my reflection in the mirror, analyzing every detail, adjusting every makeshift accessory. I was nowhere near convincing, but it was the best I could manage with school supplies and less than an hour.

I added the final touches, adjusting my posture, practicing my walk, trying to mimic the feminine sway I’d observed over the years. I’d heard girls talking about mannerisms; they were always conscious of how they held themselves, unlike guys. Now, I had to be conscious of every little detail. Every step, every move had to be calculated, had to be convincing. I practiced a softer, higher pitched voice, repeated phrases, trying to get the intonation right.

Sweat beaded on my forehead, my heart pounding in my chest as the minutes ticked away. It was almost time, almost the moment of truth. I looked at my reflection one last time, the boyish face staring back at me, now adorned with makeshift makeup and accessories. Maybe it wasn’t as boyish as I thought. Maybe this was going to work…

What did that even mean? What did success even look like? How far was I willing to go.

I didn’t have time to think about it.


CHAPTER 6
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Iwas in his classroom before any teachers were stirring in the hallways. I paced around, heart racing. I knew that I was taking a massive risk—maybe the biggest gamble of my life.

I still had no fucking clue what I was doing there.

I hopped up onto a desk, crossing my stocking-clad legs. I gripped the edge of the desk firmly with pale knuckles. I took a deep breath. I could feel my heart rate increasing; soon, I would be fighting away cardiac arrest.

This would all be over quickly, I kept telling myself.

Every noise made me perk up. Every time a figure passed the door window, I thought about jumping to my feet and running to hide.

I was a bundle of nerves, the tension in the room palpable. The atmosphere was charged, every second stretching into eternity. My body was taut, like a string pulled too tight, ready to snap at the slightest provocation.

The silence was deafening, every sound magnified, every breath echoing. My thoughts were racing, mind in overdrive, anticipating the impending confrontation. What was I even hoping to accomplish? My entire being was on edge, a mix of fear, anticipation, and adrenaline.

The shadows outside the door seemed to dance, each movement making my heart jump. Every flicker of light, every shadow passing the window was a precursor to the showdown. I felt like a prey animal, senses heightened, alert to every potential danger.

I could barely breathe, every inhale sharp, every exhale shaky. I was walking on a razor’s edge, the smallest misstep threatening to send me plummeting into the abyss. The ticking clock seemed to mock me, each tick a reminder of the impending collision course I was on.

Then, the moment arrived, the doorknob turned, and the door creaked open. It was him, my teacher, his eyes locking onto mine immediately. A mix of surprise, confusion, and realization crossed his face. The air in the room became even more stifling, the tension ratcheting up to an almost unbearable level.

He kept staring, at first likely trying to figure out if I was some figment of his imagination, then, once he realized I was real, he spent a moment trying to figure out who I was. It finally clicked.

“Max… what… what are you doing here?” His voice was a mixture of disbelief and caution, his gaze never leaving mine.

I had to maintain composure, had to keep control. My voice, shaky but determined, filled the charged silence, “Oh, just thought I'd surprise you,” I forced a sultry smile, my mind screaming at the absurdity of it all.

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him, his movements deliberate, his eyes analyzing, probing. “This… this isn’t appropriate, Max. You need to leave, now,” he uttered firmly, but I could see the flicker of doubt, the shadow of temptation in his eyes.

I pushed down the rising wave of fear, the choking sensation of panic. “Oh come on,” I purred, pushing the boundaries, playing my part in this dangerous game, “I thought you might like a little surprise,” I teased, my voice betraying a hint of fear masked as coyness.

He was struggling, I could see it in his eyes, the battle between morality and desire, between duty and temptation. He took a step closer, his resolve waning, his defences crumbling. “Max… you… you don’t know what you’re doing…” he stuttered, the internal struggle evident in his voice.

Every fibre of my being was screaming to run, to get out, but I was committed, trapped in this high-stakes game of cat and mouse. “Maybe I do… maybe I know exactly what I’m doing,” I countered, my voice a whisper, my body tense, ready to spring. “Maybe I just really… want you.” It was hard to push those words out, but I had to say them, otherwise this was all a waste of my time and my dignity.

We were on a collision course, the tension reaching a boiling point, the air thick with unsaid words, unacknowledged desires. The silence was broken by our uneven breaths, the room shrinking, the walls closing in.

My heart was pounding in my chest. “So?” I said. “Let’s party.”

“What do you want, Max?” he growled through clenched teeth.

“I just want you—to take me however you want me.”

“What do you really want?” he hissed.

I was silent for a moment. “I wouldn’t say no to a pass on the quiz,” I grinned; I knew it was a risk, exposing my intentions—but I was sure that they were obvious from the start.

He stood there, staring at me. He was considering it. I had him where I wanted him… though maybe I didn’t actually want to go through with whatever it was that I was offering to him.

Suddenly, he began unbuttoning his shirt. I felt my skin turning pale. The room turned silent. He was red, beginning to perspire. I stuttered but was unable to say anything. His shirt hit the desk. His eyes locked on my body. He took a deep breath. “D—Down off the desk,” he said quietly. He eyed the door behind him. He straightened his neck. “On your knees.”

“O—Okay,” I said. My mind was failing me—unable to process what was happening. I went down to my knees. The thin white stockings did little to protect my knees from the cold floor. Why was I submitting to his demands? Was I this desperate for a passing grade? Well, if he was willing to undress before me and request some sort of sexual favour, then he was probably willing to give in to my demands too.

But was this what I wanted? Was this really so much better than having spent the time studying? Hell no—but what else could I do now? If he went to the principal with a pair of failed quizzes, that would probably leave me on a sex offenders list for the rest of my life.

I watched him as he unzipped his fly. Out came his semi-erect cock: fat, veiny, curved. It glistened, possibly sweaty, as his foreskin pulled back. He was ready to put his whole life on the line for his dark desires. He was willing to risk losing his teaching job, just for a couple minutes of pleasure.

Now, I was weighing my options. How could I flip this around? How could I come out on top of this? Was submitting my only option?

I opened my mouth and closed my eyes. My subconscious was running the show now, and my subconscious apparently thought a few uncomfortable minutes was worth it if it meant living another day at that school.

I felt it: warm, thick, pulsing—salty as it was tinged with his sweat. I groaned; he pushed into my mouth. I heard him groan: a loud, deep sound. His fat fingers pushed into my hair. He pulled me into his pelvis, his tip pushing against the back of my throat. My God! I was sucking his cock!

No—this couldn’t be happening! I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to have this experience… but what could I do now? I’d come this far. I’d already lost my dignity; there was no getting that back. My masculinity was long gone. My self-worth had been crushed under the weight of his fat, throbbing dick.

He began to thrust. “Suck it, baby,” he whispered.

It was a minute before I was able to bob my head, keeping my eyes closed. He groaned. “You’re so fucking hot,” he growled. I hoped that was just pillow talk and not the truth. I didn’t want to be ‘hot’.

He kept thrusting. The taste didn’t get better. It was still salty. I was tempted to bite his ugly cock, but I knew that I was so close to being free from this horror. I kept sucking. Then, I knew that if I gave him a few good pumps, I could speed things along, so I reached up and gripped his shaft, pumping it while I sucked.

He trembled all over. He groaned louder. His cock twitched. I knew he wouldn’t last long. I just had to hold on… one more minute.

Dirty talk! That would get him off faster! I looked up, into his eyes. “You want to cum in my mouth, baby?” I asked in by best young-girl voice.

He quivered. He stuttered. And that turned out to be enough—though I wasn’t prepared for it; he erupted, on my tongue, spewing thick, white, salty cum into my mouth.

I gagged, but he held me still, filling my mouth. It was awful… but also, in a weird way, strangely satisfying; I knew that I had the good grades that I needed. I knew that I wouldn’t have to face the principal—for at least one day.

I rushed over to his waste bin and spat out his load as he zipped up. “Nobody knows about this,” he growled at me.

“And my grades?” I asked.

He turned red. “You’ll get an A on this one.”

I smiled, still tasting his cum on my lips. “Thanks, baby,” I whispered, and then I rushed over to the closet where I’d stashed my school uniform and some wet-wipes to clean my face. Once I was cleaned up, I rushed through the classroom and joined my peers in the hallways as they got ready for class.
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The teacher was red in the face through class, occasionally stuttering, occasionally losing track of his thoughts. The brain-dead students didn’t notice anything awry—and maybe it wasn’t unusual behaviour for him—maybe it was just something that I was now noticing because I was hyper-aware of the tension.

He handed back the quizzes. Mine was marked with an A+, which was much more generous than I was expecting. He didn’t look me in the eye as he handed it to me.

In the hallway, I stared at that quiz. My hands were trembling. I’d never seen a grade like that: A+. I tried to think of the best grade I ever got (that wasn’t in gym class). Maybe a C+?

I knew the answers on the page were wrong, and the grade wasn’t deserved… but that didn’t mean that I didn’t work for it. I sacrificed more than I’d ever sacrificed before for that grade—so in my opinion, I deserved it. I risked everything for that quiz grade…

I want to say that I quickly bounced back from the whole experience, but the awkwardness loomed over me for the next week. Whenever I was near that teacher, there was a terrible silence, red faces, gazes turned towards the floor.

Then came another quiz—a pop quiz, which I was not prepared for. The questions may as well have been in Japanese. It wasn’t multiple choice, so I just jotted down nonsense and prayed for mercy. Then, he marked all the tests and handed them back.

Another A+.

I was stunned. How long was this going to go on for? How many quizzes were going to come with good grades despite a complete lack of effort?

Another week passed, another quiz—and another A+. As the teacher handed it to me, he said through clenched teeth: “You need to start studying the material.”

“Okay,” I said.

The next week, the grade slipped. A-.

“Max. Start studying,” he growled at me.

But I was so far behind; I was struggling to focus on the coursework. I would start studying, and then my focus would be derailed by the faculty of that boarding school. I would see teachers in the hallways, acting strange, acting aloof. It was December 1st when I walked in on the school’s math teacher having a private moment in the bathroom.

It was the staff bathroom, and I wasn’t supposed to be using it, but I hated using the student bathroom (which was rarely cleaned), so I usually just let myself into the staff bathroom (which was never locked). There he was, erection in hand, pumping as fast and as hard as he could, cheeks dark red, with a laptop in front of him, showing images of dangerously young women.

I rushed away quickly, overwhelmed with an embarrassment that was probably ten-times worse for him. When I saw him next, two periods later, he was quiet, awkward, hardly looking up from his desk. I didn’t say anything. I just pretended like it never happened. Then, two days later, a curious thing happened: the results of our math test came in, and my grade was much better than it should have been: an A.

I knew the grade was not accurate. I knew that he’d fudged the numbers—maybe to keep me from blabbing about the embarrassment, or maybe to thank me for staying quiet for as long as I had.

I would have told people about what I’d seen—but I didn’t have any friends within that compound. I didn’t want to be friends with any of these brain-dead losers; I just wanted to survive for seven more months.

I didn’t mind the good grades that I was getting, between the two classes. December report cards came in on December 8th, and I was stunned to see that my average had gone from a D to a C+. It was, by far, the best report card I’d ever gotten.

I must have stared at it for an hour, sitting in the student lounge. Every time I blinked, I half-expected my vision to correct itself and reveal a D where that C was. Then, the principal ruined the moment by stepping up behind me and saying, “A C+ isn’t going to cut it.”

I turned to look at him. He had a small smirk on his face, as if he got a kick out of ruining my moment. He was worse than the bullies I dealt with through middle school. “What’s wrong with a C+?” I asked.

“We expect more from our students here,” he said. “You were expelled from multiple schools. That’s going to be reflected on your academic record. If you’re going to make up for it, you need better grades.”

He just had to ruin my moment. Before I could say anything, he walked off, leaving me frustrated and steaming.

Maybe his goal was to get me to study harder, but now, I was just re-motivated to find dirt on him. I hadn’t forgotten about that mysterious box that he kept hidden in that spare classroom. I knew that he was up to something.

Another part of me just wanted to study my ass off, get good grades, and then shove them into his face…

But I didn’t necessarily have to study hard to get good grades. There was another way...
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On December 18th, we were (for the first time since September) taken outside of that compound. There was a Christmas parade, and we were supposed to be part of it, walking behind the local mechanic’s float, and in front of the local leader of the conservative riding. “Smile and wave at people,” the principal told us. It was a boring two hours of walking through cold streets, and then we were given an hour to ‘enjoy the festivities’. They had a few booths selling knickknacks and hot chocolate and whatnot. We had no cash, so there wasn’t much for us to do.

But as we all stood around, I noticed a nearby clothing store; it was a shop for young women—the type of shop no dad wants his daughter shopping at, but not quite a lingerie store: short skirts, fishnet stockings, low-cut tops, and so on. While nobody was paying attention, I walked over and slipped inside. The shop owner smiled at me and I smiled back.

I eyed some of the outfits that were on mannequins. There were some very sexual, suggestive outfits—and the mannequins had wigs too. The outfits and wigs were much better than the Alice costume that I stole at the Halloween party.

Now, I was wandering through the shop. “Looking for something?” the owner asked.

“Something for my girlfriend,” I lied.

My original plan was to steal—I’d done it before, many times. It would have been so easy; the shop was cluttered and there were two exits. I could easily slip some items into my coat without the owner seeing… but a strange guilt washed over me: a feeling that I wasn’t quite used to. I just couldn’t bring myself to steal from the shop. The owner just seemed so… innocent.

I growled under my breath, disappointed in my inability to break the law.

So I came up with a different plan. I went back outside and spotted the principal, talking to a couple of young women who ran the new yoga studio in town. He was captivated with them—probably wishing he could fuck them—so I sauntered over and ‘bumped’ into him. The moron kept his wallet in his back pocket, so getting it was no problem. I didn’t feel so guilty stealing from him.

I took the wallet back into the shop, and then I bought myself some clothes: a full outfit containing a skirt, fishnet stockings, a lace crop top, a black choker necklace, and then yes, I had to steal a wig.

Then, I stuffed the outfit into the inner pockets of my jacket, went back out, bumped back into the principal, slipping that wallet in his pocket again, and I went to catch up with my peers. “Learn to walk,” he sneered at me.

“Sorry, sir,” I said, putting on a sad-puppy face, trying not to grin after spending $220 of his money. I had a feeling he wouldn’t even notice.

That night, once everyone was asleep, I snuck out from my room and went into the bathroom, into a stall. I got dressed up in my new attire. I used some of the same old techniques: washable marker to create eyeshadow, and then highlighter to create a sort of contouring effect. Then, I crept out from the stall to judge my work in the mirror.

The light in the bathroom was far from flattering. I stood there for a few minutes, turning left, turning right—and then the door opened and I gasped as one of the teachers stepped in. I didn’t have him in any of my classes. Now, he was just staring at me, looking like he was seconds away from hitting some red button that would sound an alarm.

“What are you doing in here?” he asked with a strange intensity in his eyes.

“I—I’m just… Using the bathroom.”

“It’s past curfew, and this isn’t just… a bathroom break!”

I could see trouble in his eyes. I could tell he was about to escalate this with the principal, so I acted on a sudden instinct. “Want to play with me?” I asked, turning my chin down and batting my lashes.

HIs face flushed red. He stuttered and then looked around, to see if there were other students in the bathroom. “Y—You should be in your room, sleeping,” he said.

“Maybe we could just do the sleeping here… together,” I said.

His lips parted, and now, he looked afraid. I knew that I was possibly making my situation much worse… but I felt I needed to take the risk.

And then he turned around and locked the door—which we weren’t allowed to do. He came towards me and put his trembling, sweaty palms on my arms. “You—You look just like a girl,” he muttered. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead. “You’re so… feminine.”

“I can be feminine,” I whispered, and then I dropped to my knees. I was acting on instinct. My mind was spinning, but I was able to capture a thought: maybe this could be to my advantage. Maybe I needed to have more men on my side. He wasn’t my teacher (this term), but maybe he would be next term. If he ended up being one of my six teachers next term, I could guarantee myself a slight bump to my grades.

So I took his cock out from his slacks and I began to suck, and he offered up no resistance. He allowed me to bob my head back and forth on his shaft, sliding his veiny member on my tongue. “How does that feel?” I asked.

“G—Good,” he whispered, constantly looking back at the locked door.

“Want me to go deeper?” I asked. I had no idea where those impulses were coming from, but I assumed it was from some sense of self-preservation.

“Okay,” he said.

I leaned in far, pushing his tip down my throat, making myself gag slightly. I sucked harder and faster. I had him erected in no time. Then I gripped his cock and began beating it. “Want to come on my face?”

“Yeah,” he said.

“Then do it,” I said.

“I—I’d rather come in your ass though.”

My heart stuttered and I felt a coldness consume me. “O—Okay,” I said. Then I spat on his cock and stood up, turning around flipping up my skirt. “Don’t ruin my outfit,” I said.

He pushed his tip into my hole, making me gasp. He was thick, and I was tight. Why was I doing this? Why was I reducing myself to being some crossdressing slut? Was this really the solution to my problems?

He pushed deeper. I screamed. Then, his sweaty palm reached around and pushed against my lips, muffling me. His other hand reached and grabbed my throat, clenching almost enough that I couldn’t breathe—but I was able to wheeze air into my lungs. Maybe it was a sort of threat… Maybe it was just his way of getting off.

He began to thrust, gripping my throat and muffling my mouth. He pumped hard, and then harder. I tried to scream, but it was hard—and I was losing air. I could feel myself turning red, feeling dizzy—and I could feel every inch of his veiny member sliding back and forth.

I groaned.

He didn’t last long. After a minute, he bellowed a deep noise and then gushed into me. His thick cream spilled in my asshole—and that’s where it stayed all night.

After he scurried out of the bathroom, I tried to sit on the toilet to ‘expel’ his seed, but it wasn’t coming. I just had to wait until lunch the next day when it finally decided to ooze out of me; I guess it took that long for my muscles to relax post-sex.

Then, as fate would have it, we had a big exam, which I wasn’t prepared for. I fumbled through it—and then that same teacher walked into the room. “Mr. Gamble will be helping me to score the exams,” said our teacher, and then Mr. Gamble, who had fucked me in the bathroom the night before, just happened to get my exam, which he gave an A+.

I was very quickly learning that being a whore was paying off. The more I sacrificed my body to the depraved men, the better my grades were. So a few evenings later, when I saw one of my teachers crossing the courtyard to go into the library late at night, I decided to follow, slipping into a bathroom along the way to get myself dolled up.

My heart raced the whole time, and I knew that I was playing a dangerous game. I knew that I was bound to run into one teacher who had a molecule of morality at some point. I knew that I would eventually encounter a teacher who would say no to me and then report me to the principal.

But I had a good instinct with this particular teacher, Mr. Monroe. Just two days earlier, in class, I saw his computer screen reflection on the window behind him, and I could make out a few of his browser tabs: not quite porn, but as close to it as the school’s internet would allow. He was just as depraved and deprived as the other teachers. So when I found him alone on the second floor of the library, I was hardly surprised to find him masturbating (the teachers all had shared rooms—two to a room). He looked at me, pale, and then I walked over and climbed onto his lap. I sat down on his erection and began grinding him between my butt cheeks. I said nothing, and he said nothing. He just put his hands on me and then leaned into my chest and began kissing, licking, and sucking. I allowed him into my anus; his cock wasn’t very big, so it wasn’t much of a shock. I bounced on his lap, and he came very, very fast. Then I planted a little kiss on his cheek and said, “Thanks for the A, Mr. Monroe.”

And I got that A just a few days later, on the year-end exam.

On the last day of school (before the winter break, which we would spend on campus), Mr. Turner (the first teacher I fooled around with), came to me and whispered in my ear, “Library, tonight, dressed up.”

And it was his way of saying, ‘Put out again or the free grades stop.’ So that night, I showed up, hair in pigtails, skirt hiked up high to leave little to the imagination. And then he feasted on me. He wanted to suck my cock. He made me suck his. He rolled me onto my stomach on a desk and he pumped me ruthlessly, drops of sweat falling onto my back. He pumped me until I had no energy, and then he left me limp on a desk, cleaning himself up and then leaving me alone. It took a few minutes to get up to my feet.
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For Christmas break, most of the teachers left to be with their families, but that wasn’t an option for most of us. They shipped in a few staff members to help to watch the students for that two-week break, but the new staff were not terribly strict or very interested in staying up late to work night shifts. I heard a couple of the new staff members bitching about terrible pay, and considering walking away.

At night, many of us slipped out from our rooms and took over the common rooms, even turning on the TVs without anyone coming to stop us.

The principal left a few days before Christmas, and sent a message to all of the students, letting us all know that he would be back a few days after Boxing Day.

I knew that I wasn’t going to get a better opportunity. His office was locked, but I was determined to get in, to get the key to that mysterious box. Of course, I also spent some time trying to carefully pick the lock of that box, thinking it would be easier than picking his office lock—but that wasn’t the case.

It was Christmas Day when, using a pair of pins, I managed to pop his lock open. I nearly screamed for joy after two long days of fiddling with that lock. Now, I was in his office, looking for a key that would fit that box. And I was sure that I was going to find it. I went through drawers, and then heard staff coming, so I snuck off and gave up for the day. Later that night, I returned, sure that I would find that key, with all the time in the world to search.

Though I knew there was a chance that key was on the same ring as his car-keys. There was a good chance that key didn’t exist in that office.

Oh, and did I mention how big his office was? Maybe you’re imagining a small room with a desk, but that wasn’t the case. The principal’s office was the school’s old library, which had been converted into a luxury office/smoke room after a new library building was commissioned in 1932. His office had about ten-thousand books on about one-hundred shelves. There were multiple desks, multiple oak cabinets, and a whole corner of the room was being used as extra storage for the school’s old computer systems.

It would take more than an hour to search the whole thing.

But I didn’t get an hour. I was digging through a drawer when I looked up and saw one of the new faculty members standing before me. “What is this?” he said. “Stand up—right now!”

“I—It’s not what it looks like,” I whispered. My voice was hardly functional.

“What is it then?”

I paused for a moment, trying to invent an excuse. “He has one of my workbooks. He was supposed to give it back before he left for vacation, but he forgot, and now I need it to study.”

“Sounds like bullshit to me,” he said. “Come on.”

He led me to a room and made me sit down. It was a cold, dark room. Now, he was staring at me. “Wait here while I get an incident report to fill out.”

“Please don’t report this,” I said, knowing the principal would just love to hear what I’d done. This would be the end of me; this would officially make me a ‘sex offender’.

“I have to,” he said. He filled out the report while I sat there, on the verge of tears. I tried pleading and begging, but he wouldn’t budge. He was going to get me in shit.

But the incident report system was outdated—not on the computer. He kept the report and told me he would hand it off in two days, when the principal was back.

I had two days to figure out how to convince him to spare me. It didn’t take long to come up with the idea of digging into my little bag of feminine clothes.

That next night, I put on the sultry little outfit, the wig, the choker, and the fishnets (I’d made a point of shaving my legs a few days earlier). Then, with a pounding heart, I went out to find the patrolling staff member. I found him up near the principal’s office. He stared at me with a white complexion. I winked at him and then turned and ran into an empty classroom. He came in a minute later, carefully stepping, and trembling. I was sitting up on a desk, playfully swinging my legs back and forth. “Want to play with me?” I asked in that feminine voice that I’d been practising.

I climbed up onto my hands and knees and lifted the skirt before spreading my ass cheeks wide to show him my puckering hole.

Of course he took the bait.

I was quickly learning that I could seduce any man in that complex. The complete absence of women seemed to drop their standards down to some absolute low—or maybe I was just more cute and convincing than I realized.

His hands were all over me. His lips were on mine, his tongue pushing into my mouth. He laid me out and felt me everywhere, appreciating every inch of my body. He squeezed me and caressed me. He had his way with me for the next hour, fingering me, stroking me, pulling my hair, licking me all over. Finally, he had me bent over, my hair in his clenched fist. He pulled my hair back hard as he drove into me with his thick, erect cock—but once inside of me and thrusting, he didn’t last long. He unloaded inside of me, and then said nothing as he stumbled away. Not one word was said as he awkwardly left the room, but I knew that incident report wouldn’t make it through.
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Before the beginning of class in January, I had one more encounter with one of my teachers-to-be, Mr. Carlson, who taught senior history. I sought him out late one night when I discovered that he would often go for long walks down the forest trails on mild nights.

I nearly regretted the decision to find him, dolled up in that miniskirt and wig, after seeing his reaction. At first, he was angry and flabbergasted. He went on a rant about how he was going to get me kicked out of the school… but like the men before him, he had cravings that he just couldn’t hold back. He got what he wanted, pinning me against a tree, with snow falling into my little booties. He rammed me from behind for nearly forty minutes. I was weak and sore by the end of it—and he didn’t leave without making me an agreement. “Once a week,” he said. “Got it?”

I nodded like a good, submissive puppy, and then we parted ways.

I’d fucked four out of five of my teachers by the end of the second week of the new term. The only teacher I didn’t bother with was our biology teacher, because, as it turned out, I wasn’t half-bad at biology and was fine with a B. In fact, it was almost better to have a B in the mix so that the flurry of As that I was getting wouldn’t look quite so suspicious.

But the principal was still suspicious. I couldn’t help but notice that he was watching more more than usual. He would walk by my classes and his gaze would lock onto mine. He always looked angry, though it was hard to believe that he was still salty about my escape attempt, which was almost four months behind us. I’d been a good little puppy since then—as far as he was aware.

But maybe I’d been too good; maybe I’d turned the script a little too hard. By the end of January, when all of the initial term grades were logged, my average came out to an A-, which made me the top of the graduating class.

I felt strangely proud of myself, as if it was some sort of accomplishment—even though I knew that it wasn’t like I earned those grades through hard studying and intense focus in class. I earned those grades my own way, and seeing the frustrated face on the principal just made it so much more satisfying. He wouldn’t even look at me now, just fuming as if I’d ruined his entire week.

The very next night, I slipped out of my room, about to head to the bathroom to get dolled up to see Mr. Monroe for our scheduled ‘meeting.’ I’d already done some preparation under my covers: fingering myself gently with one finger, then two, then three—so it wouldn’t hurt too much when he penetrated me. But I didn’t make it to the bathroom, because there was the principal, standing in the hallway. I gasped and froze.

“Where are you going, Max?” he asked.

“What are you doing here?”

“I’m taking over the odd night shift,” he said—and I had a feeling that he was on night shift specifically to get to me. Thankfully, I didn’t have the outfit with me. I’d found a place in the bathroom to stash it: behind a loose baseboard that was behind one of the toilets—up in the wall between a pair of studs. I’d only found that spot a couple days earlier—and thank God for that, or I would have been caught now.

“I’m just going pee,” I said. “I’m allowed to go pee, right?”

He stared at me, looking frustrated as he tried to think of a way to call me out—but there was nothing he could say. I went to the bathroom and then returned to my room, missing my ‘date’ with Mr. Monroe. I would have to find another opportunity to see the teacher, to ensure that I kept my grades up.

Thankfully, one missed meeting wasn’t enough for him to tank my grades. He had to play it careful, not wanting to frustrate me to the pint that I felt the need to expose him or to cut him off from the closest thing to a woman he could get in that compound.

The principal was there again the next night, and the night after. He was depriving himself of sleep because he knew that I was up to something, and he was determined to catch me. It was like a game of cat and mouse—sometimes he was the cat, and sometimes he was the mouse. I knew he was hiding something; I knew that it was dark… but he knew that I was up to something. One of us was going to end up caught; I had to make sure that it was him and not me.


CHAPTER 10
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The principal was beginning to look pale, with sunken eyes, collecting sleepless nights and apparently finding no time to catch up on sleep. I wondered if he’d been eating. I couldn’t understand why he was so determined to uncover me—unless he’d somehow found some evidence of what I’d been doing. Had someone squealed on me?

I thought about canning my whole operation, but I had five months and change left before graduation, and I hadn’t bought myself five months of good grades. After missing a week of ‘meetings’, I was already noticing a change in the attitude of the teachers. They wanted their fill; as their horniness crept back into them, so did their frustrations. Now, they were looking at me like someone depriving them of something that belonged to them.

And I was quickly realizing that I’d probably taken on a big task that was far above my head. The pressure was getting to me now. And the worst part of it all was: I wanted to go to those meetings. I’d started to… enjoy them. I’d started to like the way the men handled me, using me, lusting over me; it was strangely satisfying. It was also strangely satisfying making the men moan and groan with pleasure. They were obsessed with me—and I’d never had that before.

But now, I couldn’t go to get that little fill. The principal was constantly watching me.

My own horniness was growing inside of me. Two weeks went by without any sexual stimulation, and I was starting to tingle all over. I was beginning to have vivid, intense dreams: dreams of men (and sometimes women with strap-ons) bending me over and ramming me. I had an intense dream one night where three men were taking turns with me, and even penetrating me at the same time. Maybe it was a premonition, because exactly that happened a week later, when I finally found Mr. Monroe alone. I changed quickly in front of him and then he started to fuck me.

While he had me bent over a desk, another teacher walked in: another ‘client’ of mine. There was an awkward silence. Nothing was said as the newcomer stripped down and joined in, plugging my mouth while his coworker kept working on my ass. They switched sides. Then, they sat me down on one man while the other nestled in: two cocks in my ass at the same time. They pumped me, groaning, sweating, and screaming, until they were filling me with their thick cream.

My God, it was so satisfying—so intense that my own shaft became erected and spewed across my own chest and stomach. I was trembling all over when the men pulled out of me. Again, nothing was said as they cleaned themselves up, dressed, and left me alone. I scrambled to get changed, knowing that the principal was probably patrolling the hallways, looking for me.

My next report card came in late-February: an A-average. It was the best report card I’d ever gotten. One teacher had even gone into the system and changed my grades from the previous term—apparently a little thank-you nod to me, though it only made the principal more furiously suspicious. I woke up one night and he was in my room. I didn’t catch him going through my bags, but I knew that he had been; I could just sense it. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Routine check-ins,” he growled.

His intense suspicion was making me scared. Maybe he really did know what I’d been doing. Maybe he was looking for a dress or a wig so he could prove it. Now, I had to act with caution; it was just a matter of time before he caught me.

But being cautious was easier said than done, once the urges started returning. Now, it wasn’t even an urge to receive sexual satisfaction necessarily. I found myself just longing to wear that little feminine outfit. I’d rejected the last three haircuts that the school had offered (they had a hair dresser in every couple of weeks). My hair was getting long—almost feminine.

I’d taken it a step further, which I failed to mention earlier. The teachers put on a sort of ‘Chinese New Years’ themed party. Wives and girlfriends of the staff were invited after the students had gone to their rooms. I was desperate to get some makeup or maybe a new outfit, so I snuck over to the car park and searched cars for items to pillage. I found a nice perfume vial (a little sampler-size) in a purse. I also found a bottle of birth control pills, which I understood could give a man more feminine features if taken regularly, so I stole the whole bottle. For weeks, I’d been taking a few pills, and the changes were coming on quickly. My nipples had grown wider, and were getting puffy. I swear there was a bit of breast mass on my chest too. The little bit of facial hair that grew in patches was suddenly not returning—possibly from the hormone pills.

One night, I just snuck into the bathroom to get dolled up. I stayed in the bathroom, too afraid to be caught in the hallways. I just enjoyed feeling like a girl. Then, I put my male pyjamas on over my slip and then went back to my bed. Under the covers, I took the pyjamas off and slept daringly like a woman, feeling the soft satin and the tight lace.

I was changing; I knew that my body and mind were starting to drift into feminine territory. I knew that there was no looking back, but I wasn’t upset about it. In fact, I found myself feeling increasingly excited about it—so excited that I would sneak around when I had free time, looking for any material I could get on the subject of feminization. Most websites were blocked, but even just magazines were helpful. I found a book of famous Vogue pictures and spent hours flipping through the pages, feeling inspired by all the beautiful women and their femininity. My God, I knew that my brain was really changing now.

It was a Sunday night when I decided to put on my skirt, my crop top, my fishnets—and then I just wandered around the school. It was empty; teachers were mostly off for the day, and the other students had retired for the night, as we were supposed to wake up very early for a rare field trip to town. I took the opportunity to just… be a girl, even if it meant being a girl alone. I went up and down hallways, feeling the crisp late-winter air of those unheated wings on my skin—skin that I wasn’t used to keeping exposed when I wore male clothes.

I knew it was a risk, but I was being driven by some powerful inner desires. I don’t know why, but being in the hallways as a girl just felt so… liberating.

I knew it was a bad idea, but couldn’t help it. My better sensibilities were screaming at me to stop. I should have probably listened. “Stop!” yelled a deep male voice behind me.

I turned to see him: the principal, looking shocked and red in the face.

“Who let you in here?” he barked, apparently not quite close enough to see who he was talking too—surprisingly, because I wasn’t wearing a wig.

I just stood there.

“Well?” he asked.

Then, after about ten seconds, he figured it out. His eyes widened. For a moment, his face brightened up, trying not to smile. He knew that he finally had me, and he was going to pounce on the opportunity. He beat me: exposing me before I could expose him. “Did I do something wrong?” I asked. “I thought we didn’t have to abide to dress code on Sundays.”

He paused for a moment. “You know damn well what you’ve done wrong.”

Was he bluffing? Did he actually know what I’d been up to? Could he prove it? Did he have footage of me in the act? Did he have a confession from a staff member?

I just stood there, until he said, “Your dirty games end now,” he growled. He threw open the door to the old classroom where he kept his secret box. “Sit at the desk.” He pointed with ferocity. “Now.”

So I went in and sat. I caught my own reflection in the dusty window, and then caught myself grinning. The reason I let a grin slip: when I saw my reflection at first, I made myself jump because I thought there was actually a girl there. And when I realized it was me, I realized that I actually passed as a girl.

He caught me grinning and snapped. “Is this some joke to you?”

“I’m still not quite sure what I’ve done wrong,” I said. Don’t get me wrong; I felt embarrassed. I’d been caught by the worst-possible person, and I knew there was going to be a price to pay. He didn’t technically need a reason to rescind his signature from that document; he had the power to make me into a sex offender, and now he was angry enough to go through with it.

“You’ve picked the wrong day to do this,” he hissed.

“Do what?”

“You know what you’ve done.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Don’t make me say it,” he said, and then I saw that look in his eye that suggested that maybe, in fact, he did know what I’d been doing.

I just stared at him. I had to choose my next move carefully. If he did know what I’d been doing, could he prove it? Did he need to prove it? Was I doomed? Could I try seducing him? Seduction worked on the other members of the faculty, and he had that same depraved look in his eye… maybe it would work, but I didn’t want to give him that satisfaction. He didn’t deserve me. He didn’t deserve the pleasure that I could give him…

But what was my other option?

Now, he was silent, staring at me, almost as if he was waiting for me to give him something, to offer him something. Maybe he was waiting for me to hop up on that desk, to spread my legs, and to say, ‘Have fun.’ No—I wouldn’t give him that satisfaction, even if it meant getting thrown out of the school, even if it meant that tarnish on my record for the rest of my life.

“That’s it?” he asked. “You—You don’t have anything to say?”

“Nothing,” I said

“I’m giving you a chance,” he said.

“A chance?”

“If you want to stop me from going to the dean, who showed up on the campus just two hours ago. He’s in his room. I swear to you that I will go and get him.”

I just sat, unmoved. Now I was sure of it: he wanted me to offer myself to him sexually. He wanted a piece of my body, but he wouldn’t be getting any.

“I guess you can go and get him,” I said, half-defeated, half-empowered. I had no idea what would come next, but I knew that cheating my way through school wasn’t what I was meant to be doing.

His face turned dark red, like a man facing rejection—and for him, rejection was the final straw. He was finished with me, and now, he was ready to do away with me: a moment he’d been waiting for for a long time. “I’m getting the dean now. Don’t move. I’ll be back in five minutes.”

“Fine,” I said. I felt strangely fine with the consequences of my actions. I suppose I saw it coming for weeks already.

He stood still for a minute, and then finally left the room. Once he was gone, I decided to get that box out from the closet. I placed it down on the desk and stared at it. I’d spent so long trying to delicately pick that lock. Now, there was no need to be delicate. I Took the box in both hands and slammed it hard into the desk, repeatedly. After about five whacks, it broke open, and the contents fell out.

All of the principals dirty secrets fell upon the desk and spilled onto the floor, and the shock was intense.

I cannot describe in this manuscript, legally, what I saw. I saw students, dressed (partially) in school attire: young men, of an age that I’ll let you guess, being coerced into positions for the pleasure of that horrible man. Some were even dressed as women, though by the looks of it, it wasn’t by their own choosing.

I won’t go into great detail, but I will say that there was a great deal of photos, including of students I knew: young men desperate for decent grades, and he was the only one offering them.

And maybe this whole thing had been a set up to get me to capitulate, to join in on his evil deeds—to be one of those photos. Now, I was sure that his career was over.

The dean came in first, looking frustrated. He saw me, and then he saw the photos as the principal entered behind him. When the principal saw that box, he flew forward, scrambling to pick up the evidence—but it was too late. One picture had slipped to the dean’s feet, and now, the dean was holding it in his hands. “What the fuck is this?” he growled. The photo was damning, with the principal, naked, in the background—a mirror reflection… erect.

“This is…” the dean went on. The principal snatched that photo from his hands.

“It’s a setup!” he hissed.

“As of this moment, you’re officially relieved of your duties.”

“No,” the principal said. He was pale now. He scrambled to pick up more photos. The dean looked at me and motioned towards the phone. “The police, young man.”

I sprung to my feet and dialled the police. The dean managed to call for help, and when the teachers who came saw the photos, they quickly detained the hissing, spitting demon, holding him until police arrived to deal with him appropriately.

Of course, he was arrested and taken straight to jail. The police deemed him too dangerous to be released on bail, until more investigation was complete. It’s my understanding that they also put him on suicide watch, so it was even more vital to keep him in custody.

The dean apologized to me, thinking that the principal had been abusing me. I didn’t correct him; technically, I was being abused by the principal, just not the way that he’d been abusing others. As an act of kindness, he ripped apart that terrible contract.

The teachers came to me privately after the whole ordeal and quietly told me that they didn’t think it would be appropriate to continue seeing me outside of class. After seeing what happened to the principal, they were all frightened. And despite my struggled to catch up with the coursework, I still got straight-As. I guess I held a power over them for the rest of that year.

My parents were stunned when I returned in June with a transcript filled with As. “You… You have good grades,” my mom said. “You can go to university now!” She was shocked.

“I don’t think I want to,” I said. I knew that it wasn’t for me. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to live up to those grades if I went into university with an honest approach.

“So what are you going to do then?” asked my mom.

I didn’t have an answer for her. I didn’t know where to go next; I just knew that it would take some time to think about it. I had to process my year at the boarding school. I had to really think about everything that happened, and everything that I did.

It was a full two months before I snuck out of the house and found somewhere private to get changed, into that old girly outfit. I had no goals—no destination in mind; I just wanted to be out, in the real world. I wanted to feel those feelings again, but in a real place (and I say ‘real’ because that compound, somehow, never felt totally real, like it was a strange fantasy land where left and right were mixed up). This time, I had a bit of makeup that I snatched from my mother’s vanity. I carefully put on eye shadow, eyeliner, blush, highlight, and some contouring. Then, I went down to the town’s main strip. I walked quietly and carefully, feeling the late-summer breeze tickling up my legs, up my skirt.

I felt strange… but it was a pleasant feeling: a feeling of newness, with a foggy future. Being completely blind to the future isn’t always a bad thing.

Being excited about what’s coming—it was something that was new to me, and I couldn’t wait to find out where life would take me from here.

THE END
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