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MESSING AROUND

Terrance is the most popular guy in school, and his girlfriend, Jenna, is the hottest, blondest, and most popular girl in school. So it only makes sense that they’re together, right? Not to mention, her parents are super rich, and seeing as Terrance’s grades aren’t great and sports aren’t his thing, it only makes sense that he holds on to her, so he can have a chance at a decent future.

So it’s not at all in his best interest to date the new girl, Kayla—a cute little blonde who is unnoticed to everyone except for Terrance. And when Terrance finds out that she has a secret tucked away between her legs, he knows they can never be an item. But that doesn’t mean they can’t mess around when no one’s looking.


CHAPTER I

I was dating this girl, Jenna, but it wasn’t serious. At least I didn’t think so. She was too clingy for me, too shallow—though I wasn’t too much better in that department. One of the only reasons I kept on dating her was because she was sexy, and our relationship made every guy in school jealous of me. It was a nice feeling—everybody wanting to be you. It was also a nice feeling to know that there was millions of dollars in it for me if I stuck it out.

I wasn’t used to that kind of popularity. I’d always been mostly invisible at school. I never had many friends. It wasn’t until that summer before the twelfth grade that everything changed. I had a growth spurt and I started putting muscle on with ease. I swear that I was immediately turned into a popular kid on the first day of school, when I showed up wearing a medium t-shirt instead of a small. That popularity only exploded once I started dating the girls on the cheerleading squad.

Maybe it got to my head a little bit—especially once I started dating girls just so I could say that I’d dated them. There’s nothing better than being in a conversation with a bunch of guys when they start talking about some chick’s tits, and you can say, “I’ve felt them—they’re nice.” Everyone looks at you like you’re their god; like everything you say is the most important thing they will ever hear in their lives.

I dated one chick, Lisa Monroe. I lost my virginity to her. She begged me to squeeze her tits and suck on her nipples while we fucked. She was so insistent, I thought it was strange. And then I realized she had implants. Her rich parents had bought them for her that summer. When I told my friends about her little procedure the next day, I truly became the most popular kid in school: the guy who squeezed Lisa Monroe’s fake titties. High-school kids are easy to impress, I guess…

Anyway, it was my friend Dan who challenged me to try and fuck every single one of the girls on the cheerleading squad. It wasn’t much of a challenge—every single one of those girls wanted to get with me. In a single weekend, I nailed three of them—two at the same party. My godlike status got around to other schools. I had guys coming up to me who I’d never seen in my life, begging me to tell them the secret. “Unfortunately, it’s just lucky genetics,” I would say with a grin.

I had a feeling I was at a prime point in my life—I was going to be that kid who was at his best point in high school. Maybe that’s why I was so adamant about making the most of it. I knew it would all be downhill from there. My grades sucked, I wasn’t on any sports teams, so I wouldn’t be getting any scholarships… I had nothing to look forward to besides community college and sex with sexy young women. But even that wouldn’t last once I was thirty-five, working as an assistant manager at some fast food joint.

So I made the most of it. Jenna was the most of it—the girl every guy wanted. She had the biggest tits, the nicest ass, and the blondest hair. We fucked after our first date. Her pussy was so tight, she nearly pinched off my dick when she came, clenching hard. It felt damn good. She even demanded that I come on her tits. She was pretty wild. After I came, she smeared my load all over her breasts. It was pretty hot, actually.

But the relationship was nothing more than sex and benefits. I don’t know if she realized that.

She wanted me to meet her parents and she wanted me to go to the big autumn dance with her. I was hesitant to go to the dance with her. I was hoping to go alone, single, so I could have free reign of the available pussy. But I accepted the invite regardless, because her parents were rich.

So I’m not perfect—who is? Her father owned some giant oil company and her mom was the heiress to some massive chocolate company—I think it was Hershey’s. They were already old—both in their late sixties, and they were both overweight. I would be lying if I said that I didn’t see it as the solution to my inevitable post-graduation decline. If I stuck it out with Jenna, then I wouldn’t have to work the rest of my life at some lousy dead-end job. All I had to do was make Jenna like me, and make her parents like me. And I was a very likeable guy, so I knew it wasn’t going to be too hard.

But it was going to be hard adapting to Jenna. All she ever wanted to talk about was the Kardashians—either that or her dream wedding, how she wanted to have ten kids one day. “But I don’t want to be pregnant. We would pay someone else to carry our babies,” she said.

I wasn’t a very smart guy, but even I found her to be far from stimulating. Sometimes I wondered if all of that inheritance was really worth the effort. And then I pictured myself in a windowless office, the smell of greasy burgers burned into my nostrils, and I said, “Jenna is just fine for me.” Besides, she made me into the envy of the whole school—so what did I really have to complain about?

I really thought I would be able to tough it out. And then the new girl showed up, just a few days before the big autumn dance. Her name was Kayla. She was short, blonde, and completely adorable. She had small tits but a great ass. And like every new girl, she was as shy as hell. None of the other guys seemed too interested in her. When I mentioned her at lunch one day with the other guys, they all just shrugged their shoulders. “She’s alright,” one guy said, but he didn’t sound too enthusiastic. But I had no idea why—I thought she was the cutest girl who had ever stepped foot in our school.

And if it weren’t for Jenna, I would have been all over her.


CHAPTER II

I talked to Kayla for the first time the day before the big autumn dance. I was heading outside for a smoke break (I told the teacher that I needed to use the bathroom) and I ran into her as she emerged from the bathroom. I smiled at her. She looked away from me quickly, her cheeks turning red. She started walking by me and then I said, “Your name is Kayla, right?”

She turned around and looked at me with pink cheeks. “Yeah,” she said.

“I’m Joe. Nice to meet you,” I said.

She smiled and nodded and stood awkwardly, waiting for me to say whatever else I wanted to say. “Where did you move here from?” I asked.

“Chicago,” she said.

“Hey, that’s cool. I have an uncle from Chicago,” I said, and then I just watched as she smiled and nodded awkwardly. She was terribly shy, but gut-wrenchingly cute. I still couldn’t believe the other guys couldn’t see it. They were crazy—or maybe I was the crazy one.

She turned around and started to head to her next class, but I stopped her again. “Hold on, what’s the rush?” I said.

“I have to get back to class,” she said.

“Don’t be in such a rush. You probably aren’t missing much. So you’re from Chicago, huh? Did I mention I had an uncle from Chicago? His name is Ralph. Do you know him?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t think so.”

“Yeah, I guess it’s a big city, huh? So your parents—what do they do?”

She stared at me with a confused look on her face before saying, “My dad works at a factory. My mom is still in Chicago.”

“What does she do?” I asked.

“I don’t know—I only met her once. Why are you asking?”

“No reason,” I said. I was disappointed. I was hoping she would say that she was the heiress to a massive fortune, but she just had ordinary parents by the sounds of it. And that meant I was stuck with Jenna, unless I wanted to live the rest of my life in a trailer park.

I took another look at her, trying to figure out what about her was so mesmerizing. I’d never felt that kind of attraction towards any girl before. And the other guys were right—she wasn’t traditionally sexy, like Jenna or Lisa Monroe. But there was something about her—something I couldn’t put my finger on…

“I should get going,” she said, and she turned around and scurried off to class. Her little skirt bounced as she walked, nearly showing off the cusp of her ass. Had I dropped down to the ground, I would have been able to see it, but I didn’t want to be a total perv in the middle of that hall, even if I was alone. So I went out for my smoke and then I returned to class.

I saw Kayla again at the end of the day. She was at her locker, standing up on her toes to reach something from the top shelf. Her legs were exquisite. I felt compelled to go and talk to her again, but I didn’t want people seeing me talking to her and getting the wrong idea. The last thing I needed was Jenna hearing from a friend that I was talking up the new girl. I guess I was just stuck enjoying her with my eyes.

But damn, was she cute when she was standing up on her toes like that. At one point she even lifted one foot off the ground, pointing it up in the air like a little ballerina in an attempt to improve her reach. She was too short to reach into the very back of that top shelf. But finally, she got whatever she was reaching for, just as someone tapped on my shoulder.

I spun around. It was Jenna. “What are you staring at?” she said, looking down the hall. Thankfully, the hall was crowded.

“Staring? I was just thinking… Of you, actually,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Awe, that’s so cute.” She pulled out her phone and she thrust it towards my face. “I need you to help me pick a dress for tomorrow. Should I go with the red one or the blue one? I bought both. The blue one is way more sparkly than it looks in the photo. But the red one makes my boobs look better. What do you think?”

I looked at the photos. I could not have cared less. “The red one,” I said.

“Why?”

“I think it would look good on you.”

“They both look good on me,” she said, with a hint of being offended in her voice.

“Yeah, I can see that. But I think the red one would look even better,” I said, biting my tongue.

“Yeah, but then I would have to paint my nails a different colour and I just had them done. I think I’ll go with the blue dress. Don’t forget you need to come over early tomorrow, to meet my parents.” She stood up on her toes to give me a kiss on the lips. She didn’t look nearly as cute as Kayla when she was up on her toes. She lacked the elegance and curviness that Kayla had. Instead, it was kind of awkward and clumsy.

“I’ll be there,” I said.

Jenna ran off to catch up with her friends. I looked back towards Kayla’s locker, but she was gone. But I still had that mental image of her in my mind, up on her toes, her foot up in the air. I bet those legs were smooth and soft. She was small enough that I could probably pick her up off the ground, flip her upside down, and eat her out without much effort. My heart raced at the thought of pulling her clothes off, revealing her petite, tight body.

But I couldn’t let those thoughts take over. I needed to focus on Jenna—and her parents. If I was going to have any chance at a decent future, I needed to impress her parents.


CHAPTER III

Before arriving at Jenna’s house, I bought a brand new dress shirt and a brand new pair of slacks. I emptied out my bank account on the outfit, but it was worth it—an investment, if you will. I needed to show her parents that I was willing to make the effort. I even stole a few squirts of my dad’s cologne, even though I personally hated the smell of it. I also stole a tie, and spent half an hour trying to learn to tie the damn thing.

I had to borrow money from my parents to buy Jenna a bouquet of flowers. I just picked the first bouquet I could find. I stole a bottle of wine from my parents’ wine rack to give to Jenna’s parents. Maybe I was trying too hard, but I figured it was better to try too hard than to not try hard enough.

Her parents loved me. It helped that I laid on the charm as thick as I could while we waited for Jenna to finish getting ready upstairs. It also helped that I lied quite a bit, like when they asked me how my grades were and I said, “I got an A- in chemistry last year that I’m still quite disappointed about, but otherwise I’m happy.” I’d never seen an A-anything in my whole life. I also lied when they asked me if I was a smoker. I told them I walked by a group of smokers when I was buying the bottle of wine, hence the smell. I also lied when I said that Jenna was the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen in my whole life.

In fact, when I said it, I could only think of Kayla, even though Kayla wasn’t technically the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen. I don’t know if I would say that she was beautiful, even. She was cute and mesmerizing and interesting—but I don’t know about beautiful, though I suppose she was beautiful in her own way. Jenna, on the other hand, was quite ordinary. She was beautiful in the same way so many other young women are beautiful—boringly beautiful. I’d been with lots of boringly beautiful women; Jenna was just the most boringly beautiful of all of them.

But of course I didn’t say that. “I’ve never met anyone like her,” I said.

Jenna’s mom looked at Jenna’s father and said, “Awe. Isn’t that so sweet?” Her father just nodded with a smile. He was old and it looked like the nod was enough to tire him out. I wondered just how much money the two of them had, combined. I wondered if I would be entitled to half if I eventually divorced Jenna, or if inherited wealth works differently in divorce.

And then Jenna came down the stairs in her blue dress. I didn’t know a whole lot about women’s fashion, but I could tell that her shoes alone were worth a couple thousand dollars. “How do I look?” she asked.

“Absolutely stunning,” I said, though she looked quite average with extra makeup, if I’m going to be honest. “Are you ready to go?”

I took her by the hand and led her to the door. Her mom rushed up behind us with her camera and made us take a series of photos before we could leave. Jenna kept making a duck face for every photo, and I did my best not to cringe and yell, ‘Just smile like a regular person, woman!’ I squeezed her hand and suppressed the urge. “We should get going or we’re going to be late,” I said.

I led her to my dad’s car (which he was letting me borrow for the evening) and we went off to the dance. During the whole car ride, Jenna went on and on about how she’d seen one of the Kardashians wearing the same dress recently, and she kept asking me if I thought she looked as good as the Kardashian in question. Unfortunately, I had no idea who she was talking about. It wasn’t Kim—who are the other ones even?

We showed up at the dance while it was well underway. Jenna clung to my arm as we stepped into the decorated gymnasium. She wanted everyone to see us together. Maybe she was just with me to bump up her status. I had no qualms with that, seeing as my reason for being with her wasn’t so much better. I let her hold onto my arm as long as she wanted. And it wasn’t long before she spotted her friends and asked, “Do you mind if I go talk to my friends for a bit? Do you want to come?”

“I’m actually going to step out for a smoke. I’ll be back in ten,” I said. She skipped off and I went to find the nearest exit. It was going to be a long night, being paraded around that gym by Jenna as she made sure every person in that school knew we were together.

I spotted a door and started towards it. I was halfway to the door when a new song started up. I knew the song—it was a pop hit that Jenna was obsessed with, and I knew for a fact that she wanted to dance to that very song. So I hurried the hell up and go to that door before she could find me and pull me onto the dance floor. I was going to need to sneak in a few drinks before I got to that point.

I slipped out the emergency exit and made sure the door was closed firmly behind me. Then, I looked to my side and saw her standing there, taking a long drag on a cigarette: Kayla. She looked over at me and her cheeks turned pink. “Hey,” I said. “I didn’t know you smoked.”

She shrugged her shoulders.

She was wearing a tiny white dress with black stockings. It was an unusual outfit for a formal-style dance, but I liked it—it suited her. “Who are you here with?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders again. “No one,” she said.

“Who do you have your eyes on?” I asked with a grin.

She stared at me for a silent moment before saying, “No one.”

“So why’d you come? Just to dance?”

“It’s mandatory.” It was true—the dance was mandatory. The school dances used to be optional, but no one ever came. No one wanted to voluntarily spend their Friday night at the school where they spent every weekday.

“Right, I forgot,” I said. I lit up a cigarette and took a long drag of my own. She finished her cigarette and then started for the door. “Wait,” I said. “Don’t leave me out here by myself.” She stopped and looked down at her feet. I kept smoking. “So do you like it here?” I asked.

“It’s okay, I guess.”

“Why are you so quiet?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t have much to say.”

“You single?”

“I guess so,” she said.

“You guess so? Is that a yes or a no? It’s a yes or no question.”

“Why are you asking? Don’t you have a girlfriend?”

I laughed. “Technically,” I said. “It’s complicated.”

“It was a yes or no question,” she said with a smirk. It may have been the first smile I’d ever seen her make. It was a nice smile—nice to see her finally coming out from her shell.

“Yes, I have a girlfriend, but I don’t think it’s going to last.”

“So break up with her.”

“It’s not that simple.”

She just stared at me, into my eyes, her eyes narrowing. She didn’t understand. Hell, I didn’t even really understand. Was I really staying with Jenna because her parents were rich? Did I really want to be some lousy gold-digger guy? “Suit yourself.”

“I’d end it if you went out with me,” I said, finishing my cigarette. My heart stuttered. My heart didn’t usually react too much when I hit on girls. I wasn’t the kind of guy to get shy or awkward around women that I liked. In fact, I couldn’t even remember a single girl that I really liked before. Sure, there were plenty of girls who I thought were sexy, Jenna included, but never any girls that I really liked.

“You don’t want to go out with me,” she said. “We should get back inside.”

“Who says I don’t want to go out with you?”

“I’m saying it,” she said.

“Well maybe you’re wrong. Maybe I do want to go out with you.”

“You really don’t. Now let’s get back to the dance.”

She reached for the door. I jumped forward and grabbed the handle. “I don’t want to go back in there. Let’s just hang out here. The weather is warmer than usual. You don’t get too many evenings like this at this time of year.”

She stared at me, her cheeks red. There was a strange sadness in her eyes.

“What’s the matter?”

“Have you ever done something in your life, even though everyone warned you not to do it—but you still did it anyway. And then once you did it, you realized what everyone meant when they tried to talk you out of it?” she asked, staring down at her feet.

I thought about it. Nothing came to mind. “No,” I said.

“Well then that’s the end of that conversation, I guess.”

“Let’s go make out,” I said.

She looked up at me, but only for a few seconds before her gaze darted away. “What?” she said after some delay.

“Let’s go make out. I know a spot near the football field where no one will find us. It’ll be fun.”

She kept staring at her feet. “I can’t,” she said. Her cheeks were dark red. I could tell that she wanted to. I could tell that I was close to cracking her.

“C’mon,” I said, reaching out my hand. “Before they find us back here.”

“I can’t,” she said. “I mean, I shouldn’t.”

“I think you should,” I said with a big grin. I was so close.

“I—I was born a man,” she said, and then my heart really stuttered. A tingling surged down to my fingertips and I suddenly felt like I was short of breath.

“You were what?” I said, my voice weak and cracking.


CHAPTER IV

I didn’t believe her. How could I? I could see her with my eyes, hear her with my ears—that was a woman in front of me, not a damn man. There was no way she had ever been a man. She was just fucking with me—right? It was all just a big joke… “I don’t believe you,” I said.

“Well it’s true,” she said.

But I was sure she was bluffing, just trying to get me to back down. I wasn’t ready to back down. I’d never been rejected before. I couldn’t possibly go back into that decorated gymnasium after being rejected in such an embarrassing fashion. “Well then I don’t care,” I said. “I still want to make out with you.” It wasn’t entirely true—I did care, but I just didn’t believe her. I thought I was calling her out on her bluff. Maybe it was a test—maybe she was just seeing how serious I was about wanting to make out with her, or if I was just trying to make a point of getting with every girl in the school, and she was just another girl on the long list.

She stared into my eyes with an apprehensive look. “Really?” she said.

“Really.”

“Even though I was born a male?”

“Even though… that,” I said. My heart stuttered again, after skipping a beat or two. She was just bluffing, right? I was sure that we would get to the football field and then she would say, ‘I was just kidding about that being born a guy crap.’ Surely she was kidding.

She reached out slowly and hesitantly took my hand. I let her around the school, towards the football field. There was a spot between the bleachers where we were out of sight of the school. I’d taken a few girls there before. Kayla stood there awkwardly with her hands clasped at her waist. “You really want to do this?” she said, her cheeks now a dark shade of red.

“Absolutely—more than anything,” I said. I took her hands and separated them, moving them to her sides. Then I stepped in, brushed her hair off of her face, and looked into her eyes. My heart was a pounding mess. My legs were trembling. What if she wasn’t bluffing? If it was true, could I still do it? Would I regret this whole thing?

Man or woman, I had to admit, she was gorgeous. Her eyes sparkled as she gently bit her bottom lip. I could do this…

I leaned forward and kissed her. She kissed back, somewhat awkwardly. There was a good chance it was her first kiss. I slipped my hands around her waist and continued the kiss. She started to relax, her shoulders sinking down, her forehead pressing against mine. She let me gently nibble her bottom lip before slipping my tongue into her mouth. “How’s that?” I asked.

Her whole face was red and her pupils were dilated. She had the cutest smile on her face. “It was nice,” she said. We kissed again. This time, I started exploring her body with my hands. I ran my hands up her sides, around her back. I fondled her chest. She had small, soft breasts. Men don’t have breasts, and they weren’t fake. I knew what fake tits felt like. So she must have been lying.

I started to slide one of my hands down her chest, across her abdomen, towards her pussy, but she stopped me. She grabbed my wrist and moved my hand aside. My heart stammered. Maybe she just wasn’t ready to let me rub her pussy. We hardly knew each other, after all.

But that didn’t stop me from trying again a minute later, once I had her back up against one of the bleacher beams. She seemed distracted, her tongue in my mouth, her hands under my shirt, feeling my muscles. I carefully reached down, beneath her skirt, and I slipped my fingers over her crotch. There was a bump—a series of bumps. It didn’t feel at all like a pussy. In fact, it felt like an erection and a warm ball sack. I froze. She froze, too.

But what could I say? I told her that I didn’t care—I couldn’t back down from that now. Our eyes met. Her smile was nowhere to be seen. But my God, she was still so cute. I don’t know what overcame me in that moment—maybe it was just the lust that had been building up over the ten minutes we’d been making out. I reached my hand down the front of her panties and I wrapped my fingers around her feminine cock. I started to massage it. And then we started kissing again.

My heart was slamming relentlessly into my ribcage. I was a slave of the moment. All of my inhibitions were gone. All of my worries were pushed onto the backburner. And of course, I was horny. I just wanted to be with her.

I managed to get her cock rock-hard. After getting my belt undone and my fly down, she slipped her fingers around my girth and massaged me until I was hard, too. It was surprisingly hot when she took my bare cock and pressed it up against her own. “You’re so big,” she said, staring in awe at my rod.

“Thanks,” I said. I was a lot bigger than her. Holding our cocks together with both hands, she stroked. It felt good. My heart didn’t stop pounding powerfully against my ribcage, but it felt so good that I didn’t care. I didn’t want the moment to end.

I spun her around and pushed her up against that beam. I couldn’t get her skirt flipped up fast enough. I yanked her panties down to her knees but I didn’t bother getting them off completely. I didn’t want to waste any time. I walked my erection up between her legs and I pressed my throbbing tip up against her tight hole. “Ready?” I asked.

She just nodded.

So I stuck it in her. She gasped sharply, her fingers curling against that metal beam. Her whole body became tense for a moment and then, after a few seconds, it relaxed, allowing me to slide in all the way. She was tight, her tight hole constantly puckering along my rod. She liked it. As I started to thrust, she started to moan.

And once I was in a good rhythm, I reached around and started to jerk off her little sissy cock. I loved the way it felt in my grip—warm and throbbing. I wanted to feel it coming. I wanted to make it come. I really didn’t care that she had a cock between her legs. I actually kind of liked it. It got me so excited. Everything about her got me so excited.

I didn’t last long. As soon as she moaned the words, “I’m coming,” I was done. I came deep in her asshole, groaning, pressing my fingertips into her skin. And once I was finished, I realized what I’d just done—I’d slept with a biological boy, and I’d cheated on my girlfriend.


CHAPTER V

I had to explain to Kayla that we couldn’t really be together. “For obvious reasons,” I said. She looked hurt, but she understood. At least she said she understood. I mean, if her secret got out, and people found out that we’d been together, I would be finished. I would go from being the most popular kid in the whole school to being the laughing stock. And I didn’t have much, aside from my popularity.

So I returned to Jenna at the dance. She’d been looking for me. I lied and said that I wasn’t feeling well, that I’d been in the bathroom. She didn’t question it. While we were dancing, I saw Kayla across the gymnasium. She looked over at me for a moment before looking away quickly.

Now, more than ever, I felt nothing with Jenna. As I held her while we danced, her skin felt cold. There wasn’t a single spark between us. I even felt a bit guilty when she snuggled her face against my chest. I wished she were Kayla.

But that wish made the hairs on the back of my neck stand upright. I wished my girlfriend were born a man? I wished my girlfriend had a poor family and took hormones so she could look like a chick? No, no, that’s not what I wanted at all.

When I got home that night, I found myself online, trying to look up pictures of Kayla. Her Facebook page was set to private, so I could only see her one profile picture: a picture of the back of her head at the beach. I could have added her to see more, but I didn’t need Kayla suspecting anything. That little romp between us was just that: a romp. Nothing more.

I told myself to forget about her. I didn’t need some trap throwing a giant wrench in my life plans. I knew that it sounded bad, that I was dating Jenna for her family’s benefits, but it was my reality. I had nothing else. All of my friends were already getting accepted to their colleges of choice, and I hadn’t even applied. There was no point. I would be lucky to get into a community college. I could have gone into a trade, but I didn’t know how to do anything. I hated shop class because the saws and spinning machines scared the hell out of me. Everyone was always telling stories about kids from previous years chopping their fingers off by accident.

And what were my other choices? I could become a plumber… I could unclog shitty toilets for a living. Sounds like fun? Or, I could marry Jenna, realize she wasn’t that bad. She was good in bed—surely that accounted for something. And she could have children naturally. Could Kayla do that?

It sounds bad, but that was the reality of my life. So the next day, I woke up and told myself, “Today is all about Jenna.” I felt bad about the dance. I’d done my best to avoid dancing with her for most of the night. And I’d taken every possible chance to slip out with my friends. I was pretty sure she noticed. She was pretty quiet when I drove her home. But I was going to make up for it.

On my way to school, I pulled over at Ms. Chen’s house. I could see that she was in the back yard, gardening. And I knew that she wouldn’t notice a few roses from one of her front rose bushes missing. I nabbed a few, and I used a little bow from my parents’ Christmas bin to tie them together. It wasn’t quite a bouquet, but I figured it would be a nice statement. I found Jenna at her locker and presented the flowers to her. She gave me a big hug and a kiss, and her friends all said, “Awe, that’s so sweet!”

And just like that, I was back in her good books. I sat next to her in all of the classes we had together, and then I ate lunch with her, even though the guys wanted me to eat lunch with them.

I had my fourth period off. Jenna had biology. So finally, I got a much-needed break. I went out to grab a quick cigarette before going to find some of my buddies. But I didn’t get that far. As I reached the back door, Kayla slipped inside. She was putting her lighter in her pocket when she saw me. We both stopped and stared at one another for a moment—the entire last night coming back to both of us.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey. You on break?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

There was another long silence. I did my best to keep my eyes up on her face, but I was tempted to look down at her body. She was wearing a tiny skirt with black leggings and a black tank top. She had her long blonde hair tied into pigtails. She was damn adorable. “The media room isn’t being used right now. Do you want to go and fuck?” I asked.

She was slow to respond, biting her bottom lip as she stared into my eyes. “Okay,” she said.

We ran down the hall, looking around to make sure no one saw us, and we slipped into the media room. We locked the door behind us and left the light off. All of the excitement from the previous night was back in my veins. I just wanted to grab her and kiss her and fuck her and hold her. I don’t know what it was about her that I was so obsessed with. For whatever reason, I was able to push her out from my mind when she wasn’t around. But when she was there in front of me, all bets went out the window. I only cared about one thing: making her mine.

We kissed, stumbling back, knocking over chairs and pushing away desks. She immediately slipped her hands under my shirt to feel my muscles. I immediately squeezed her tits and fondled her nipples. Once she was backed into the teacher’s desk, I lifted her up and sat her down on the edge of the desk. I lifted up her skirt and fished her cock out from her panties. And without hesitation, I bent over and stuck her cock in my mouth, and I sucked her until she was rock hard.

She slipped her fingers into my hair and held me down. Her dick wasn’t long enough to gag me, even when she was fully erect and my nose was pressed into her pelvis—but it was close. Strangely, I didn’t feel like I was sucking a cock—not a man’s cock, anyway. There was something so feminine about her dick. Maybe because it was small, or maybe because she was shaved clean, and smelled like the roses I plucked from Ms. Chen’s rose bush. I ran the tip of my tongue from her ball sack to her throbbing tip.

And once she was hard, I pulled aside her panties and started to eat out her asshole. My heart was pounding—I loved how she made my heart pound. I’d only ever felt that surge of adrenaline once in my life, when I went bungee jumping with my older brother for his birthday a few years before. Except somehow, this was even more intense. Anyone with a master key could have opened that door, and there were dozens of people in that school with master keys—not to mention, they kept keys to the media room in the office, for kids who wanted to check out video equipment. And we weren’t the only two people who were on break that period.

“Just fuck me,” she said, slipping her hands under my arms to pull me up. “Fuck me—please just fuck me.”

I unzipped my pants and stepped forward. I pressed my throbbing erection up to her tight hole. She was gaping—begging for it. When I stuck it in her, I stared into her eyes. I watched as her face lit up, as her pupil dilated, as she bit down on her bottom lip. And she stared into my eyes.

I started thrusting. I reached one hand up her tank top and squeezed her bare tit. She wasn’t wearing a bra. And we didn’t break eye contact until she said she was about to come. Then, I had to look down and watch. She hadn’t touched her dick and neither had I. But somehow, I’d stimulated something inside of her enough that her hard rod started to spew white cum into the air, onto her stomach and her skirt. And the sight alone was enough to bring me to my own orgasm.

I rolled over next to her with a big smile on my face. And then once again, the reality of the situation caught up to me. I’d once again just cheated on my girlfriend. I’d once again slept with a woman who was not born a woman, who still had her male parts. I’d made a big mistake, and I had a feeling it was a mistake I was going to keep on making until something very, very bad happened.


CHAPTER VI

When I met up with Jenna later that afternoon, she could tell that I’d been up to something. She kept looking over at me with that look—I can’t describe that look. It may have just been in my head. But there was a glimmer in her eyes that suggested she was suspicious. “Why do you keep looking at me like that?” I asked, as we sat down at the café across the street, after school.

“Keep looking at you like what?” she asked, her eyes narrowing. I just shrugged my shoulders, but I was pretty sure that she knew.

“Anyway, how was your fourth period?” I asked, and then I listened to her drone on about how she suspects Lauren in her class has a crush on the teacher. All she did all fourth period was gossip with her friends about it, and all she was doing now was gossiping to me about it. And that’s all she would gossip about until the next piece of gossip came around and then she would go ahead and gossip like crazy about that.

And I couldn’t help but wonder what that moment would have been like if it had been Kayla sitting across from me. What conversation would we be having? I’m sure it would be the two of us talking, not just her as she went on and on and on about something that didn’t even matter in the slightest. Kayla was different than the other girls. She seemed like she was more aware, more—

“Are you listening?” Jenna asked, snapping me out from my daze.

“Huh? Yeah, of course,” I said.

“Then what did I just say?” she asked, staring into my eyes with a scowl.

“Uh, you were telling me about Lauren and the teacher,” I said. I felt a churning in my gut.

She shook her head and sighed. “Like, fifteen minutes ago!’ she said. “What the heck is wrong with you today? You’re all over the place.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night. I was up thinking about you all night,” I said, forcing my best smile. But even I could tell that it looked far from genuine.

“Well if you just want to go home, then go home. I’ll have my tea by myself.”

“C’mon, Jenna. Don’t be like that. I’m just tired. Tell me again what you were saying.”

She stared at me with that same look from before, the one that I just can’t describe. Did she suspect I was cheating on her? Would she ever guess that it was with Kayla? And she did figure that out, what would happen next? Would she ruin me as soon as Kayla’s secret came to light? Of course she would. She wouldn’t even waste a second before throwing me to the dogs—

“You aren’t listening, are you?” she said.

Shit. She’d been talking but I hadn’t heard a word. I forced another smile while I watched her shaking her head. Thankfully, her friends came to my rescue. Three of them came up to our table. One of them put her hands on my shoulders and said, “Oh my God, that was so cute, what you did today with the flowers. I wish my boyfriend would bring me flowers before class.”

“Wasn’t it so cute?” Jenna said, her attitude changing in an instant. She didn’t want her friends to know that we were fighting—if that’s even what we were doing. She wanted her friends to think that everything was perfect between us—the perfect relationship between the two most perfect people in the school. Even if that meant being fake as hell. “But keep your hands off of him—he’s mine,” she said with a smile.

“Oh, you two are so cute,” the friend said, and then they took a table nearby—near enough that Jenna wouldn’t dare return to fighting. I was saved.

And that night, when I got home, I knew that I needed to patch things up. I knew that she wouldn’t endure our relationship forever if Kayla was constantly on my mind. I knew that once she went away to college, my high-school popularity wasn’t going to keep her tied to me. I had to up my game. I begged my mom to let me use her credit card, to buy passes to the zoo. I figured I would take Jenna to the zoo that weekend on a little romantic date.

I presented the tickets to Jenna the next morning, to another round of awes from her friends. She hugged me and kissed me and everything was back to normal. I even made a point of using a different exit when I went out for smoke breaks, so I wouldn’t run into Kayla. As long as I didn’t run into her and see her face-to-face, it was easy to keep her off of my mind. It was easy to remind myself that she wasn’t even a she at all. All I had to do was think about the future and ask myself, ‘Can you really see yourself with a trap in ten years from now, when all of your friends are getting married and having kids?’ There was no way I could ever bring Kayla to meet my parents or even my friends. So why was I even wasting any brainpower thinking about her?

I saw her very briefly during my fourth period break. She was at the far end of the hall, wandering around, waiting for her final period. Our eyes met for a second, but that was it. But it was enough to tie my mind up in knots.

Why couldn’t Jenna be that cute? Why didn’t I want to go and talk to Jenna the way I wanted to go and talk to Kayla? Why couldn’t Jenna be more like Kayla? I mean, they had similar features. They were both petite. Kayla was actually a bit more petite than Jenna. They both had blonde hair. I preferred the way Kayla wore her hair, but maybe I could convince Jenna to wear hers the same way. And maybe I could talk Jenna into buying clothes that looked more like Kayla’s clothes. Did they have any classes together even? Would Jenna catch on that I was trying to push in her that direction?

I shook my head. Instead of being an idiot, I could just have some sanity and learn to love Jenna. I mean, with time it was possible, right?


CHAPTER VII

Before heading out to pick up Jenna, to take her to the zoo, I spent a few minutes in my room with my eyes closed, trying to control my breathing, trying to keep Jenna at the forefront of my mind. I didn’t want to run into the same problem as our date at the café, where I couldn’t stop thinking about Kayla. That day needed to be about her. Every day moving forward needed to be about her.

I thought it was going to be easy, but I was terribly mistaken. As soon as she emerged from her house and started walking towards my car, I started having those feelings. My very first thought was: I wish I were picking up Kayla. I had to push the thought away. I pinched my leg and bit my tongue hard. I wasn’t going to tolerate that kind of thinking. I needed to keep my head clear.

When Jenna started talking, it was hard to stay focussed, but I did my best. I strained to listen to her. Occasionally my mind would start to wander, but I managed to pull myself back together quickly. It was a real challenge, especially when she started talking about what one Kardashian said to the other. I forced myself to smile and say things like, “No way, did she really say that?” I still had no idea what the hell she was talking about.

I was happy when we pulled up to the zoo. I assumed the animals would be a good distraction for both of us. They would get my mind off of Kayla and they would get Jenna’s mind off of the Kardashians. We could finally talk about something that was real and right there in front of us: the animals. At least that’s what I thought would happen. I shouldn’t have been surprised when Jenna kept going on about the goddamned Kardashians. Apparently there was an episode where one of the characters goes to a tiger zoo. She wanted to find the tigers to take a photo, probably so she could feel like a Kardashian for a day.

At least it was a goal—find the tigers, get a picture: something to think about. It was when there was nothing to think about that my mind began to wander.

We were looking at the monkeys (and Jenna was distracted by the SnapChat app on her phone) when I realized we had no business being together. Our relationship was hopeless. Things weren’t going to change. With Jenna, this would be my life: a constant battle to remain interested. And with time, the small amount of interest that was there would disappear and I may even lose interest in staying interested. Was it doomed to fail? Maybe not. Maybe I could string it along for long enough to squeeze myself into that fat, looming inheritance. Because what else did I even have?

“I’m hungry. Do you want to buy me a hotdog?” Jenna asked, putting her hands on my shoulders. She was rubbing sensually—at least she was trying to. I felt nothing—nothing but small hands pressing into my shoulders. I even tried closing my eyes, focussing hard to allow a spark to materialize. But there was no spark.

“Sure, babe,” I said.

She reached down for my hand. I reluctantly took it. Maybe I was just in a funk. Maybe I just needed a few days to clear my head, let the image of Kayla vanish. Once we were graduated, it wouldn’t even be a problem. Kayla would be long gone and I would be able to focus on Jenna. They say all relationships hit bumps in the road—maybe this was just the first big bump. I mean, the longer I went without seeing Kayla, the more I was able to focus on Jenna. Already, I’d managed to entertain a two-hour-long conversation about an episode of the Kardashians that I hadn’t even seen. Surely that was a sign of progress. All I had to do was avoid coming into contact with Kayla.

“Hello! Anyone there?” I yelled into the hotdog booth. I could hear the employee rummaging around in the back. Jenna was standing behind me, her hands once again on my shoulders. She seemed happy—that’s all that really mattered. “Hello?” I called out again.

And then she came out: Kayla, wearing a little red uniform with a red visor. As soon as she looked into my eyes, she froze. I froze, too. There was a moment of silence before Jenna said, “Well? Aren’t you going to ask us what we want?”

Kayla blinked, resurrecting herself from her daze. “Uh, yeah, what do you want?” she asked.

The uniform was unflattering, but somehow she still made it look adorable. “Two hotdogs, please. And a couple of Cokes, too.”

“Two hotdogs and two cokes. Just a minute,” she said. She looked into my eyes for another second before turning to fetch our order. My heart was sent racing. What were the chances that Kayla worked part-time at the zoo? What were the chances that I would run into her during the one day that I’d planned specifically to avoid her and get her out of my mind?

We stepped back while Kayla prepared our hotdogs.

It was a minute before Jenna said, “Doesn’t that chick go to our school? Isn’t she new or something?”

I could feel a cold tingling in my fingertips. “Does she? I don’t recognize her,” I lied.

“Your hotdogs,” Kayla called out. I went to retrieve them.

We made eye contact again, but I said nothing except for, “Thank you.” My heart was still racing as I walked away. And my date with Jenna was effectively ruined. Once again, I found myself unable to think of anything except for Kayla.

I couldn’t look at Jenna without wishing deep down that I was with Kayla. And of course, those thoughts led me to guilt. And it wasn’t even ten minutes later when Jenna said, “Did you hear what I said?” It was like our date at the café all over again.

As she said it, I noticed Kayla again, walking towards the back gate, probably going for a smoke break. She slipped around the corner, behind the public bathrooms. “Yeah, I did,” I said. “But I really have to go to the bathroom. Do you mind?”

“No, go ahead,” she said.

I started towards the bathrooms. Once I was close, I looked back. Jenna was turned away and her attention was down at her phone. So I slipped around the bathrooms to go and find Kayla.


CHAPTER VIII

I couldn’t find her at first. I was behind the cluster of indoor exhibits. I followed the tall wooden fence around a long bend. Whenever I stepped between buildings, I was sure to move quickly, looking into the park to make sure Jenna was still facing away from me. At one point, while I was moving from behind the reptile exhibit to behind the gift shop, I saw Jenna turn around. She looked around but she didn’t spot me. It was a close call.

And when I looked back in front of me, I saw Kayla, her back against the gift shop wall. She was pulling a lighter out from her pocket. She looked over at me as she brought the lighter up to her smoke, and then she stopped.

“Hey,” I said, making sure to keep my voice down, even though I was easily fifty yards away from Jenna. “I didn’t know you worked here.”

“It’s only my third day on the job,” she said, looking away from me. She finished lighting her smoke and then she looked out towards the fence. There was something up—some reason she wasn’t looking at me. She seemed more distant than usual. Her cheeks were rosy with shyness like they usually were.

“What’s up?” I said.

“Nothing,” she said.

“I’ve got about ten minutes before I should get back to Jenna. Do you want to mess around?”

She looked at me slowly and then she looked away again. “That poor girl,” she said.

I didn’t know what to say back. I thought for a minute before coming up with, “It’s complicated.”

“It’s not that complicated. You’re wasting her time. You don’t even like her.”

I thought some more, but still came up with nothing good. “She doesn’t even like me,” I said. It sounded better in my head. But it was true—Jenna didn’t like me. Sure, she thought she did. She liked the perks that came with dating one of the most popular guys in school, but she didn’t actually care about me. She didn’t actually want to spend time with me or have conversations with me. Whenever we were together, she spent more time on her phone messaging her friends than she did actually conversing with me.

“All the more reason to break up with her,” Kayla said, still without looking at me.

“Look, Kayla. You know that we can’t be together—you and me.”

She looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Who said anything about that?”

“Well why else would you want me to dump her?”

She looked away, back at the nothingness of the fence. She took a drag from her cigarette. “So I can believe that you’re actually a decent person.”

The comment stung. But I pretended like it didn’t. I forced a smile. “Just admit it. You want me to dump her so you can have me to yourself,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “So that you can just cheat on me behind my back? Go around talking to other girls while we’re on a date at the zoo?” She turned further away from me, so I was looking at her back.

I stepped up to her and put my hands on her sides. “Just admit it,” I said.

“Admit what?”

I stepped up closer, putting my chin on her shoulder. I gently slid my hands up and down. “You want me—just admit it.”

She said nothing. As I brought my hands around front, on her chest, I felt her take a deep breath in. I cupped her breasts. She didn’t stop me. I squeezed before bringing one hand down to her cock. I slipped my hand down the front of her short, onto her bare meat. I started to rub. “Admit it,” I said again.

She let out a soft whimper. “Why don’t you admit that you want to be with me?” she said. She brought her hand down and put it over mine, pressing it harder against her cock. She even curled my fingers around her warm girth. I started to stroke her. I could feel her throbbing, getting hard.

“Maybe I do,” I said.

“Then be with me,” she said.

I looked around to make sure no one was around. Then, I tugged down her shorts and her panties, unzipped my fly, and fished out my throbbing erection. I pressed her up against the fence and then I pressed my bulging tip up against her anus. I couldn’t touch her skin without feeling a warm electricity: that spark that I wished I felt with Jenna.

I pushed in. I loved the feeling of her tight asshole puckering the length of my dick. I loved how warm her backdoor was. I loved the way she moaned when I was deep inside of her. I started thrusting into her, pushing her harder against that fence. My hands moved from her small breasts to her little cock. “Make me come,” she said. So I kept one hand on her cock, jerking it harder and faster with every pump into her butt. “Shit, that feels good,” she said.

More than anything, I just loved holding her in my arms. I loved feeling her warmth. I loved being in her presence. It wasn’t just the sex—it was her. I wanted to be with her. And when I was with her, I didn’t care about any stupid inheritance. I didn’t care that it might mean that I spend my future working some nine-to-five job, making a modest living, living in a small house. Who cares where I’m living and how much money I have? As long as I’m doing it with her?

“I’m close. Don’t stop,” she said through clenched teeth. She was breathing faster and faster, with short, shallow breaths. Her fingers curled against the fence. She pushed her soft bum back into my pelvis to get more of me inside of her with every hard penetration. I could feel her dick swelling and hardening. I put my head on her shoulder so I could watch her spray that fence with her big, hot load. And as always, it was just the push I needed to come.

My legs trembled as I unloaded into her tush. She moaned, taking my hand and bringing it up her shirt, onto her breast. I squeezed as she turned her head and we kissed. “I want to be with you,” I said.

“Then be with me,” she said, and then we kissed again.

“I’ll be right back,” I said.

I went to go and find Jenna. I thought it would be hard, telling her that she wasn’t the girl for me—saying goodbye to her family’s massive estate and that mega-inheritance. I thought it would be hard breaking things off with the girl who was considered the hottest in the whole school. I thought it would be hard—but it wasn’t hard at all.

And she took it surprisingly well, aside from one big, long eye roll. She asked, “Can I tell people that I broke up with you?” After I said yes, she went back to her phone, no expression on her face, as if nothing had happened at all. It wasn’t even a week later when she started dating one of the guys from the football team.

And it wasn’t even a week later when I showed up at school with a bouquet of flowers—which I bought with the last of my own money—and I went up to Kayla. “Kayla,” I said, “would you go on a date with me?”

As I said it, a group of nearby girls started snickering. “You know she’s a dude, right?” one of them said.

“Funny that a dude is way hotter than any of you,” I said back. I watched as their expressions dropped.

As expected, I lost my status as the most popular guy in school. But I didn’t care. I didn’t care about any of that stuff—the popularity, the money, whether my friends thought my girlfriend was sexy or not. I was happy with her, and I’d never been happy with any girl before. That was all that mattered. I didn’t know where we would be in the future—a trailer park, a trashy apartment, my parents’ basement—it didn’t matter. As long as I had her, that was all that mattered.

THE END
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